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MALCONTENT. 

BT 

JOHN  MARSTON, 


JoHr  Mabstov  it  wppoied  to  have  been  qf  a  family  tettled  at  Aftcot,  in  the  county  of  Salop.\ 
Wood  *  imagines  him  to  haoe  been  the  tame  John  Manton  who  wot  a  ttudent  of  Corput  Chritti  CoU 
lege  in  Oxford^  and  wat  admitted  B.  A,  February  SO,  1592.  He  mat  a  poet  who  acquired^  and  very 
daeroedlvy  a  cantiderabk  reputation^  and  ts^  taid  to  have  died  in  the  former  part  of  King  Chariu 
the  Firttt  time,  aged  about  tuety  yeart.  He  wat  the  author  of  1.  ''  The  Metamorphosit  oj  Pigmth 
UotCt  Image^  and  Certain  Satiret,  1598.^ 

3.  The  Scourge  of  ViUanie.     Three  Booket  of  Satires,  1599. 

Both  these  works  were  reprinted  in  1764.  And  Mr  WartoUf  in  his  Observations  on  Spenset^t 
Fairy  Queen,  Vol,  J.  p.  59.,  says  of  these  Satires,  that  they  "  contain  many  well  drawn  charactertf 
and  several  good  strokes  ef  satirical  genius ;  but  are  not,  upon  the  whole,  so  finished  and  classical  a$ 
Bishop  HalPs,  the  first  part  of  which  were  published  about  a  year  before  these/* 

Manton  sometimes  assumed  the  name  ^Kinsayder ;  but  why  he  did  so,  and  from  whence  he  adopted 
it,  do  no  where  appear.  Under  this  fictitious  surname,  he  is  satirised  in  The  Retam  of  Paroassus, 
jll.  S.2. 

^  What,  Monsieur  Kintayder,  lifting  up  your  leg,  andpiswng  against  the  World  9  put  up,  man, 
put  up  for  shame  f 

**  Methinks  he  is  a  ruffian  in  his  style, 

Withouten  bands,  or  garters*  omameot : 

He  qoalft  a  cap  of  Frenchman's  helicon  i 

Then  roister  doister,  in  his  oily  terms. 

Cuts,  thrusts,  and  foios,  at  whomsoever  he  meets. 

And  strows  about  Ram- Alley  meditations. 


VOL,  II. 


*  Oldys'  MSS.  Notes  on  Langbaine. 
^  Athense  Oxonieoscs,  Vol.  I.  p.  832. 
?  Oldys. 


t  THE  MALCONTENT.  [Mahston. 

Tut,  what  cares  he  for  modest,  close- couched  tennSy 

Cleanly  to  gird  our  looser  libertines  ? 

Give  him  pfoln-naked  words,  stripped  from  their  shirts. 

That  might  beseem  plain-deaiing  Aretine. 

Ay,  there  \i  one,  that  baclu  a  paper  steed. 

And  maoageth  a  peo-kiiife  gallantly. 

Strikes  his  peinado  at  a  button's  breadth, 

firings  the  great  battering  ram  of  terms  to  towns  f 

And,  at  first  volley  df  h'b  cannon  shot. 

Batters  the  walls  of  the  old  fusty  world.'* 

When  The  Malcontent  was  first  published^  Martton  lived  infriendskip  wHh  Btn  JofMon^  to  whom 
he  dedicated  it.  He,  aUoy  wrote  some  complimentary  verses  to  that  author^  which  are  printed  before 
the  first  edition  of  Sejanus  in  1605.  The  good  correspondence  between  them,  however^  was  after- 
wards broken  ;  but  the  cause  of  it  remains  unknown. 

In  the  next  year^  1606,  the  plav  of  Sophonisba  appeared  ;  and  in  the  preface  is  the  following  pa*' 
'sage,  plainly  laselled  at  the  play  he  had  just  before  applauded :  ^  KnoWy  that  I  have  not  laboured  in 
this  Poem  to  relate  any  thing  as  an  historian^  but  to  enlarge  every  thing  as  a  poet.  To  transcribe 
authors,  quote  authorities,  and  translate  Latin  prose  orations  into  EngliM  blank  verse,  hath  in  this 
subject  been  the  least  aim  of  my  studies!* 

Ben  alsOf  many  years  afterwards,  spoke  of  Marston  with  some  degree  of  acrimony :  he  said  to 
Drummond  of  Haicthomden,  that  "  he  fought  several  times  with  Marston;  and  that  the  latter  wrote 
his  fat  herein- lauj^s  preachings,  and  his  Jut  heroin-law  his  comedies!* 

Marston  was  the  author  of  the  following  plays  : 

1.  Antonio  and  McUida;  A  History,    Acted  by  the  children  ofFauTs,  4to,  1602. 

2.  Antonio*s  Revenge*  The  Second  Part.  As  it  hath  beene  sundry  times  acted  by  the  children  of 
PauCs,  4to,  1602. 

d.  The  Insatiate  Countess ;  a  tragedy.  Acted  at  White  Fryers,  4to,  1603  ;  4to,  1618  ;  4to,  1631. 

4.  The  Malcontent,  4to,  1604.    Another  edition  in  4to  in  the  same  year. 

5.  The  Dutch  Courtezan.  As  it  was  played  in  the  Blacke  Friars,  by  the  children  of  her  Majes- 
tie's  Revels,  4to,  1605. 

6.  Parisitaster ;  or.  The  Fawne.  As  it  hath  bene  divers  times  presented  at  the  Blacke  Friars,  by 
the  children  of  the  Queenes  MajestieU  Revels,  4to,  1606. 

7.  The  Wonder  of  Women ;  or.  The  Tragedy  of  Sophonisba,  As  it  hath  beene  sundry  times  acted 
at  the  Blacke  Friers,  4to,  1606. 

8.  What  you  will,  4to,  1607, 

All  these,  except  The  Insatiate  Countess  and  The  Malcontent,  were  printed  in  i^mo,  1633. 

He  was  also  the  author  (f  "  The  Argument  of  the  Spectacle,  presented  to  the  Sacred  Majestys  of 
Great  Britain  and  l)enmark,  as  they  passed  through  London."  In  MS,  in  the  British  Museum, 
^o.lB,A.6u  *  yr  6 


The  foUowiDg  Epigram  u  printed  in  The  Scottrge  of  Folly,  by  John  Davies,  lUtno,  N.  D.  p.  105 : 

To  acute  Mr  John  Marston. 

Thy  Malecontent,  or  Malecontcntednesse, 
lla'th  made  thee  change  thy  Muse,  as  smtie  do  g^sse. 
If  time  mi&pent  made  her  a  Malecontent, 
Thou  need'sc  not  then  her  timely  change  ropent. 
The  end  will  shew  it :  meane  while  do  but  please 
With  vertnous  paines,  as  erst  thou  didst  with  ease ; 
Thou  sbalt  be  praised,  and  kept  from  want  and  wo ; 
So  blest  are  crosses^  that  do  bleise  us  so. 

1 


MabstonO  the  malcontent. 


BENIAMINI  JONSONIO 

POET* 
ELEGANTISSJMO 
ORAVrSSIMO 

Allien 

SVO  CANDTDO  ET  CORDATO, 

lOHANNES  MARSTON 

MV8ARVM  ALVMNVS 

ASPERAM    BANC  SVAM   TBALIAM, 

D.  D. 


TO  THE  READER. 


I  AM  an  ill  orator ;  and,  id  truth,  use  to  iodite  more  honcstlj  than  eloqaentlj,  for  it  is  mj  custom 
to  speak  as  I  think,  and  write  as  I  speak. 

In  plainness,  therefore,  understand,  that  in  some  things  I  have  mllinsly  erred,  as  in  supposing  a 
I>uke  of  Genoa,  and  in  takine  names  different  from  that  city's  families :  for  which  some  may  wittily 
accase  roe ;  but  my  defence  shall  be  as  honest,  as  many  reproofs  unto  me  have  been  most  maUdous. 
Since,  I  beartlly  protest,  it  was  my  care  to  write  so  for  from  reasonable  ofience,  that  even  strangers, 
in  wbose  state  I  laid  my  scene,  should  not  from  thence  draw  any  disgrace  to  any,  dead  or  living; 
j^  in  despite  of  my  endeavours,  I  understand  some  have  been  most  unadvisedly  over-cunning  in 
misinterpreting  me,  and  with  subtilty,  as  deep  as  hell,  have  maliciously  spread  ill  rumours,  wmch 
sprin^ng  from  themselves,  might  to  themselves  have  heavily  returned.  Surely  I  desire  to  satisfy 
ererj  firm  spirit,  who,  in  all  his  actions,  proposeth  to  himself  no  more  ends  than  God  aod  virtue  do, 
ivhose  intentions  are  always  simple :  to  such  I  protest,  that  with  my  free  understanding  I  have  no( 
^mnced  at  disgrace  of  any,  but  of  those  whose  unquiet  studies  labour  innovation,  contempt  of  holy 
policj,  reverend  comely  superiority,  and  established  unity :  for  the  rest  of  my  supposed  tartness,  I 
fear  not,  but  unto  every  worthy  mind  it  will  be  approved  so  general  and  honest,  as  may  modestly 
pass  with  the  freedom  of  a  satire.  I  would  fain  leave  the  paper ;  only  one  thing  afflicts  me,  to  think 
that  scenes,  invented  merely  to  be  spoken,  should  be  inforavely  published  to  be  read,  and  that  the 
least  hurt  I  can  receive  is  to  do  myself  the  wrong.  But,  since  others  otherwise  would  do  me  more, 
tbe  least  inconvenience  is  to  be  accepted  :  1  have  myself,  therefore,  set  forth  this  comedy ;  but  so, 
that  mj  inforced  absence  roust  much  rely  upon  the  printer's  discredon ;  but  I  shall  intreat  slight 
errors  m  orthography  may  be  as  slightly  overpassed;  and  that  the  unhandsome  shape  which  this 
trifle  in  reading  presents,  may  be  panlooed,  for  the  pleasure  it  once  afforded  you,  when  it  was  pre^ 
jcDted  with  the  soul  of  lively  action. 

Sine  aligua  dementia  nullus  Fhabut, 

J.M, 


DRAMATIS  PERSONiE. 


GiovAKicT    Altofronto,    disguised   Malevok, 
■  ,  some  time  Duke  of  Genoa^         ^ 
PiETRO  Jacomo,  Duke  ofGenoa^ 
Mevdozo,  a  Minion  to  the  Dueheu  of  Pietro 

JacomOf 
Celso,  a  friend  to  Altofronto, 
BiLioso,  an  old  choleric  Marshal, 
Prepasso,  a  Gentleman-usher, 
Febneze,  a  jfoung  Courtier,  mud  enamoured  of 

the  Dueheu, 
Ferrardo,  a  Minion  to  Duke  Pietro  Jacomo, 


AuRELiA,  Duchess  to  Duke  Pietro  Jacomo, 
Maria,  Duchess  to  Duke  Altofronto, 

Bi?NCA '  \  '"'^  ^^''^^^^  ^^^^^'^^  '**  D«cA«w^ 
Maquerelle,  an  old  Panderess, 

Passarello^  Fool  to  Bilioso, 


THB 

INDUCTION 

TO 

THE   MALCONTENT; 

And  the  Additions  acted  hy  the  Kin^ft  Mt^eit^t  Servants 
Written  bv  J09N  Webster. 


Enter  William  Sly  ;  ♦  a  Tire-man  following 
him  with  a  StooL 

Hre.  Sir,  the  gentlemen  will  be  angry  if  you 
Mt  here. 

W,  Sly.  Why,  we  may  sit  upon  the  stage  at  the 
private  DOase.  Thou  dost  not  take  me  for  a 
country  gentleman?  dost  think  I  fear  hissii^? 
ni  hold  my  life  thou  took'st  me  for  one  of  £e 
players  ? 

Tire,  No,  sir. 

IT.  Sfy.  By  god*9-slid,  if  you  had  I  would  have 

S'ven  you  but  sixpence'  for  your  stool.  Let 
tern  that  have  stale  suits  sit  in  the  galleries. 
Hiss  at  me !  He  that  will  be  laughed  out  of  a  ta- 
vern, or  an  ordinary,  shall  seldom  feed  well,  or 
be  drunk  in  good  company.  Where's  Hariy 
Condell,^  Dick  Burbage,^  and  William  Sly? 
liCt  me  speak  with  some  of  them. 

Tire,  An't  please  you  to  go  in,  sir,  you  may. 


W.  Sfy,  I  tell  you  no ;  I  am  one  that  hath  seen 
this  play  of^en,  and  can  give  them  intelligence 
for  their  action.  I  have  most  of  the  jests  here 
in  my  table-book. 

Enter  Sinklow.  * 

Sink,  Save  you,  cuz. 

W,  Sfy,  O  r  cousin,  come,  you  shall  ut  be- 
tween my  legs  here. 

Sink,  No,  indeed,  cousin;  the  audience  then 
will  take  me  for  a  viol  de  gambo,^  and  think 
that  you  play  upon  me. 

W,Sfy.  Nay,  rather  that  I  work  upon  yoU| 
cuz. 

Sink.  We  staid  for  you  at  supper  last  night  at 
my  cousin  Honeymoon's,  the  woollen-dr^c^s. 
After  supper  we  drew  cuts  for  a  score  of  apri- 
cots; the  longest  cut  still  to  draw  an  apricot; 
by  this  light,  'twas  Mrs  Frank  Honeymoon's  for- 
tune still  to  have  the  longest  cut.  I  did  measure 
for  the  women.    What  1^  these,  cuz  ? 


^  William  Sfy,  was  one  of  the  original  actors  in  Shakespeare's  plays.  His  name  is  among  those  enn- 
merated  io  the  folio  edition  of  bis  works,  1623. 

'  But  iispence,— From  Chap.  VI.  in  Dekkar*s  Gull  Hom-^ookf  reprinted  in  the  last  edition  of  Sliake- 
speare,  Vol.  I.  p.  80.,  it  appears,  that  it  was  the  fashion  for  the  gallants  of  the  times  to  sit  on  the  itage 
00  stools.    We  learn  also  that  a  shiliinc  was  the  sum  paid  for  them. 

^  Hmrry  Ccndtll^ — One  of  the  pablishers  of  Shakespeare*!  plays  in  folio,  1023. 

7  Dick  Burbagei^axi  actor  of  that  period. 

*  Sinklow  —This  Was  a  player  in  Sbakespeare^s  time.  His  name  is  twice  printed  in  that  anthor's 
works,  instead  of  the  characters  he  performed.  See  Indoction  to  The  Taming  of  the  Shrew,  and  tlie  coo- 
elusion  of  The  Second  Part  of  King  Henry  IV, 

9  A  viol  de  ^omAo.— From  the  name  of  this  hatioment,  which  is  derived  fttnn  the  Italian,  and  the  man- 
ner in  which  it  appears  to  h^ve  been  played  on|  I  appicheod  it  to  be  the  tame  which  Is  now  called  a 
bass  viol* 


Haastoii.] 
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JSnUr  Dick  Buebage,  Henrt  Condell,  and 
JOHM  LowiK. '® 

W.  Siy.  Tbe  players.    God  SKire  yoo. 

D.  JBmrk  Yoo  we  verj  wekome. 

W.  Sfy.  I  pray  you  know  thk  gcntlenian,  my 
coiisia ;'  'tts  Mr  Doomsda/s  $on  tM  usurer. 

H*  Cond.  I  beseech  you^  sir,  be  covered. 

W.  %.  No»  in  good  faith,  for  mine  ease; " 
lode  you,  my  bat's  tbe  handle  to  this  fan :  god't- 
so,  what  a  beast  was  I,  I  did  not  ieare  my  fea- 
ther Aiiuase!  Well,  but  rii  take  an  order  with 
yoo.  [Putt  hit  Feather  ta  his  Pocket. 

jD.  Smrh.  V^y  do  yoa  conceal  yoor  feather, 
sir? 

W.  Sfy.  Why !  do  you  think  FU  haire  iests 
broken  itpoo  me  in  the  phiy  to  be  laogbed  at? 
This  pkiv  hath  beaten  ail  young  gallants  out  of 
the  feaUiers.  Blaekfriars  hath  almost  spoiled 
Bladcfriais  for  foatbets.  '^ 

Sink.  God's  so !  I  thought  'twas  for  somewhat 
our  eentlewomen  at  home  aiunsellcd  me  to  wear 
my  teal  hor  to  the  play ;  yet  I  am  loath  to  spoil 
it. 

W.Sfy.  Why,cu2? 

Sink.  Because  I  got  it  in  the  tilt-yaid:-^  there 
was  a  herald  broke  my  pate  for  taking  it  up. 
But  I  have  worn  it  up  and  down  the  Stnmd,  and 
met  him  forty  times  since,  and  yet  he  dares  not 
diallenffoit. 

W.  ^.  Do  you  hear,  sir  ?  this  play  is  a  bitter 


--i, 


Cond.  Why,  sir,  'tis  neitlier  satire  nor  mo- 
ral, but  the  mere  passage  of  an  history;  yet 
there  are  a  sort  of  discontented  creatures  that 
bear  a  stiugless  enyy  to  great  ones,  and  these  will 
wrest  tlie  doings  of  any  man  to  their  base,  mali- 
cious api^liment ;  but  should  their  interpretation 
come  tti  the  test,  like  your  marmoset,  they  pre- 
sently tum  their  teeth  to  their  tail,  and  eat  iL 

wi  Sfy,  I  will  not  go  far  with  you ;  but  I  say, 
any  man  that  hath  wit  may  censure,  if  he  sit  m 
the  twelvcpenny  room :  and  I  say  again,  the  play 
is  bitter. 

X>.  Mu*^.  Sir,  you  are  like  a  patron  that,  pre- 
senting a  poor  scholar  to  a  benefice,  enjoins  him 
not  to  rad  against  any  thing  that  stands  within 


compass  of  bis  paeon's  folly.  Why  should  not 
we  enjoy  the  anttent  freedom  of  poesy  ?  Shall  we 
protest  to  the  latfies,  that  their  painting  makes 
them  angels?  or  to  royyoon^  g^lant,  that  his 
eipence  m  the  brothel  swlgam  him  reputation? 
No,  sir,  such  vices  as  stand  not  accountable  to 
law  should  be  cored  as  men  heal  tetters,  by 
casting  ink  upon  them.  Would  you  be  satisfied 
in  any  thing  else,  sir? 

W,  Sly.  Ay  marry  would  I. 
I  would  know  how  you  came  by  this  play  ? 

H.  Cond.  Faith,  sir,  the  book  was  lost ;  and 
because  'twas  pity  so  ^ood  a  play  should  be  lost, 
we  fouud  it,  and  play  it. 

W.  Sfy.  I  wonder  you  would  play  it,  another 
company  having  interest  in  it. 

H,  C&nd.  Why  not  Malevole  "^  in  foKo  widi 
us,  as  well  as  leronimo  in  decimo  sexto  with 
them !  They  taught  us  a  name  for  our  play,  we 
call  it,  OneYor  another. 

W,  Sly,  What  are  your  additions? 

D.  Burb.  Sooth,  not  greatly  needful ;  only  as 
your  sallet  to  your  great  feast,  to  entertnm  a 
little  more  time,  and  to  abridge  the  not-received 
custom  of  music  in  our  theatre.  I  must  leave 
yoo,  sir.  [Exit  Bubbaoe* 

Sink.  Doth  he  play  the  Malcontent? 

H.  Cond.  Yes,  sir. 

Sink.  I  durst  lay  four  of  mine  ears  the  play 
is  not  so  well  acted  as  it  hath  been. 

H.  Cond,  O  !  no,  sir,  nothing.  Ad  Parmenonii 

J,  Low,  Have  you  lost  your  ears,  sir,  that  you 
are  so  prodigal  of  laying  tnem  ? 

Sink.  Why  did  you  ask  that,  friend  ? 

/.  Loot,  Marry,  sir,  because  I  have  heard  of  a 
fellow  would  offpr  to  lay  a  hundred  pound  wa^er, 
that  was  not  worth  five  baubees ;  and  in  this  kind 
you  might  venture  four  of  your  elbows :  yet  God 
defend  your  coat  should  have  so  many. 

Sink,  Nay,  truly,  I  am  no  great  censurer,  and 
yet  I  might  nave  been  one  of  the  college  of  cri- 
tics once.  My  cousin  here  hath  an  excellent  me- 
mory, indeed,  sir. 

W,  Sly.  Who,  I?  m  tell  you  a  strange  thing 
of  myself;  and  I  can  tell  you,  for  one  that  never 
studied  the  art  of  memory,  'tis  very  strange  too. 


*^  John  Zroiviii.— Another  of  the  origin^  acton  in  Shakespeare*!  plays. 

"  Ifo^  in  good  faithf  for  mine  «as0.— A  quotation  Arom  tbe  part  of  Oirick  in  Bamlet.  See  Vol.  X. 
edit.  1778,  p.  395.  Sly  might  have  been  the  original  performer  of  that  character.  See  Note  5.  to  TA« 
J^fming  of  the  Shrew,  Vol.  III.  p.  396.    S. 

■*  Bladffrittre  hath  almost  spoil*d  Blackfriars  for  feathers. — See  Note  1.  to  The  Muses  Looking^lass. 

»3  7U|.yard.— Where  the  barriers  were  foogbr. 

'^  Whjf  net  Malevole^  afc— See  Mr  CoUins's  Note  on  Troilus  and  Cressida,  Vol.  IX.  edit.  1778,  p.  8«    S. 

^^  jtd  Parmenonis  fMeni.-^— 


Sommum  suem  Parmenonem  impertit 
Gnatbo.  TsrenL  Eunuch, 


^ 


THE  MALCONTENT. 


[Marstoic. 


H.Cond.  What's  ^hat,  air? 

W.  Siy.  Why,  Vi\  lay  a  hundred  pound,  Til 
iwalk  but  once  down  by  the  GoldsmitbVrow  in 
Cheap,  take  notice  of  the  signs^  and  tell  you 
them  with  a  breath  inatantly. 

J.  Low.  *T\$  very  strange. 

W.  %.  They  begin  as  the  world  did,  with 
Adaipa  and  Eve. 
There's  in  all  just  tive-and-fifty. 
I  do  use  to  meditate  much  wheii  I  come  to  plays 

too. 
What  do  you  tfaiok  might  come  into  a  man's 
head  now,  seeing  all  this  company? 

H.  ConcL  I  know  riot,  sir. 

YT.  Siy-  I  have  an  excellent  thought.  If  some 
fifty  of  the  Grecians  that  were  crammed  in  the 
)iorse-belly  had  eaten  garlic,  do  you  not  think  the 
Trojans  might  have  smelt  out  their  knavery  ? 

A.  Cond.  Very  likely. 

W.  Sfy.  Bv  God,  I  would  they  had,  for  I  love 
Hector  horribly. 

Sin^.  O  but  cu^  cuz ! 


■*  Gr&it  Al|exaDfd€r  wb^  h£|came  to  thiSltomb  of 

A|cblliap,l 
Sp&ke  with  ft|blg  loud|vorce,  0|thda  thrIce|bl&B^ 
aodlh&ppy.l 

W.  Sly.  Alexander  was  an  ass  to  speak  so  well 
of  a  filthy  cullion.  '^ 

J.  Low.  Good  sir,  will  ,you  leave  the  stage  ? 
I'll  help  you  to  a  private  room. 

W.  Sly.  Come,  cuz,  let's  take  some  tobaoco. 
Have  you  never  a  prologue? 

J.  lAfw.  Not  any,  sir. 

W.  Sfy.  Let  me  see,  I  will  make  one  extem- 
pore; 
Come  to  them,  and  fencing  of  a  congey  with  arms 

and  legs, 
Be  round  with  them. 

**  Gehtlemen,  '*  I  could  wish  for  the  women^s 
sakes  you  had  all  soft  cushions ;  and,  gentlewo- 
men, I  could  wish  that  for  the  men's  sakes  you 
had  all  more  easy  standings."  What  would  they 
wish  more  but  the  play  now?  And  that  they 
shal  have  instantly.  ^ 


THE 

MALCONTENT, 

ACT  I. 


SCENE  I. 

The  Vilett  out-qf-tune  Music  bcitig  hearcf^ 

Enter  Bilioso  and  Prepasso. 

BU.  Why,  how  now  ?  are  ye  mad,  or  drunk,  or 
both,  or  all  ? 

Prep.  Are  ye  building  Babylon,  there  ? 

BU.  Here's  a  noise  m  court!  you  think  you 
are  in  a  tavern,  do  you  not  ? 

Prep.  You  think  you  are  in  a  brothel-house, 
do  you  not  ?  This  room  is  ill  scented. 


Enter  one  with  a  Perfume, 

So,  perfume,  perfume;  some  upon  roc,  I  pray 
thee:  the  duke  is  upon  instant  entrance;  so, 
make  place  there. 

SCENE  II. 
Enter  the  Duke  Pietro  Jacomo,  Ferrardo, 


Count  Equato, 

GUERRINO. 


Cotin^   CEX40   before,  and 


P.  Jac.  Where  breathes  that  music?' 
BiL  The  discord  rather  than  the  music  is  bear^ 
from  the  malcontent  Malevole's  chamber. 


'<^  Oreai  Alexander^  3re.— These  two  lines  are  bexaroeten,  that  *<  halt  ill  on  Roman  feet,^'  like  those  of 
Sydney  mentioned  by  Pope.    Into  racb  vene  Stanyhunt  traotlated  the  four  first  Books  of  Virgil.    S. 
>7  CMmofw— See  Note  87.  to  Ommmer  Qurton'9  iVe«Ue,  p.  125. 
**  QtntUnunf  flfc  — This  seems  inteoded  as  a  burlesque  on  the  Epilogue  to  Ai  you  like  it. 
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JVr.  Malevole! 

Mai.  [Out  of  his  CkamberA  Yanghy  god-a-maD, 
what  dost  thoa  there  ?  Duke  8  Ganymede,  Juno's 
Jealoas  of  thy  long  stockings.  Shadov?  of  a  wo- 
man^ what  fvoold'sty  weesei  ?  thou  lamb  at  court, 
.what  dost  bleat  for  ?  ah,  you  smooth-chinned  ca- 
tamite! 

P.  Jac  Come  down,  thou  rugged  cur,  and 
snarl  here :  I  gire  thy  dogged  suUenness  free  li- 
bertj :  trot  about  and  bespurtle  whom  thou  pleas- 
est. 

XaL  111  come  among  you,  you  goatish-blood- 
ed ''  toderers,  as  gum  into  taflata,  to  fret,  to  fret : 
Pll  fall  like  a  spun^e  into  waters,  to  suck  up,  to 
sack  up.  Howl  agam.  Ill  go  to  church  and  come 
to  vou. 

P.  Jac,  This  Malevole  is  one  of  the  most  pro- 
digious affections  that  ever  conversed  with  nature. 
A  man,  or  rather  a  monster;  more  discontent  than 
Lucifer  when  he  was  thrust  out  of  the  presence. 
His  appetite  is  unsatiable  as  the  grave;  as  far 
from  any  content  as  from  heaven.  His  highest 
delight  is  to  procure  others  vexation,  and  therein 
he  ilunks  he  truly  serves  heaven ;  for  'tis  his  po- 
sition, whosoever  in  this  earth  can  be  contented  is 
a  slave  and  damned ;  therefore  does  he  aiiict  all 
in  that  to  which  they  are  most  afiected;  The  ele- 
ments struggle  with  him ;  his  own  soul  is  at  vari- 
ance within  herself:  his  spjeech  is  haltei^worthy 
at  all  hours.  I  like  him,  faith ;  he  gives  good  in- 
telligence to  m^  spirit, makes  me  uncterstand  those 
weaknesses  which  others'  flattery  palliate.  Hark ! 
thej  sing. 

SCENE  HI. 
Enter  Malevole,  after  the  Song. 

P.  Jac,  See,  he  comes.  Now  shall  you  hear 
the  extremity  of  a  malcontent :  he  is  as  free  as 
air :  he  blows  over  every  man ;  and — sir,  whence 
come  you  now  ? 

MaL  From  the  public  place  of  much  dissimu- 
latioQ,  the  church. 

F.Jac.  What  did'st  there? 

MaL  Talk  with  a  usufer ;  take  up  at  interest 

P.  Jac.  I  wonder  what  religion  thou  art  of. 

MaL  Of  a  soldier's  religion. 

J'.  Jac.  And  what  do'st  think  mi^es  most  in- 
£dels  now  r 

MaL  Sects,  sects.  I  have  seen  seeming  piety 
change  ber  robe  so  oft,  that  sure  none  but  some 
archniwil  can  shape  her  petticoat*  ' 

P.  Jac,  Ob !  a  religious  policy. 


MaL  But,  damnation  on  a  politic  religion !  I 
am  weary ;  would  I  were  one  of  the  duke's  hounds 
now. 

P.  Jac.  But  what's  the  common  news  abroad, 
Malevole  ?  thou  dogg'st  rumour  still. 

MaL  Common  news  ?  why,  common  words  are, 
Ood  save  ye.  Fare  ye  well :  common  actions,  flat- 
tery, and  couzenage :  common  things,  women,  and 
cuckolds.  And  how  does  my  little  Ferrardo  ?  Ah 
ye  leacherous  animal !  my  little  ferret !  he  goes 
sucking  up  and  down  the  palace  into  every  hen's 
nest,  like  a  weesei.  And  to  what  do'st  thou  ad- 
dict thv  time  now,  more  than  to  those  antique 
painted  drabs  that  are  still  affected  of  young  cour- 
tiers, flattery,  pride,  and  venery  ? 

Fer.  1  study  languages.  Who  do'st  think  to  be 
the  best  linguist  of  our  age? 

MaL  Phew !  the  devil ;  let  him  possess  diee ; 
he'll  teach  thee  to  speak  all  languages  roost  rea- 
dily and  strangely ;  and  great  reason,  marry,  he's 
travelled  greatly  In  the  world,  and  is  every  where. 

Fer,  Save  i'the  court 

MaL  Ah,  save  i'the  court  And  how  does  my 
old  muckhill,  overspread  with  fresh  snoW  ?  thou 
half  a  man,  half  a  goat,  all  a  beast,  how  does  thy 
young  wife,  old  ^  huddle  ?  [To  Bilioso» 

BU.  Out!  you  improvident  rascal. 

MaL  Do,  luck,  thou  hugely-homed  old  duke's 
ox,  good  Mr  Make-peace. 

P.  Jac  How  do'st  thou  Five  now-a-days,  Male- 
vole? 

MaL  Why,  like  the  knight  St  Patrick  Penloli* 
ans,  with  killftag  o'  spiders  for  my  lady's  monkey.- 

P.  Jac  How  do'st  spend  the  night  ?  I  bear  thou 
never  sleep'st 

MaL  O  no;  but  dream  the  most  fantastical: 
O  heaven !  O  fubberr,  fobbery ! 

P.  Jac.  Dream!  what  dream'st? 

MaL  Why,  methinks  I  see  that  signior  pawn 
his  foot-cloth ;  that  metreza  ^'  her  plate :  this 
madam  takes  physic;  that  t'other  monsieur  may 
minister  to  her :  here  is  a  pander  jewelled ;  there 
is  a  fellow  in  shift  of  sattm  this  day,  that  could 
not  shift  a  shirt  t'other  night »  here  a  Paris  sup- 
port that  Helen ;  there's  "  a  lady  Ouinever  bears 
up  that  *^  Sir  Launcclot  Dreams, dreams,  visions, 
fancies^  chimeras,  imaginations,  tricks,  conceits. 
[To  Prepasso.]  Sir  Tristram  Trimtram,  come 
aloft  Jack-anapes  with  a  whim- wham :  here's  a 
knight  of  the  land  of  Cf^ito  shall  play  at  trap  with 
any  page  in  Europe ;  no  the  sword-dance  with 
{•ny  niorrice- dancer  in  Christendom;  ride  at  the 
ring,  till  the  fin  of  his  eyes  look  as  blue  as  the 


■^  TotUrtrs-^l  suppose  this  Is  a  word  coined  from  fod,  a  certain  weight  of  shecps'  wool.    He  l__ 
willing  tfr  totimate,  that  the  tftake,  &r.  are  mufton-mongen.  The  meaning  of  laced  mutton  is  well  known.  8« 

*^  Huddle — See  f^ote  31  to  Alexander  and  Campaspe^  p.  I4tf. 

**  Metrexa — i.e.  mistress.    S. 

**  Lady  Guineoer — King  Artbttr*s  unfaithful  queen.  Sec  Dr  Percy's  Reliqaet  of  Ancient  Poetry ,  vol.  II L 
p.  338. 

*3  Sir  Ircnmceltf/— A  celebrated  hero  of  romance. 
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welkin ;  and  ran  the  wildUgoose  cfaace  even  with 
Pompey  the  huge. 

P.  Jflc.  You  run ! 

MaL  To  the  devil.  Now,  signior  Guerrino, 
that  thou  from  a  most  pitied  prisooer  should  grow 
a  most  loathed  flatterer :  alas !  poor  Celso,  thy 
star's  oppressed,  thou  art  an  honest  lord ;  'tb  pity. 

Equ.  Is't  pity  ? 

Mai,  Ay,  marry  is't,  philosophical  Equato  ;  and 
'tis  pity  that  thou  being  so  eacellene  a  scholar  by 
art,  shoold'st  be  so  ridiculous  a  fool  by  nature.  I 
have  a  thing  to  tell  you,  duke ;  b^  *em  avant,  bid 
'emavant. 

P.  Joe.  Leave  os, leave  us;  now,  sir,  what  is't  ? 
\Elxeunt  all,  saving  Pieteo  and  Malevole. 

MaL  Duke,  thou  art  a  ^  becco,  a  corauto, 

P.Jac.  How? 

MaL  Thou  art  a  cuckold. 

P.  Jac*  Speak ;  unsfaell  him  quick. 

MaL  With  most  tumbler^ike  nimbleness. 

P.  Jac,  Who  ?  by  whom  ?  I  bnrst  with  denre. 

MaL  Mendozo  is  the  man  makes  thee  a  horn- 
ed beast 
Diihe,  'ds  Mendozo  cornutes  diee^ 

P.  Jac  What  comformance?  relate;  shorty 
short. 

MaL  As  a  lawver's  beard, 
**  There  is  an  old^^  crone  in  the  courts  her  name 

is  Maquerelle, 
She  is  my  mistress  sooth  to  si^,  and  she  doth  ever 

tell  me.'' 
Blirt,  a  rhime;  Uirt,  a  rhime;  MaouereUe  is  a  cun- 
niog  bawd.    I  am  an  honest  villain ;  thy  wife  is 
a  close  drab,  and  thou  art  a  notorious  cuckold ; 
farewell,  duke. 

P.  Jac  Stay,  stay. 

MaL  Dull,  dull,  duke,  can  lazy  patience  make 


lame  revenge?  O  God  !  for  a  wMran  to  make  a 
man  that  whidT  Ood  never  created,  never  made ! 

P.  Jac,  What  did  God  never  nnke^ 

MaL  A  cuckold.  To  b^  made  a  thing  thatli 
hood*winked  with  kindness,  whilst  every  nmc^ 
fillips  his  brows ;  to  have  a  cox-coinb  with  egregi- 
ous horns  pinned  to  a  lord's  back>  every  page 
sporting  himself  with  del^tful  laughter,  whilst 
he  must  be  the  last  must  know  it;  {MMoIs  and 
poniards!  pistols  and  poniards! 

P.  Jac,  Death  and  damnation ! 

MaL  Ltthtning  and  thunder ! 

P.  Jac  Vengeance  and  torture ! 

MuL^Cztzol 

P.  Jac  O  revenee  \ 

MaL  Nay,  to  select  among  ten  thousand  i^EUis 
A  lady  (ar  inferior  to  the  most, 
In  fair  proportion  both  of  limb  and  sonl; 
To  take  her  from  aasterer  cheek  of  parents, 
To  make  her  his  by  most  devontful  rites, 
Make  her  commandress  of  a  better  essence. 
Than  is  the  goigeons  world  even  of  a  man ; 
To  hug  her  with  as  raised  an  appetite. 
As  usurers  do  their  dehred  up  treasury, 
Thinking  none  tells  it  but  his  private  self; 
To  meet  her  spirit  in  a  nimble  kiss^ 
Distilling  pantmg  ardour  to  her  heart ; 
True  to  her  sheets,  nay  diets  strong  his  blood. 
To  give  her  height  of  hymeneaJ  sweets. 

F.Jac  OGod! 

MaL  Whilst  she  hqM,  and  gives  hira  some  court 
quelquechose, 
Made  only  to  provoke,  not  satiate : 
And  yet  even  then  the  thaw  of  her  delight 
Flows  from  lewd  heat  of  apprehension. 
Only  from  strange  imagination's  ranknessy 
That  forms  tlie  adulterer's  presence  in  her  soul. 


*♦  B«coo— A  cuckold,  ItaL    9. 

So,  In  Maniqger*8  Bondman,  A.  8.  S.  3  : 

*<— Past  the  rest!  they*ll  all  make 

**  Safficient  becotf  and  with  their  brow*an(len 

**  Bear  up  the  cap  of  maintenance.*' 

^'  Crofie^i.  e.  an  old  wom-ont  woman.  A  croan  is  an  old  toothless  sheep ;  thence  an  old  woman*  See 
Mr  Steevens't  Note  on  ffinter*s  Tale,  A.  8.  8.  S. 
Again,  Chaucer's  Canieifmy  Tales,  1.  4861  : 

'*  But  it  were  only  dame  Custance  alone, 
This  olde  Soudannesse,  this  caned  cnmc*' 

Ben  Joo8on*s  Poetaster,  A.  3.  S.  5  : 

<(  —  marry,  let  him  alone 
With  tempered  poison  to  remove  the  eroan/* 

TAeDevi/ifffn^ft,  A.8.S.1:  * 

'*  No  lace-woman,  nor  bawd,  that  brings  French  masks 
And  cut  works.  See  you  ?  nor  old  croons  with  wafers. 
To  convey  lettcre." 

'^^  Caixo  /—I  believe^  in  cant  Italian,  this  word  is  obscenely  used.    S. 

This  coiyectttre  seems  to  be  well  founded.    See  JFlorio's  Dictionary,  1508>  voce  M3z#» 
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And  maket  her  dunk  sbe  ^^  clips  the  fool  knave's 
loin*. 

P.  JcM*.  Affliction  to  my  blood's  root ! 

MmL  Naj  think,  but  think  what  may  proceed 
or  this ; 
Adultery  is  often  the  mother  of  incest. 

P.  Joe  Incest! 

MaL  Yes, incest:  mark;  Mendoaoof  hiswife 
kegets  perchance  a  daoghfer;  Mendozo  dies; 
his  son  marries  this  dati)(hter.  Saj  joa  ?  Naj, 
'tis  frequent,  not  only  probable,  hot  no  question 
often  acted,  whilst  ignorance^  fearless  ignorance, 
dasps  his  own  seed. 

P.  Joe  Hideous  imagination  ! 

AfaiL  Adultery  ?  why  next  to  the  sin  of  simony, 
'ds  the  most  horrid  transgression  under  the  oope 
ofsalration. 

P.  Joe  Next  to  simony ! 

MaL  Ay,  next  to  simony,  in  which  our  men  in 
next  nffi  shall  not  sin. 

p.  Jac.  Not  sin  ?  why  ? 

MaL  Because,  diaoks  to  some  churchmen,  our 
age  will  leave  them  nothing  to  sin  with.  But 
adnlterj  !  O  dulness !  shew  such  exemplary  pu* 
mshment,  that  intemperate  bloods  may  freeze  but 
to  think  it.  I  would  damn  him  and  all  his  gene- 
ration !  my  own  hands  should  do  it ;  ha,  I  would 
not  trust  heaven  with  my  vengeance  any  thing. 

P.  Joe.  Any  thing,  any  thin^,  Malevole ;  thou 
shale  see  instantly  what  temper  my  spirit  holds. 
Farewell,  remember  I  forget  thee  not,  farewell. 

[ExU  PiXTRO. 

MaL  Farewell 
Lean  thonghtfulness,  a  sallow  meditation, 
Sadc  thy  veins  dry !  distemperance  rob  thy  sleep ; 
The  heart's  disquiet  is  revenge  most  deep. 
He  that  gets  blood,  the  life  of  flesh  hut  spills, 
But  he  that  breaks  heart's  peace,  the  dear  soul 

kilU. 
Well,  this  disguise  doth  yet  afibrd  me  that 
Which  kings  do  seldom  hear,  or  great  men  use. 
Free  speech :  and  thou^  my  state's  usurped, 
Yet  this  aflfected  strain  gives  me  a  tongue, 
As  fetterless  as  is  an  emperor's. 
I  may  speak  foolishly,  ay,  knavishly, 
Alwap  carelessly,  yet  no  one  thinks  it  fashion 


To  poize  my  breath.    ^  For  he  that  laughs  and 

strikes. 
Is  lightly  felt,  or  seldom  struck  again." 
Duke,  ni  torment  thee  now,  my  just  revenge 
From  thee  than  crown  a  richer  gem  shall  part. 
Beneath  God,  nought's  so  dear  as  a  calm  heart. 

SCENE  rv^. 

Enter  Czu&o. 

CeL  My  honoured  lord ! 

A/a/.  Peace,  speak  low ;  peace,  O  Celso !  con- 
stant lord, 
Thou  to  whose  faith  I  only  rest  discovered, 
Thou,  one  of  full  ten  millions  of  men, 
That  lovest  virtue  onlv  for  itself; 
Thou  in  whose  hands^  old  Ops  may  put  her  soul: 
Behold  for  ever  banished  Altofront, 
This  Genoa's  last  year's  duke.    O  truly  noble ! 
I  wanted  those  old  instruments  of  state, 
Dissemblance,  and  ^  suspect :  I  amid  not  time  it^ 

^     Cebo; 
My  throne  stood  like  a  point  in  midst  of  a  drde^ 
To  all  of  equal  nearness,  bore  with  none ; 
Reigned  all  alike,  so  slept  in  fearless  virtue, 
Suspectless,  too  suspectless;  till  the  crowd, 
Still  liquorous  of  untried  novelties. 
Impatient  with  severer  government. 
Made  strong  with  Florence,  banished  Altofront. 

Ce/.  Strong  with  Florence !  ay,  theoce  your 
mischief  rose ; 
For  when  the  daughter  of  the  Florentine 
Was  matched  once  with  this  Pietro,  now  dake^ 
No  stratagem  of  state  untried  was  l^ft, 
Till  you  of  all 

MaL  Of  all  was  quite  bereft. 
Alas !  Maria  too,  close  prisoned. 
My  true-faithed  duchess,  i*the  citadel. 

CeL  ril  still  adhere :  let's  mutiny  and  die. 

Mai,  O  no ;  climb  not  a  falling  tower,  Celso; 
Tis  well  held  desperation,  not  zeal, 
Hopeless  to  strive  with  fate ;  peace,  temporize. 
^^  Hope,  hope,  that  never  fbrsakest  the  wretcbed- 

est  man, 
Yet  bid'st  me  live,  and  lurk  in  this  disguise. 
What?  playlwellthefree^breathcd^'  discontent? 


^^  CUp9^U  e.  clasps,  embraces. 

^  Oid  Opfl^Tbe  wife  of  Satoro,  who  deceived  him  by  a  stratagem  relative  to  the  preservation  of  Ja- 
piter.    S. 
*9  Smiptet^L  e.  snspicion.    See  Note  46  to  Edward  //.  Vol.  I.  p.  189. 
^  Hope,  Aope,  &C    So  Pope: 

*'  Mope  springs  eternal  lo  the  human  breast  i 
Man  never  is,  bat  always  to  be  blest.** 

^>  DUamtenU-^L  e.  discontented  petiOHf  as  we  now  say  maicontent.  So,  in  Tke  First  Pari  o/Kif^g  Benry 
IT.  A.  5.  S.  I. 

<<  Of  fickle  changelings  and  poor  diiconitntsj'^ 
See  Mr  Malone's  Note  on  this  passage. 

VOL.  II.  * 
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Why,  man,  we  are  all  philosophical  mnnarchSy  or 
natural  fools.  Celso,  the  court's  afire ;  the  duchess's 
sheets  will  ^moke  for't  ere  it  be  kuig.  Impure 
Mendozo,  that  sharp^nosed  lord,  that  made  the 
cursed  match,  linked  Genoa  with  Florence,  now 
broad  hums  the  duke,  which  he  now  knows.  Dis- 
cord to  malcontents  is  very  manna;  when  the 
ranks  are  burst,  then  souffle,  Altofront. 

Cel.  Ay,  but  durst— 

MaL  *T'k  gone ;  'tis  swallowed  like  a  mineral ; 
some  way  'twill  work ;  pheut,  l*tt  not  shrink : 
He's  resolute  who  can  no  lower  sink. 

BiLioso  enter ingy  Malevole  shift eth  hU  speech, 

O  the  father  of  may'^es !  did  ^oa  never  see  a 
fellow  whose  strength  coasisted  m  his  breath,  re- 
spect in  his  office^  religm  on  his  lord,  and  love  in 
himself !  why  then,  behold— —*- 
^U,  Signior ! 

MaL  My  right  worvfaipfol  lord,  YO«r  co«rt 

Rlght-«ap  makes  yeu  have  apassing  high  fombead. 

BiL  1  can  tell  you  strange  news,  but  i  am  sure 

yOQ  know  tbem  already.  The  6dk»  speaks  muck 

good  of  yon. 

MtiL  Go  to  then ;  ami  shall  yoo  and  I  now 
enter  into  a  strict  friendship  ? 
BiL  Second  one  another  f 
MaL  Yes, 

BiL  Do  one  another  good  ofiices  ? 
MaL  Just ;  what  thoagh  I  called  thee  old  ox, 
egregious 
Wittol.  broken-beUied  coward,  rotten  mummy, 
Ye»,  since  I  am  in  favour— 

jBiT.  Werdftof  coarse,  tcmu  of  disport. 
His  grace  presents  you  by  me  a  ehaiii,  as  his  grate* 
ful  remembrance  rer^^I  am  ignorant  for  what, 
marry,  ye  may  impart :  yet  howsoever— con»— 
dear  friendi 
Do*8t  ktiow  ny  son  ? 
Mai.  Your  son? 

BiL  He  shall  eat  woodcocks,  fiance  jigs,  make 
poiteets,  md  phiy  at  shottlecock  -with  any  yonng 
lord  aboat  the  ooort ;  he  has  as  ««reet  a  lady 
too ;  dost  know  her  little  bitch  ? 
MaL  Tis  a  dog,  man. 

BiL  Mieve  me,  a  she  bitch;  O  'tis  a  good 
creature  !  thou  shalt  be  her  servant  Til  make 
thee  acquainted  with  my  young  wife  too ;  what ! 
I  keep  her  not  at  court  lot  nothing :  'tis  grown 
to  supper-time,  come  to  my  table ;  that,  or  any 
thing  I  have,  stands  open  to  thee. 

MaL  H»w  sHMOth  to  him  that  is  in  state  of . 
grace ! —  [To  Celso. 

How  servile  is  the  rugged'st  courtior^s  face  ! 
What  profit,  nay,  what  nature  would  keep  down. 
Are  heaved  to  them  are  minions  to  a  crown. 


Envioas  ambition  ne*er  sa^es  her  thirst, 

Till  sucking  all,  he  swells,  and  swells^  and  burst. 

BiL  I  shall  now  leave  yoa  with  my  always  best 
wishes,  only,  let's  hold  betwixt  as  a  finn  oorre- 
s|>ondence,  n  mutual  friendly-redprocal  kind  of 
steady-unanimoos-heartily-leagued------ 

MaL  Did  your  signiorship  ne'er  see  a  pigeon- 
house  that  was  smooth,  round,  aad  white  with- 
out, and  full  of  holes  and  stink  within  ?  have  yon 
not,  courtier? 

BiL  O  yes,  *tis  the  form,  the  fashbuof  them  all. 

MaL  Adiea,  my  tme  coon-friend,  *'  fafeweUf 
my  dear  Castilio. 

CeL  Yonders  Mendozo.  [Esnl  BiLieso. 

MaL  Tme,  the  privy-key. 

[Deacriet  Mem^oso. 

CeL  I  take  my  leave,  sweet  lord.    [ Exit  C £lso. 

MaL  'Tis  fit,  away. 

SCENE  V. 
Enter  Mendozo,  with  three  or  four  Suitors. 

Men.  Leave  your  suits  with  aie,I  osn  and  wiU 
— attend  my  secretary ;  lea^e  me. 

[Ejpeunt  Sukors* 

MaL  Mendoza,  hark  ve,  hark  ye.  You  are  a 
treacherous  villain ;  God  be  wi'  ye. 

Mem,  Out,  you  base-bom  rascal ! 

MaL  We  are  all  the  sons  of  heaven,  though  a 
tripe-wife  were  our  mother ;  ah  you  whore-son^ 
ha«-reinM  he-marmoset !  EgistiK !  did'st  ever  heat 
of  one  Egistus ! 

Men.  Gistus? 

ilfa^  Aye,  Egistus,  he  was  a  filthy  incoDttnent 
flesh-monger,  such  a  one  as  thoa  art. 

Men.  Out,  grumbling  rogue ! 

MaL  Orestes,  beware  Oresles. 

Men,  Oat,  beggar ! 

MaL  I  once  shall  rise. 

Men.  Thoa  rise  ? 

MaL  Ay,  at  the  resiwreotioft. 
No  vnlgar  seed,  bat  once  may  rise,  and  shall ; 
No  king  so  huge,  but  'fore  he  4te  asay  faU." 

[EsU. 

Men,  Now,  good  Elysium  1  what  a  deucieus 
heaven  is  it  for  a  man  to  be  in  a  prince's  fiivoar  ? 
O  sweet  God  !  O  pleasure !  O  fortune  !  O  all  thou 
best  of  life  !  what  should  I  think,  what  say,  what 
tio,  to  be  a  favourite  ?  a  mtnion  ?  to  have  a  ge- 
neral timorous  respect  observe  a  man,  a  stateful 
silence  in  his  presence,  solitariness  in  bis  absence, 
a  confused  hum,  and  busy  murmurs  of  obsequi- 
ous suitors  training  him ;  the  doth  held  up,  and 
mnj  proclaimVI  before  hkn;  petitionarv  vassals 
licking  the  pavement  with  their  slavish  knees, 
whilst  some  odd  palace  lampreys  that  iogender 


^'  FaretttUy  my  dear  Castilio, — He  alludes  to  Baldessar  Castilio,  author  of  the  famous  Italian  l>ook, 
called  The  Courtier.    8.  P. 

ThU  book  was  translated  into  English  by  Thomas  Hobby,    Ooe^dilMiB  of  it  waspohlisbedin  4ta,  1603, 
the  year  before  the  Malcontent  appwed. 
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w«^  toftke^  andi  allftiU  of  ojes  oa  Utii  ti4«a, 
Willi «  kiad  of  intiiHMitMl  humblenessi  fix  aU  their 
ddights  opon  his  brow.  O  blessed  state !  what 
a  rwibiag  prosiiect  doth  the  Oljnapiis  of  favour 
jield  !  Deaih !  I  coraute  the  duke !  Sweet  wo- 
men i  moH  sweet  ladies!  naj,  augiels!  fay  hea- 
ven, be  ia  more  aocorsed  thaa  a  devil  that  hates 
joa,  or  is  bated  bj  you ;  and  happier  thaa  a  god 
thai  loves  yoa,  or  is  beloved  bj  yoa ;  yoa  preser- 
vers of  maukiiidy  life^-blood  of  sodetv,  who  would 
five,  najy  who  can  hve  wkheut  your  O  paradise, 
how  aEia|estical  is  your  aiisterer  presence  ?  how 
inperiDusly  chaste  is  your  more  modest  iaoe? 
but  O  !  how  full  of  ravishing  attraction  is  your 
pretty,  pelolaat,  langoisfaiag,  ksciviously^compo- 
sed  countenance !  the  aoKMnous  smiks^  the  soul- 
warming  sparkiiog  glaiices,  ardent  as  those  flames 
that  silked  the  world  by  beedleesPhaecoB!}^  in 
body  how  dehoate,  io  soul  bow  wiuy,  in  discouiae 
bow  pregnant,  in  1^  how  wary,  in  fiavours  how 
judicious,  in  day  boMr  sociable,  and  in  oigbt  how 
—  O  pleasure  unatterable !  indeed  it  is  most 
certain,  one  man  cannot  deserve  only  to  enjoy  a 
hcftnteous  woman ;  but  a  duchess !  in  de^tke  of 
Phoebus  111  write  a  sonnet  instantly  ia  praise  of 
her.  [Exit. 

SCENE  VI. 

Emter  Ferneze  uthtring  Aurelta,  Emilia, 
and  Maqverelle,  hearing  up  her  Trains  Bi- 
AHCA  attending:  all  go  out  but  Axjrelia, 
Maquerelle  and  Ferneze. 

Aer,  Aad  iii*t  aossible?  MeDdoao  slight  me ! 
possible  r 

Fer,  Possible?  v^bal  can  be  straage  ia  him 
that's  dmak  with  Iftvoury 
Grows  insoleat  with  g^pace  ?— Speak  Maqu(srelle, 
speak. 

Maq.  To  speak  fheliagly»  asorc^  more  f iohly  in 
•oM  sense  than  worthless  words,  give  me  those 
jewels  of  year  ears  to  receive  my  inCarced  duty. 
As  for  my  part,  'lis  well  known  X  can  put  up  a»y 
thing;  can  bear  palientlv  with  aay  man:  but 
when  I  heard  he  wronged  your  precious  sweet- 
ness, I  was  inforc^  to  tabs  deep  oAeace.  *T'\% 
■MSI  certaia  he  love*  Emihn  with  high  appdite ; 
and  as  she  told  me  (as  you  know  we  wosoea  im- 
part our  secrets  one  to  soother,)  when  &be  re- 
pulsed his  suit,  in  that  he  was  peesesaed  with 
your  iwteiired  crecCf  Mendoio  most  ingratefully 
fffeiiTfid  att  laith  to  you.  [Fir  vuc  frivtdehf 
feedi  Maquerelle's  herndt  mih  jewek  duni$g 
tkit  fpeeck. 


Fer,  Nay,caIKd  you— speak,  Maqueretle,  speftk. 

Maq,  By  heaven,  witch;  dried  biscuit;  and 
contested  blushlessly  he  loved  you  but  for  a  spurt, 
or  so. 

Fer.  For  maintenance. 

Maq.  Advancement  and  regard. 

Aur.  O  viUain !  O  impudeut  Mendoeo ! 

Maq.  Nay,  he  is  the  rustiest  jade,  the  foulest 
mouthed  knave  in  railing  against  our  aox :  he  will 
rail  against  women— 

Jur,  How  ?  how  ? 

Maq.  I  am  aibamttd  to  speak't,  L 

Aur,  I  love  to  hate  him ;  speak. 

Maq.  Why,  when  Emilia  seamed  his  base  un- 
steadiness,  the  Uack-throaiad  rascal   seohied. 


Am'.  What? 

Meq.  Troth,  'tis  too  shaaaeksSi 

Amr.  What  said  he? 

Maq.  Why  that  at  foar,  women  were  foob;  at 
fourteen,  drabs;  at  forty,  bawds;  at  fioarsoore, 
witches;  and  at  a  huadred,  cats. 

Aur.  O  unhaiitable  iinpudenoe ! 

Fer.  But  as  for  poor  rerneze's  fixed  heart, 
Was  neVer  shadeless  meadow  drier  narcbed. 
Under  the  scorching  beat  of  heaven  a  Dog, 
Than  is  my  heart  with  your  infordng  eyes. 

Maq,  A  hot  simile. 

Fer,  Your  smiles  have  beeo  my  heaven,  yoar 
frowns  my  hell ; 
O  pity  then,  grace  should  with  beauty  dw^Il. 

Maq.  Reasonable  perfect,  hfr  Lady. 

Aur.  I  will  love  thee,  be  it  but  ia  despite 
Of  tbatMeadoio:  witch!  Fcmeaa ;  witch ! 
Femexe,  thou  art  the  duchess^  favourite, 
Be  faithful,  pnvale;  but 'tis  dangerous— 

Fer.  ^  His  love  is  lifeles%  that  for  lova  foars 
bmth, 
^  The  worst  that's  due  to  sin,  O  weokl  t'were 
death.'* 

Aur.  Enjoy  my  fovour,  I  will  be  sick  instantly 
and  take  phjrsic; 
Therefore  in  depth  of  night  visit — 

Maq.  Visit  her  chamber,  bat  ooaditiondlly; 
you  shall  not  offend  her  bed;  by  this  diaaMmd! 

Fer.  By  this  diamood ! 

[Givei  it  to  Maqvkrexxe^ 

Maq.  Nor  tarry  loager  than  you  please:  by 
this  ruby ! 

P(tr.  By  this  ruby!  [Gilfes  agaitu 

Maq.  Aud  that  the  door  shall  not  creak. 

Fer.  And  that  the  door  shaH  not  creak. 

Maq.  Nay,  but  bwear. 

Fer.  By  this  purse.  [Giwet  her  kU  Fune. 


5»  Jn  bodtt  how  deUcaie,  &€.— Tbif  part  of  M eodozo*s  speech  seems  UHended  as  a  parody  on  that  of 
Bi¥nkt  A.  >S.  S.  S.  **  What  a  piece  ai  work  Is  a  man  t  bow  nohle  in  reaioo  I  bow  infinite  In  facalties  J 
io  form!  aod  movii^,  bow  express  and  admirabU!  In  action,  how  like  an  aogel :  hi  apprebemloa,  how 
like  a  God  I  the  beaut>  of  the  world !  the  paragon  of  aaimab  J*» 
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Maq,  Go  to,  ni  kec|>  your  oaths  for  you :  Je- 
mcmber,'  visit. 

Enter  Mendozo,  reading  a  Sonnet, 

Aur,  Dried   biscuit!    look  where    the  base 
wretch  comes. 

Men.  ^  Beauty's  life,  heaven's  model,  love's 
queen." 

Maq.  That's  his  Emilia. 

Men.  *^  Nature's  triumph,  best  on  earth.  !'* 

Maq,  Meaning  Emilia. 

Men,  **  Thou  only  wonder  that  the  world  hath 
^  seen." 

Maq.  That's  Emilia. 

Jur.  Must  I  then  hear  her  pnused?  Mendozo ! 

Men.  Madam,  your  excellency  is  gradously 
encountered;  I  have  been  writing  passionate 
flashes  in  honour  of —  [Exit  Ferneze. 

Aur.  Out,  villain  !  villain !  O  judgment,  where 
have  been  my  eyes?  what  bewitdied  election 
made  me  doat  on  thee  ?  what  sorcery  made  me 
bve  thee  ?  but  be  gone !  bury  thy  h^ !  O  that 
I  could  do  more  than  loath  thee !  hence,  worst 
of  ill! 
**  No  reason  ask,  our  reason  is  our  will." 

[Exit  with  Maquerclle. 

Men.  Women  ?  nay,  furies  !  nay  worse !  for 
they  torment 
Only  the  bad ;  but  women  good  and  bad. 
Damnation  of  mankind  !  breath,  hast  thou  prais- 
ed theui  for  this  !  and  is't  you,  Fenicze,  are  wrig- 
gled into  smock-grace  ?  Sit  sure.  O  that  I  could 
rail  against  these  monsters  in  nature,  models  of 
bell,  curse. of  the  earth;  women  that  dare  at- 
tempt any  thing,  and  what  the^  attempt  they  care 
not  how  they  accomplish ;  without  all  premedi- 
tation or  prevention,  rash  in  asking,  desperate  in 
working,  impatient  in  suffering,  extreme  in  de- 
siring, slaves  unto  appetite,  mistresses  in  dissem- 
bling, only  constant  in  inconstancy,  only  perfect 
in  counterfeiting :  their  words  are  feigned,  their 
eyes  forged,  their  sighs  dissembled,  their  looks 
counterfeit,  their  hair  false,  their  given  hopes  de- 
ceitful, their  very  breath  artificial  *'  Their  blood 
is  their  only  god  :  bad  clothes,  and  old  age,  are 
only  the  devib  they  tremble  at."  That  I  could 
rail  now ! 

SCENE  VII. . 

Enter  Pietro  Jacomo^  his  Sword  drawn. 

P.  Jac.  A  mischief  fill  thy  throat !  thou  foul- 
jawed  slave :  say  thy  prayers. 
Men.  I  ha'  forgot  'em. 
F.  Jac.  Thou  shalt  die. 
Men.  So  shalt  thou ;  I  am  heart-mad. 
P.  Jac.  I  am  horn-mad. 
Men.  Extreme  mad. 
P.  Jac.  Monstrously  mad. 
Men.  Why? 
P.  Jac.  Why  ?  thou,  thou  hast  dishonoured  my 

bed.  ^ 

Men,  I  ?  come,  come,  ar;  here's  my  bare  heart 

to  thee, 


As  steady  as  is  this  centre  to  the  glorious  worid* 
And  yet  hark,  thou  art  a  comuto ;  but  not  by  me. 
P.  Jac.  Yes  slave,  by  th^. 
Men.  Do  not,  do  not  with  tart  and  spleenful 
bieath 
Loose  him  can  loose  thee :  I  o£fend  my  duke ! 
Bear  rea)rd,  O  ye  dumb  and  raw-air'd  nights. 
How  vigilant  my  siceple&s  eyes  have  been, 
To  watch  the  traitor ;  record,  thou  spirit  of  truth, 
With  what  debasement  I  have  thrown  myself 
To  undcr-offices,  only  to  learn 
The  truth,  the  parly,  time,  the  means,  the  places 
By  whom,  and  when,  and  where  thou  wert  dis- 
graced. 
And  am  I  paid  with  slave  ?  hath  my  intruuon 
To  places  private  and  prohibited. 
Only  to  observe  the  closser  Dassases, 
Heaven  knows  with  vows  of  revelation. 
Made  me  suspected,  made  me  deemed  a  villain  f 
What  rogue  hath  wronged  us  ? 
P.  Jac  Mendozo,  I  may  err. 
Men.  Err  ?  'tis  too  mild  a  name ;  but  err  and 
err. 
Run  giddy  with  suspect,  'fore  through  me  thou 

kiM>w'st 
That  which  most  creatures  save  thyself  do  know: 
Nay,  since  my  service  hath  so  loath'd  reject, 
'Fore  rU  reveal,  shalt  find  them  dipt  together. 

P.  Jac.  Mendozo,  thou  know'st  I  am  a  most 
plain-breasted  man. 

Men.  The  fitter  to  make  a  cuckold ;  would  your 
brows  were  most  plain  too  ! 

P.  Jac.  Tell  me,  indeed  I  heard  thee  rail — 
Men.  At  women,  true :  why  what  cold  phlegm 
could  choose 
Knowing  a  lord  so  honest,  virtuous, 
So  boundless  loving,  bounteous,  fair-shaped,  sweety 
To  be  contemn'd,  abused,  defamed,  made  cudL- 

old: 
Heart !  I  hate  all  women  for't !  Sweet  sheets,  wax 
lights,  antique  bed-posts,  cambrick  smocks,  viK 
lainous  curtains,  arras  pictures,  oil'd  hinges,  and 
all  ye  tongue-tied  lascivious  witnesses  of  great 
creatures  wantonness;  what  salvation  can  you 
expect? 

P.  Jac  Wilt  thou  tell  me  ? 
Men.  Why  you  may  find  it  yourself;  observe, 
observe. 

P.  Jac  1  have  not  the  patience :  wilt  thou  de- 
serve me  ?  tell,  give  it 

Men.  Take't;  why  Ferneze  is  the  man,  Fer- 
neze ;  I'll  prov't,  this  night  you  shall  take  him  in 
your  sheets,  wil't  serve. 

P.  Jac  It  will,  my  bosom's  in  some  peace ;  till 
night — 

Men.  What? 
P.  Jac  Farewell. 

Men.  God  !  how  weak  a  lord  are  yon  ! 
Why  do  you  think  there  is  no  more  but  so? 
P.  Jac  Why? 

Men.  Nay,  then  will  I  presume  to  counsel  you ; 
It  should  be  thus.    You  with  some  guard  upon 
the  sudden 
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Braik  into  die  priifoess'  chamber;  I  stay  behind 
Wicboat  the  door ;  through  which  he  needs  must 

Femexe  flies;  let  him;  to  me  he  comes;  he's 

kilFd 
By  me ;  observe,  by  me ;  you  foUov? ;  I  rail. 
And  seem  to  save  the  body:  duchess  comes. 
Go  whom,  respecting  her  advanced  birth, 
And  your  fur  nature,  I  know,  nay  I  do  know. 
No  violence  must  be  used.   She  comes,  I  storm, 
Iprats^ excuse  Femeze, and  still  maintain 
Tne  duchess'  honour ;  she  for  this  loves  me. 
I  shall  know  her  soul,  you  mine ; 
Then  naught  shall  she  contrive  in  vengeance, 
As  women  are  most  thoughtful  in  revenge. 
Of  her  Femeze ;  but  you  shall  sooner  know*t 
Than  she  can  think't 

Thus  shall  his  death  come  sure, 
Your  duchess  brain-caught;  so  your  life  secure. 
P.  Jac.  It  is  too  well :  my  bosom  and  my  heart, 
When  nothing  helps,  cut  off  the  rotten  part. 

\ExiU 
Men,  *^  Who  cannot  feign  friendship,  can  ne'er 
^  produce  the  effects  of  hatred."  Honest  fool 
doke!  subtle  lascivious  duchess!  silly  novice 
Fenieze !  I  do  laugh  at  ye,  my  brain  is  m  labour 
till  it  produce  misdiief,  and  I  feel  sudden  throes, 
proofs  sensible  the  issue  is  at  hand. 
''  As  bears  shape  young,  so  FU  form  my  device, 
^  Which  grown  proves  horrid :  vengeance  makes 
men  wise.''  [Exit. 

Enter  Malevole  and  Passakello. 

MaL  Fool,  most  happily  encounterVl ;  can'st 
sin^  fool  ? 

Fas.  Yes,  I  can  sing  fool,  if  youll  bear  the  bur- 
den ;  and  I  can  play  upon  instruments,  scurvily, 
as  genderoeo  do.  O  that  \  had  been  gelded,  I 
should  then  have  been  a  fat  fool  for  a  chamber, 
a  squeaking  fool  for  a  tavern,  and  a  private  fool 
for  all  the  ladies. 

MaL  You  are  in  good  case  since  you  came  to 
court,  fool ;  what  guarded,  ^^  guarded ! 


Fai,  Yes  faith,  even  as  footmen  and  bawds 
wear  velvet,  not  for  an  ornament  or  honour,  but 
for  a  badge  of  drudgery :  for  now  the  duke  is  dis- 
contented, I  am  fam  to  fool  him  asleep  every 
night. 

MaL  What  are  his  griefs  ? 
Fat,  He  had  sore  eyes. 
MaL  I  never  observed  so  much. 
Pal.  Horrible  sore  eyes;  and  so  hath  every 
cuckold,  for  the  roots  of  the  horns  spring  iu  the 
eye-balls,  and  that's  the  reason  the  horn  of  a 
cuckold  is  as  tender  as  his  eye ;  or  '^  as  that  grow- 
ing in  the  woman's  forehead  twelve  years  since, 
that  could  not  endure  to  be  toucht.    The  duke 
hangs  down  his  head  '^  like  a  columbine. 

Mai.  Passarello,  why  do  great  men  beg  fools  ? 
Fai*  As  the  Welchinen  stole  rushes,  when 
there  was  nothing  else  to  filch :  only  to  keep  beg- 
one in  fashion. 

MaL  Pugh  !  thou  givest  no  good  reason, 
Thou  speakest  like  a  fool. 

Fa$.  Faith  I  utter  small  fra^ents,  as  your 
knight  courts  your  city  widow  with  '^  jingling  of 
his  gilt  spurs,  advancing  his  bush-colour'd  beard, 
and  taking  tobacco.  This  is  all  the  mirror  of 
their  knightly  compliments :  nay,  I  shall  talk  when 
my  tongue  is  a  going  once ;  'us  like  a  citizen  on 
horse-lmck,  evermore  in  a  ^Ise  gallop. 

MaL  And  how  doth  Maquerelle  faro  now-a- 
days? 

Pof.  Faith,  I  was  wont  to  salute  her  ^as  our 
English  women  are  at  their  first  landing  in  Flush-, 
ing :  I  would  call  her  whore ;  but  now  that  an- 
tiquity leaves  her  as  ^^  an  old  piece  of  plastick 
t'work  by,  I  only  ask  her  how  her  rotten  teeth 
fare  every  morning  and  so  leave  her :  she  was 
the  first  diat  ever  mvented  perfumed  smocks  for 
the  gentlewomen,  and  woollen  shoes  for  fear  of 
creaking  for  the  risitant.  She  were  an  excellent 
lady,  but  that  her  face  peelctfa  ^'  like  Muscovy 
glass. 

MaL  And  how  doth  thy  old  lord,  that  hath 
wit  enough  to  be  a  flatterer,  and  conscience 
enough  to  be  a  knave  ? 


^^  Guarded —  Adorned  with  lace,  or  fringe*  Barret,  in  his  Alve^e,  explains  a  garmaU^  gardedy  to  be 
same  as  one  hemmtd^  plaUd,  or  fringed.  So,  in  the  Dedication  to  Euphmea  and  hi$  England,  1  j>82.  **  If 
a  tailoor  make  yoar  gowne  too  little,  you  cover  his  fault  with  a  broade  stomacher ;  if  too  greate,  with  a 
number  of  pllghtes  i  if  too  short,  with  a  fay  re  garde ;  if  too  long,  with  a  false  gathering,  &c.*' 

^-*^  jit  that  growing  in  the  woman^aforehead^ln  1671),  was  published  a  pamphlet,  iutitled,  **  A  Brief 
li^anative  of  a  strange  and  wonderful  Old  Woman,  who  hath  a  pair  of  horns  growing  upon  her  head.. 
Giving  a  true  account  how  thev  have  several  times  after  their  being  shed  grown  again,  &c. '  Thb  woman, 
whose  name  was  Davies,  was  born  at  Sbotwick,  in  CAevAfre,  and,  siipposioi^  the  pamphlet  to  be  a  repub- 
lication, might  be  the  person  here  alluded  to.  ^er  picture,  and  one  of  the  horns  which  she  shed,  are  now 
aroooc  the  curiosities  in  the  British  Museum. 

35  XiAe  a  Columbine. — This  flower  always  points  itself  downwards.      S. 

36  Jingling  of  his  gilt  spurs. — See  Note  S  to  The  Miseries  of  Inforced  Marriage. 

37  At  our  English  toomen  are  at  their  first  landing  in  Flmhing. — At  this  time,  Flushing  was  in  the  hands 
of  the  English  as  part  of  the  security  for  money  advanced  by  Queen  Elizabeth  to  the  Dutc  h.  The  gover* 
nor  and  garrison  were  all  Englishmen. 

3B  jIn  old  piece  ofplattick. — i.  e.  An  ancient  model  made  of  wax  or  clay,  by  which  an  artist  might 
work.    8. 

3^  Like  Muscovy  Glass. — I  believe,  he  means  Isinglass.  If  I  remember  rightly,  our  first  isinglast  came 
from  Muscovy,  the  fish  from  which  it  is  made  being  found  in  the  Borysthenea.    S. 
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[Mar&tor^ 


Pot.  O  excellent ;  lie  keeps  beside  lue  fifteen 
jesters,  to  instruct  htm  in  the  art  of  fooUiig ;  and 
utters  their  jesu  in  private  to  the  duke  and 
duchess ;  be'il  lie  like  to  your  Switzer  or  lawyer ; 
he'll  be  of  any  side  for  most  money. 

MaL  I  am  in  hasle^  be  brief. 

Pas.  As  yoar  fiddler  when  he  is  paid. 
He'll  thrive  I  warrant  you,  while  your  yoong 
ootiftier  stands  like  Good  Friday  in  Lent,  men 
long  to  see  it  because  more  fattiu^  days  come  af- 
ter il^  ebe  he's  the  leaaeat  and  piufidiest  actor  in 


the  whole  pageant,    i^dieu^  Malevok. 

MitL  O  world  most  vile,  wlien  thy  loose  vani- 
ties. 
Taught  by  this  fool,  du  make  the  fool  seem  wise ! 

Fai,  You'll  know  ine  again,  Malevole. 

MaL  O  ay»  by  U^  velvet. 

Pas.  Ay,  as  a  peUy-fogger  by  bis  buckram  bag^ 
I  am  as  common  in  the  court  as  an  hostess's  lifis 
in  the  country ;  kuig^and  clowns^  and  knaves, 
and  all  share  roe;  the  court  cannot  possibly  be 
without  me.    Adieu,  Malevole.  \EjFcuni. 


ACT  n. 


SCENE  L 

Enter  McNDOZo  with  a  ^  Seance^  to  observe  FrR- 
NEZv's  entrance  ;  who,  whilst  the  Act  is  play- 
ing, enters  unbraced,  two  Pages  before  him  with 
lights,  is  met  by  Maquerelle  and  conveyed  t/i. 
The  Pages  are  sent  away» 

Men,  He^s  caugh^  the  woodcock's  bead  is  in 

the  noose. 
Now  treads  Fenesie  in  dangerous  path  of  lust. 
Swearing  his  tease  is  merely  deified. 
Tbe  fboT|raspftckMMis^  and  shall  begst  centaurs; 
And  now  in  strength  of  panting  faint  delight, 
Tbe  goat  bkb  beMFea  enr?  hink    Good  goose, 
I  can  afibrd  tbte  nothing  but  tbe  poor  comfort  of 

calamity,  pity. 
**  Last's  Kke  tbe  pknnmefes  hanging  on  clock  lines, 
^  Will  ne'er  IvMre  done  tiU  all  is  quite  undone." 
Sach  is  the  ooiarae  si^  fallow  last  doth  run, 
Wbiob  tkMi  ibalt  try :  I'll  be  reveo^sd.    Duke^ 

thy  .fsitfrf ; 
Bocfaen^  tky  disgrace;  Femeee^  thy  rivnlship; 
Shall  have  swift  veogeaact.    Nothsng  so  holy, 
No  band  of  nature  so  strongs 
No  law  of  friendslMpso  sacred ; 
But  111  profaoe,  hmt,  violate^ 
'Fore  I'll  endure  diserace,  contempt,  and  poverty. 
Shall  I,  whose  very  hum  struck  all  heads  bare, 
Whose  face  made  sileucc,  creaking  of  whose  shoe 
Forced  the  most  private  passages  fly  ope, 
Smrape  hke  a  senrile  dog  at  some  latch  d  doer  ? 
Loum  now  to  aiake  a  leg ;  and  cry,  beseech  ye. 


Pray  ye,  is  such  a  lord  within  ?  be  awed 

At  some  odd  usher's  scoflTd  formality  } 

First  scar  my  brains !  Unde  cadiSf  non  quo,  refert; 

My  heart  cries^  perish  all :  how !  how !   what 

fale 
**  Can  once  avoid  revenge  that's  desperate  ?" 
I'H  to  Oie  duke;  if  all  should  ope^if !  tush; 
^  Fortune  still  doats  on  those  who  cannot  blush.*^ 

SCENE  IL 

EnterMAt.Erof.t  at  one  Door,  BfANCA,  Emilia, 
and  MaOVEEELLe  at  the  other  Door, 

Mai,  Bless  ye,  chaste  ladies !  ha,  ^  Dipsas ! 
bow  dost  thou  old  Cole  ? 

Mag,  Old  Cole ! 

Mai  Ay^  old  Cole ;  methinks  thou  liest  like  a 
brand  under  billets  of  green  wood.  He  tliat  will 
iniame  a  young  wench*s  heart,  let  bim  lay  dose 
to  her  an  old  coal  that  hath  first  been  fired,  a  pan- 
dereas,  nsy  half  burnt  lint,  who  tboagh  Uiou  canst 
not  fhime  thyself,  yet  art  able  to  set  a  thousand 
virgin  tapers  afire.  Aad  how  doth  Jajuvere  thy 
busbiUM^  my  liule  perriwinckle :  is  be  troubled 
with  the  cough  of  the  lungs  still  ?  does  he  hawk 
anights  still  ?  he  will  not  bite. 

Biun,  No,  by  mv  troth,  1  took  him  with  his 
mouth  emptv  of  old  teeth. 

MaL  And  he  took  thee  with  thy  belly  full  of 
young  bones: 
Marry,  he  took  his  maim  by  the  stn>ke  of  his 
enemy. 

Bian,  And  I  mine  by  the  stroke  of  my  friend. 


I  am  rather  inclined  to  think,  be  meaos  a  kind  of  glass  called  stude,  which  Is  among  the  native  com- 
modities of  Knisia,  enumerated  by  Giles  I'letcber,  in  The  Rtiage  Commonwealth,  1751.  p.  10.  **  In  the 
province  of  Corelia,  (says  be)  and  abont  tbe  river  Duyna  towards  the  Morth-sea,  there  groweth  asoft 
rocke  which  they  call  Slude.  This  they  cut  into  pieces,  aod  so  tear  it  into  thin  flakes,  which  naturally  it 
is  apt  for,  and  so  use  it  for  glass  lanthoms  and  such  lilte.  It  giveth  both  inwards  and  outwards  a  clearer 
light  thaa  glasse,  and  for  this  respect  is  better  than  either  glasse  or  home  i  for  that  it  neither  brcaketh 
like  glasse,  nor  yet  will  bume  like  tbe  lanthome.*' 

^  Scones, — i.  e.  a  skrcen.    A  sconce  was  a  petty  fortification. 

^'  Dipsas, — Tbe  Dipras  is  the  firc'drake,  a  serpent  of  a  nature  directly  opposite  te  that  of  tbe  Hjf^aSk 
The  ene  |s  supposed  to  kill  by  inflammation,  tbe  other  by  cold.    8. 
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JUdLTheaottitroke!  O  mortal  wAich !  My, 
Iwre  ye  now  no  restoratives  for  your  decayed  J»- 
ma  ?  look  ye,  cnbs  gvts  iNiked,  distilled  ox-pith, 
the  fokeriied  hnrs  of  a  lioo's  tipper  Hp,  jelly  of 
co(^-8parrowSy  he-monke^'s  marrotv,  or  powder 
eif  feK^stMiei.    Aad  i^fanher  arc  yoa  aaiMiDg 

Bim.  To  bad,  10  bad. 

3imL  DoyoarliwokmdsKewidiye? 

JBia».  Tbat  fvoracovntry  fuhioD  y^MCh. 

MaL  Have  ye  no  foregders  about  yoa  ?  oofne, 
vbiclier  m  good  dead  hur  now  ? 

jBioM.  in  pNid  deed  law  now,  lo  eat  the  nost 
miracoloaslyy  admirably^  astonobable  ecrmpoeed 
posset  wMi  thi«e  €iiitli,  wkhout  ant  drink.  Will 
ye  help  ok  willi  a  Im  foa  f  here's  fhe  duke. 

[Die  Ladiet  go  out, 

MM,  Fried  frogs  are  very  goKxly  and  French-like 

to©.  [To  BlANCA. 

SCENE  IIL 

Mnter  Pjetro  Jacomq^  Count  Cilso,  Count 
Bqu&to,  BiLiosOy  Fearardo,  and  Mendozo. 

F.  Joe.  The  nijcht  grows  deep  and  foal,  what 

kaaris't? 
CeL  UpoB  die  stroke  of  twelve. 
MmL  Save  ye,  duke. 

P.  Joe,  From  thee  ?  kegoae,  I  do  not  love  tbee; 
iek  tne  see  tbee  no  aiore,  we  are  dispfeased. 
MaL  Why  God  be  with  thee ;  heaven  hear  my 

curse, 
Mmf  Ifay  wife  and  tbee  live  long  together ! 
P.  ioc  Begone,  sirrah  i 
MaL  ^  When  Ariiurfiniin Court  begmmr^ 

AgameronoB : 
Meaelani    was  «ver  any  duke  a  Cornoto  ? 
P.  yoe.  Begpne  hence ! 
MmL  What  religion  wik  thou  be  of  nest? 
M/ttm,  Out  with  him ! 
MaL  With  most  servile  patiaaoo.    Tiow  toll 


When  wonder  of  thy  error  "wiU  strike  dumb, 
Thy  ^  besiei'd  sense.    Shures  to  fevour,  marry, 
shall  arise. 


«  Good  God  !  bow  sabtle  hell  doth  latter  vice  ! 
**  Mounts  him  ak>ft,  and  makes  him  seem  to  fly ; 
**  As  fowl  the  tortoise  asockt,  who  no  the  sky 
**  The  amibitious  libeU-lish  raised ;  the  end  oJT  all 
"^  Is  only,  dwt  from  height  he  n^ght  dead  iaU,* 

BiL  Why,  wheaf  o«t  ye  rogue!  bogooe  ye 
rascal ! 

MaL  I  shall  aow  leave  ye  with  all  my  best 
wishes. 

BiL  Out,  ye  cur ! 

MaL  Only  let's  hold  together  a  iirm  corre- 
spondeaoe. 

BiL  Oat ! 

MmL  A  mulual  fineadly  reciprocal  pevpatadl 
kind  of  steady  unaramoas  heardly-laagaed-^ 

BiL  Hence,  ye  grow  jawed  peasantly-^ottt, 
go! 

MaL  Adiea  pigeao^ioase ;  diou  bmr,  that  only 
stick'at  So  wipfy  fortmies.  The  ser|>igo,  the 
stransury^  an  eeemal  uoefiectual  priapism  seise 

£iX  Oat, rogue! 

MaL  May'st  thoa  be  a  notorious  wittolly  pan- 
der to  thine  own  wife ;  and  yet  get  no  office,  bat 
live  to  be  the  utmost  misery  of  mankind,  a  beg- 
garly cudLold.  [Exit. 

P.  Jk:.  It  shall  be  so. 

Men.  It  must  be  to ;  for  where  great  states  re- 
venge, 
"  Tb  requisite  the  parts  with  piety 
"  And  lofty  respect  be  closely  do^d. 
**  Lay  one  into  tus  breast  shul  sleep  with  him, 
"  Feed  in  the  sanle  dish,  ran  in  self^fiiction, 
^  Who  may  diseover  an^  shape  of  danger; 
**  Fur  once  disgraced,  discovered  in  ofience, 
**  It  makes  man  bhishTess,  and  man  is^  all  con- 
fess, 
"  More  prone  to  vengeance  than  to  gratefulness. 
«  44  Favours  are  writ  in  dust,  but  stripes  we  feel, 
**  Bepraved  nature  stamps  in  lasting  steeL* 

P.  Joe  You  shaU  be  kagued  with  the  Duchess. 

Mowmto.  The  plut  is  verv  good. 

Men.  You  shall  both  kiU,  and  seem  the  course 
to  save. 

For.  A  most  ine  brmn-trick. 

CeL  Of  a  most  cunning  knave.  lAnde^ 


^  When  Jrthur,  S^c— Thisenthre  ballad  (wllich  Falstaff  nkewke  beglm  to  sbg  to  the  Second  Rsrt  of 
ffw  Henry  IV  )  is  poblished  hi  the  first  volume  of  Dr  Percy*B  Rettque*  of  AncUnt  UnglUh  Poetry. 
^  Bexetd^-^^^Set  H^e  14  to  The  Second  Part  of  the  Honest  Wkore^  Ydi,  I.  p.  566. 
^  Favoun  are  writ  in  Ant.— So,  in  Blassinger^s  Mold  of  Honour^  A.  1. 8.  t : 

—  «  Bat  all  that  1  have  done 

(My  benefits  in  sand  or  water  written) 

As  they  had  never  been,  no  more  remember'd^** 

8hakcspeare*s  King  Henry  VllL  A.  4.  S»S  i 

*'  Men*s  evil  manners  live  in  brass ;  their  vertoes 
We  write  in  water.*' 

See  al9o  the  Notes  of  Mr  Steevens  and  Dr  Perry  on  the  last  passaft. 
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[Marstok* 


P.  Jae,  My  lords,  the  heavy  action  we  intend 
Is  death  and  shame,  two  of  the  ugliest  shapes 
That  can  confound  a  soul ;  think,  think  ot  it : 
I  strike,  but  yet  like  him  that  'f^ainst  stone  walls 
Directs,  his  shafts  rebound  in  his  own  face. 
My  lady*s  shame  is  mine ;  O  God,  'tis  mine. 
Therefore  I  do  conjure  all  secresy. 
Let  it  be  as  very  little  as  may  be ;  pray  ye,  as 

may  be. 
Make  frighti'ess  entrance,  salute  her  with  soft 

eyes. 
Stain  nought  with  blood,  only  Femeze  dies^ 
But  not  before  her  brows  :  O  g^tlemen, 
God  knows  I  love  her;  nothing  else,  but  this, 
I  am  not  well.    If  grief,  that  socks  veins  dry, 
Aivels  the  skin,  casts  a^hes  in  men*i  faces, 
Bedulls  the  eye,  unstrengthens  all  the  blood, 
Chance  to  remove  me  to  another  world. 
As  sure  I  once  must  die,  let  him  succeed  : 
I  have  no  child ;  all  that  my  youth  begot 
Hath  been  your  loves,  which  shall  inherit  me : 
Which,  as  it  ever  shall,  I  do  conjure  it, 
Mendozo  mny  succeed  :  he's  nobly  born ; 
With  me  of  much  desert. 
CeL  Much.  \Ande. 

P.  Jac.  Your  silence  answers,  ay. 
I  thank  you.    Come  on  now :  O  that  I  might  die 
Before   her  shame's  displayed !    would  I  were 

forced 
To  burn  my  father's  tomb,^^  unheal  his  bones. 
And  dash  them  in  the  dirt,  rather  than  this ; 
This  both  the  living  and  the  dead  offends ; 
*  Sharp  surgery,  where  nought  but  death  amends.** 
[ExU  with  the  others. 

SCENE  IV. 

Enter  Maquerelle,  Emilia,  and  Bianca  with 
the  Pouet. 

Mag,  Even  here  it  is,  three  curds  in  three  re- 
gions individually  distinct.   - 
Most  methodical  according  to  art  composed  with- 
out any  drink. 
Bian,  Without  any  drink  ? 
Mag.  Upon  my  honour.     Will  you  sit  and 

eat? 
Em.  Good  the  composure :  the  receipt,  how 

is't? 
Mag.  Tis  a  pretty  pearl;  by  this  penri,  how 
dost  with  me,  thus  it  is :  Seven-aod-thirty  yolks 
of  Barbary  hens*  eggs,  eighteen  spoonfuls  and  a 
half  of  the  juice  of  cock-sparrow  bones;  one 
ounce,  three  drams,  four  scruples,  and  one  quar- 
ter, of  I  he  syrup  of  Ethiopian  dates;  sweetened 
with  three  quarters  of  a  pound  of  pure  candied 
Indian  eringos;  strewed  over  with  the  powder  of 


pearl  of  America,  amber  of  Cataia,  and  lamb- 
stones  of  Muscovia. 

Bian.  Trust  me,  the  ingredients  are  very  cor- 
dial, and  no  question  go^,  and  most  powerful 
in  restoration. 

Mag.  I  know  not  what  you  mean  by  rettaune 
tion;  but  this  it  doth,  it  purifieth  the  blood, 
smootheth  the  skm,  enliveneth  the  eye,  strength- 
eneth  the  veins,  mundtfieth  tlie  teeth,  comforteth 
the  stomach,  fortiiieth  the  back,  and  quickeneth 
the  wit  ;~that*s  all. 

Em.  By  my  troth,  I  have  eaten  but  two  spoon- 
fuls, and  metbinks  I  could  discourse  most  swift- 
ly and  wittily  already. 

Mag.  Have  you  the  art  to  seem  honest  ? 

Bian.  Ay,  thank  advice  and  practice. 

Mag.  Why  then,  eat  me  off  this  posset,  quicken 
your  blood,  and  preserve  your  beauty.  Da  you 
know  Dr  Plaister-face  ?  by  this  curd,  he's  the 
most  eiquisite  in  forging  of  veins,  sprightening 
of  eyes,  dyeing  of  hair,  sleeking  of  skins,  blushing 
of  cheeks,  soupling  of  breasts,  blanching  and 
bleeching  of  teeth,  that  ever  made  an  old  lady 
gracious  ^  by  torch-light :  by  this  curd,  la ! 

Bian.  Well !  we  are  resolved ;  what  God  has 
given  us,  we'll  cherish. 

Mag.  Cherish  any  thing  saving  your  husband  : 
keep  him  not  too  high,  lest  he  leap  the  paler 
but  for  your  beauty,  let  it  be  your  saint,  be- 
queath two  hours  to  it  every  morning  in  your 
closet.  I  ha'  been  young,  and  yet  in  my  con- 
science I  am  not  above  five-and-twenty ;  but, 
believe  me,  preserve  and  use  your  beauty ;  for, 
youth  and  beauty  once  gone,  we  are  like  bee- 
hives without  honey, — out-o'-fashion  apparel  that 
no  roan  will  wear ;  therefore  use  me  your  beauty. 

Em*  Ay,  but  men  say— — — 

Mag.  Men  say !  let  men  say  what  they  will : 
life  a  woman !  they  are  ignorant  of  your  wants ; 
the  more  in  years,  the  more  in  perfection  they 
grow !  if  they  lose  youth  and  beauty,  they  gain 
wisdom  and  discretion :  hot  When  our  beauty 
fades,  good  night  with  us.  There  cannot  be  an 
uglier  thing  to  see,  than  an  old  woman;  from 
which,  O  pruning,  pindiing,  and  painting,  deliver 
all  sweet  beauties. 

Bian.  Hark !  music ! 

Mag.  Peace,  'tis  in  the  duchess'  bed-chamber. 
Good  rest,  roost  prosperously  gi^ced  ladies. 

Em.  Good  night,  centinel. 

Bian,  Night,  dear  Maquerelle. 

[Exeunt  all  but  Maquerelle. 

Mag*  May  my  posset's  operation  send  you  my 
wit  and  honesty; 
And  me  your  youth  and  beauty ;  the  pleasingest 
rest !  [Exit  Maquerelle. 


^'  Unheal  hi$  bones^ — i.  e.  uncover. 
**  Grocioiit, — i.  e.  graceful. 


To  heal  in  Sussex  signifies  to  cover.    S. 
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SCENE  V. 


A  SONG. 


Whilst  the  Song  it  singings  enter  Mendozo  with 
his  Sword  d^awn,  read^  to  Murder  Ferneze 
0  ke  Jlies  from  the  Ducheu*  Chamber.—Tu" 
wiuU  within, 

JU,  Strike,  strike. 

Aur,  5aFe  my  Ferneze !  O  save  my  Feraeze ! 

Emter  Febneze  tn  hit  Shirty  and  it  received  upon 
Mendozo's  Sword, 

AIL  Follow,  pursue. 
Aitr.  O  save  Ferneze  ! 

Men.  Pierce,  pierce;  thou  shallow  fool !  drop 
there. 
*  He  that  attempts  a  prince's  lawless  love, 
Uusc  have  hroaa  hands,  close,  heart,  with  Argus* 

eyes 
And  back  of  Hercules,  or  else  he  dies." 

[Thruttt  hit  Rapier  in  Ferneze. 

Emter  Aurelia,  Dukky  Pietro  Jacomo,  Fer- 
RARDO,  BiLioso,  Celso,  and  Equato. 

AH  Follow,  follow. 

JlieR.  Stand  off!  forbear !  ye  most  uncivil  Iprds. 
P.  Jac,  Strike. 

Men.  Do  not ;  tempt  not  a  man  resolved. 
[Mendozo  bettridct  the  wounded  Body  of 
Ferneze,  and  teemt  to  tave  him. 
Would  you,  inhuman  murderer^  more  than  death. 
Aur.  O  poor  Ferneze ! 
Men,  Alas !  now  all  defence  is  too  late. 
Aur,  He's  dead. 

P.  Jac,  I  am  sorry  for  our  shame  :  go  to  your 
bed: 
Weep  not  too  much,  but  leave  some  tears  to  shed 
Wbea  I  am  dead. 
Aur.  What !  weep  for  thee  ?  my  soul  no  tears 

shall  find. 
P.  J^.  Alas,  alas,  that  women's  souls  are  blind ! 
Men.  Betray  such  beauty !  murder  such  youth ! 
oontemo  civility ! 

He  loves  him  not  that  rails  not  at  him. 
P.  Jac.  Thou  canst  not  move  us:  we  have 
blood  enough, — 
And  please  you,  lady,  we  have  quite  forgot 

All  vour  defects;  iif  not,  why  then 

Aur.  Not! 

P.  Jac.  Not :— the  best  of  rest,  good  night, 

[Exit  PiETRO  with  other  Court iert, 
Aur,  Despite  go  with  thcc. 
lien.  Madam,  you  ha'  done  me  foul  disgrace : 


You  have  wronged  him  much,  loves  you  too  much. 
Go  to ;  your  soul  knows  you  have. 

Aur.  I  think  I  have. 

Men.  Do  you  but  think  so  ? 

Aur.  Nay,  sure  I  have :  my  eyes  have  witness* 
ed  thy  love. 
Thou  hast  stood  too  firm  for  me. 

Men.  Why  tell  me,  fair  cheeked  lady,  who 
even  in  tears 
Art  powerfully  beauteous,  what  unadvised  passion 
Struck  you  into  such  violent  heat  against  me  ? 
Speak,  what  mischief  wronged  us  ?  what  devil  in« 

jured  us? 
Speak. 

Aur,  That  thing,  ne'er  worthy  of  the  name  of 
man,  Ferneze : 
Ferneze  swore  thou  lovedst  Emilia ; 
Which  to  advance,  with  most  reproachful  breathy 
Thou  both  didst  blemish  and  renounce  my  love. 

Men.  Ignoble  vilUin  !  did  I  for  this  bestride 
Thy  wounded  limbs ♦'  for  this?  O  God  !  for  ihis? 
Sunk  all  my  hopes,  and  with  my  hopes  my  life ; 
Ripped  bare  my  throat  unto  the  hangman's  axe. 
Thou  most  dishonoured  trunk : — Emilia ! 
By  life,  I  know  her  not ! — Emilia ! 
Did  you  believe  him  ? 

Aur.  Pardon  one,  I  did. 

Men,  Did  you  ?  and  thereupon  you  graced  him. 

Aur.  I  did. 

Men,  Took  him  to  favour,  nay,  even  clasped 
with  him  ? 

Aur.  Alas !  I  Hid. 

Men,  This  night  ? 

Aur,  This  night. 

Men,  And  in  your  histful  twines  the  duke  toolt 
you? 

Aur,  A  most  sad  truth. 

Men,  O  God !  O  God !  how  we  dull  hoqesC 
souls. 
Heavy  brained  men,  are  swallowed  in  the  bogs 
Of  a  deceitful  ground !  whilst  nimble  bloods, 
Light-jointed  spirits,  speed  ,^  cut  good  men's 

throats, 
And  'scape.    Alas !  I  am  too  honest  for  this  age, 
Too  full  of  phlegm,  and  heavy  steadiness : 
Stood  still  whilst  this  slave  cast  a  noose  about  me ; 
Nay,  then  to  stand  in  honour  of  him  and  her. 
Who  e\'en  sliced  my  heart. 

Aur,  Come,  I  did  err,  and  am  most  sorry  I  did 
err. 

Men.  Why,  we  are  both  but  dead :  the  duke 
hates  us. 
**  And  those  whom  princes  do  once  groundly  hate^ 
Let  them  provide  to  die,  ns  sure  as  fate. 
Prevention  is  the  heart  of  policy." 


^'  l%y  wounded  limbs^  ^c* — The  first  edition  reads,— 

Thy  wounded  limbs  for  this  ?  rank  opposite 

l^ven  to  my  sovereign  for  this  ?  O  God  for  this  ?  &c. 

^  ^Mti.— The  flisi  ediiim  raub  pmt;  the  second  spsnt    The  alleration  by  Mr  Dodik}. 
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Anr,  Shall  we  murder  him  t 

Aien,  Instantiy. 

Aur,  Instantly ;  before  he  casts  a  plot, 
Or  further  blaze  my  honour*:^  much-known  blot, 
Let*s  murder  him. 

Men,  I  would  do  much  for  you.   Will  ye  mar- 
ry me  ? 

Aur.  Y\\  make  thee  doke.  We  are  of  Media's; 
Florence  our  friend ;  in  court  my  faction 
Not  meanly  strenj^thful.    The  duke  then  dead; 
We  well  prepared  for  change ;  the  multitude 
Irresolutely  reeling ;  we  in  force ; 
Our  party  seconded ;  the  kingdom  'roaaed,-— 
No  doubt  with  swift  success  all  shall  be  graced'. 

Men,  You  do  confirm  me ;  we  are  resolute ; 
To-morrow  look  for  chanjfe ;  rest  confident. 
'Tis  now  about  the  immodest  waist  of  night : 
The  mother  of  moist  dew,  with  pallid  light, 
Spreads  gloomy  shades  about  the  nummed  earth. 
Sleep,  sleep,  whilst  wc  contrive  our  mischief's 

birth. 
This  man  111  get  inhum'd.    Farewell : — to  bed. 
I'H-  kiss  the  pillow.    Dream  the  duke  is  dead. 

[Exit  AURELIA. 

So,  so,  good  night — How  fortune  doats  on  impu- 
dence !  ♦' 

I  am  in  private  the  adopted  son  of  yon  good 
prince :' 

I  must  be  duke»    Why,  if  I  must»  I  must. 

Most  silly  lord,  name  nie !  O  heaven  ! 

I  see  God  made  honest  fools  to  maintain  crafty 
knaves. 

The  dudiess  is  wholly  mine  too, — must  Kill  her 
husband 

To  quit  her  shame ;  much !  then  marry  her  ;  ay. 

O  I  grow  proud  in  prosperous  treachery ! 

"  As  wrestlers  clip,  so  Til  embrace  you  all, 

Not  to  support  but  to  procure  your  fall,'* 

Enter  Malevole. 

MaL  God  arrest  thee. 

Men,  At  whose  suit? 

MaL  At  the  denl's.   Ah,  you  treacherous  dam- 
nable monster ! 
How  dost  ?  how  dost,  thou  treacherous  rogue  ? 
Ah,  ye  rascal,  I  am  banished  the  court,  sirrah. 

Men,  Pr'ythee  let's  be  acquainted ;  I  do  love 
thee,  faith. 

MaL  At  your  service,  by  the  Lord,  la.  Shall's 
go  to  supper  ?  Let's  be  once  drunk  together,  and 
so  unite  a  most  virtuously  strengthened  friend- 
ship :  shall's.  Huguenot  f  shall*s } 


Men,  Wilt  fail  upon  my  chamber  to-morrovv 
morn? 

MaL  As  a  raven  to  a  dunghill.  Tliey  say^ 
there's  one  dead  here ;  pricked  for  the  pride  of 
the  flesh. 

Men,  Femeze;  there  he  is;  pr'ythee  bury  him.. 

MaL  0,  roost  willingly ;  I  mean  to  turn  pure 
Rochel  churchman,  ♦*  I. 

Men,  Thou  churchman  !  why,  why  ? 

MaL  Because  I'll  live  lazily,  rail  upon  autho* 
rity,  deny  kings  supremacy  in  things  mdifierent^ 
and  be  a  pope  in  mine  own  parish. 

Men,  Wherefore  dost  thou  think  churches  were 
made? 

MaL  To  scour  plough-shares :  I  have  seen 
oxen  plough  up  altars.  Et  nunc  sege$  ubi  Skmr 
fuit. 

Men,  Strange ! 

MaL  Nay,  monstrous!  I  ha'  seen  a  sumptuous 
steeple  turned  to  a  stinking  privy  :  more  beastly^ 
the  sacred'st  place  made  a  dog-kennel : .  nay, 
most  inhuman,  the  stone-coffins  of  long  fled  Chris- 
tians  burst  np,  and  made  hogs-truughs. — Hicfinip 
Priamu 

Shall  I  ha'  some  sack  and  eheese  at  thy  chamber  ^ 
Good  night,  good  mischievous  incarnate  devil; 

good  night, 
Mendozo ;  ah,  you  inhuman  villain^  good  night ; 
night,  fub. 

Af?n.  Good  night;  to-morrow  morn. 

J  Exit  Mendozo. 
,  ly  damnation,  I 

will  come. 
I  do  descry  cross-points ;  honesty  and  courtship 
straddle  as  far  asunder  as  a'  true  FrenchmanV 
legs, 
Fer,  Q! 

MaL  Proclamadons !  more  proclamations ! 
Fer,  era  surgeon  f 

MaL  Hark !  lust  cries  for  a  surgeon.    What 
news  from  limbo  ? 
How  doth  the  erand  cuckold,  Lucifer  ? 
Fer,  O  help!  help  !  conceal  and  save  me. 
[Fern EZE  itirs,  and  Malevole  helps  him 
upy  and  conveys  him  away, 
MaL  Thy  shame  more  than  tny  wounds  do 
grieve  me  far. 
^  Thy  wounds  but  leave  upon  thy  flesh  some  scar  ; 
But  ftfme  neVr  heals,  still  rankles  worse  and 

worse; 
Such  is  of  uficontrolled  lust  the  curse. 
Think  what  it  is  in  lawless  sheets  to  lie; 
But,  O  Femeze,  what  in  lust  to  die  I 


^7  How  fortune  doats  on  imjmdence  !^A  repet^lon  of  the  same  sentiment  is  in  A.  1. 
**  Fortune  still  doats  on  those  who  cannot  blush,'* 


S.l. 


**  Rocket  churchman.'^Rochel  was  at  this  time  held  by  the  Huguenots,  or  Protestants,  with  the  privi- 
lege of  profening  their  religion  nnmolcsted.  It  was  besieged,  in  157S,  by  the  Duke  of  Anjou,  without 
access;  but  fell  into  the  bands  of  its  enemies  in  i6S9,  after  a  lopgi  obstinate,  and  brave  defence. 
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IVen  tbou  diat  shame  respects,  O  fly  convene 
With  womea's  eyes,  and  lisping  wantonness. 
Stick  candles  'gainst  a  virgin  wall's  white  back. 
If  tbej  not  burn,  yet  at  the  least  they'll  black." 
Come,  I'll  convey  thee  to  a  private  port. 
Where  thou  shalt  live,  O  happy  man,  (ton.  court. 
The  beautj  0/  the  day  begins  to  rise, 


From  whose  bright  form  oightli  heavy  shadow 

flies. 
Now  'gins  close  plots  to  work,  the  scene  grows 

full 
And  craves  his  eyes  who  hath  a  solid  skull. 

[Exeunt. 


ACT  III. 


SCENE  L 

Enter  PiETRO  Jacomo,  Mendozo,  Count  Equa- 
To,  and  BiLioso. 

P.  Jac,  Tis  grown  to  youth  of  day,  how  shall 
we  waste  this  light? 
My  heart's  more  heavy  t^n  a  tyrant's  crown. 
Siall  we  go  hunt?  prepare  for  fleld. 

[Exit  Equato. 

Men.  Would  ye  could  be  merry. 

P.  Jac.  Would  God  I  could !  Mendozo,  bid 

*cm  haste.  [Exit  Mendozo. 

I  woald  fain  shift  place ;  O  vain  relief ! 

^  Sad  souls  may  well  change  place,  but  not  change 

grief:" 
As  deer,  being  struck,  fly  thorough  many  soils, 

Tet  still  the  shaft  sticks  fast ;  so 

BiL  A  good  old  simile,  my  honest  lord. 
P.  Jac,  I  am  not  much  unlike   to  &ome  sick 
man. 
That  long  desired  hurtful  drink ;  at  last 
Swills  in  and  drinks  his  last,  ending  at  once 
Both  life  and  thirst.   O  would  I  ne'er  had  known 
My  own  dishonour !  Good  God  !  that  men  should 
Desire  to  search  out  that,  which  being  found  ,kills 

all 
Their  joy  of  life !  to  taste  the  tree  of  knowledge, 
And  then  be  driven  from  out  paradise  ! — 
Canst  give  me  some  comfort  ? 

Bil  Mj  lord,  I  have  some  books  which  have 
been  dedicated  to  my  honour,  and  I  never  read 
them,  and  yet  ihey  had  very  fine  names :  Physic 
far  Fortune;^  Lozenges  of  Sanctified  Sinceri- 


iff.  '**  Very  pretty  works  of  curates,  scriveners, 
and  schoolmasters.  Marry,  1  remember  one  Se- 
neca, Lodus  Anneos  Seneca. 

P.  Jac  Out  upon  him,  he  writ  of  temperance 
and  fortitude,  yet  lived  like  a  voluptuous  epi- 
cure, and  died  hke  an  effeminate  coward.  Haste 
thee  to  Florence.  Here,  take  our  letters,— see 
them  sealed  :  away ;  report  in  private  to  the  ho- 
noured duke  his  daughter's  forced  disgrace ;  tell 
hun  at  length. 

We  know  too  much.   Due  compliments  advance : 
"  There's  nought  that's  safp  and  sweet  hut  igno- 
rance. [Exit  PiKTRO. 

Enter  Bf  anca 

BiL  Madam, I  am  going  ambassador  for  Flo- 
rence ;  'twill  be  great  charges  to  me. 

Bian,  No  matter,  my  lord,  you  have  the  lease 
of  two  monors  come  out  next  Christmas;  you 
may  lay  your  tenants  on  the  greater  rack  for  it : 
and  when  you  come  again,  I'll  teach  you  how 
you  shall  get  two  hundred  pouqds  a  year  by  your 
teeth. 

Bil,  How  ,madam 

Biaju  Cut  off  so  much  house-keeping : — that 
which  is  saved  by  the  teeth,  you  know,  is  got  by 
the  teeth. 

BiL  'Fore  God,  an(l  so  I  may.  I  am  in  won- 
drous credit,  lady. 

Biun,  See  the  use  of  flattery.  I  did  ever  coun- 
sel you  to  flatter  greatness,  and  you  have  profited 
well :  any  man  that  will  do  so  shall  be  sure  to  be 
like  your  Scotch  barnacle, ''  now  a  block,  in« 
stantly  a  worm,  and  presently  a  great  goose. 


^  PAjvHc  for  fortune,^ln  15T9,  was  published  a  book,  entitled,  "  Pbyslck  a^lmt  Fortune,  as  well 
Pnoperom  as  Adverse,  contained  io  two  Books.  Written  in  Latin  by  Francis  Petrarch,  a  most  famous 
p«et  and  oratonr,  and  now  first  Englisbed  by  1'bomas  Twyue  ;*'  4to,  B.  L. 

^  JLozenges  of  sanctified  sfncetUy  — I  have  not  met  with  this  book,  but,  from  the  ridicule  thrown  out  in 
The  ff^itSf  I  believe  some  one  with  a  similar  title  had  before  appealed. 

''  Scotch  bamaeU, — |n  Mr  Collinses  Mote  on  The  Tempest,  A.  4.  8.  1.,  the  ridiculoas  opinions  of  seve- 
ral ancient  wrlten  respecting  barnacles  are  set  down.  The  follow uclg  is  from  one  more  modem,  but 
ryally  absurd :  *<  Anipog  the  rest  there  is  the  solon  goose,  a  large  bird,  but  tastes  more  of  Ash  than  flesh, 
becanse  accustomed  to  the  sea,  and  feeds  there  oftener  than  in  other  places.  The  inhabitants  say,  that 
the  manner  of  its  production  is  this  :  she  lets  fall  her  egg  according  to  the  season  on  the  side  of  a  rock, 
which,  having  a  slimy  glutinous  matter  about  it,  fastem  itself  to  the  plac^  yifhere  it  happens  to  fall,  nor 
«aa  it  be  removed  without  danger  of  breaking  it  to  pieces.  And  sometimes  the  egg  is  so  unto  ward  ly 
/Iscd,  that  there  is  up  more  room  for  the  bird  to  conie  a^  it  than  with  one  «f  her  feet»  which  she  spreads 
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Hi'iB  it  is  to  rot  and  putrify  in  the  bosom  of 
greatness. 

Bil.  Thou  art  ever  my  politician,  O  happy  is 
that  old  lord  that  hath  a  politician  to  his  young 
lady  !  1*11  have  fifty  gentlemen  shall  attend  upon 
me ;  marry,  the  most  of  them  shall  be  farmers* 
sons,  because  tliey  shall  bear  their  own  charges ; 
and  they  shall  go  apparelled  thus, — in  sea-water 
green  suits,  ash-coloured  cloaks,  watchet  ^*  stock- 
ings, and  popio'jay  ^^  green  feathers.  Will  not 
the  colours  do  excellent  ? 

^  Bian,  Out  upon't,  they'll  look  like  citizens  ri- 
ding to  their  friends  at  Whitsuntide, — their  ap- 
parel just  so  man^  several  parishes. 

Bil.  ril  have  it  so ;  and  Passarello,  my  fool, 
shall  go  along  with  me;  marry  h^  sliall  be  in 
velvet. 

Bian.  A  fool  in  velvet ! 

Bil.  Ay,  'tis  common  for  your  fool  to  wear  sat- 
tin ;  ril  have  mine  in  velvet. 

Bian.  What  will  you  wear  then,  my  lord  ? 

BiL  Velvet  too;  marry,  it  shall  be  embroi- 
dered, because  Vl\  differ  from  the  fool  somewhat. 
I  am  horribly  troubled  with  the  gout.  Nothing 
grieves  me,  but  that  my  doctor  hath  forbidden 
me  wine,  and  you  know  your  ambassador  must 
drink.  Didst  thou  ask  thy  doctor  what  was  good 
for  the  gout ! 

Bian.  Yes;  he  said — ease,  wine,  and  women, 
were  good  for  it. 

BiL  Na) ,  thou  hast  such  a  wit.  What  was  good 
to  cure  it,  said  he? 

Bian.  Why,  the  rack.  All  your  empirics  could 
never  do  the  like  cure  upon  the  gout  the  rack  did 
in  England,  or  your  Scotch  boot  ^*  The  French 
Harlequin  will  mstruct  you. 

Bil.  Surely  I  do  wonder  how  thou,  having  for 
the  most  part  of  thylifetimie  been  a  country  body, 
should'st  have  so  good  a  wit. 

Bian.  Who,  I?  why,  I  have  been  a  courtier 
thrice  two  months. 

BiL  So  have  I  these  twenty  years,  and  yet 
there  was  a  gentleman-usher  called  me  coxcomb 
t'other  day,  and  to  my  face  too :  was't  not  a  back- 
biting rascal?  I  would  I  were  better  travelled, 
that  I  might  have  been  better  acquainted  with 


the  fashions  of  set  era!  countrymen ;  but  my  se- 
cretary, I  think,  he  hath  sufficiently  iustructed 
me. 

Bian.  How,  my  lord  ? 

Bil.  Marry,  my  good  lord,  quoth  he,  your  lord- 
ship shall  ever  find  amongst  an  hundred  French' 
men  forty  hot  shots ;  amongst  an  hundred  Spa- 
niards, threescore  braggarts;  amongst  an  hundred 
Dutchmen,  fourscore  drunkards;  amongst  an 
hundred  Englishmen,  fourscore  and  ten  mad- 
men ;  and  amongst  an  hundred  Welchmen— ^ 

Bian.  What,  my  lord  ? 

BiL  Fourscore  and  nineteen  gentlemen. 

Bian.  But  since  you  go  about  a  sad  embassy, 
I  would  have  you  go  in  black,  my  lord. 

BiL  Why,  dost  think  I  cannot  mourn,  unless  I 
wear  my  hat  in  cypress  like  an  alderman's  heir  ? 
tliat's  vile,  very  old,  in  faith. 

Bian.  I'll  learn  of  you  shortly.  O  We  should 
have  a  fine  gallant  ofyou,  should  not  1  instruct 
you.  How  will  you  bear  yourself  when  you  come 
mto  the  Duke  of  Florence's  court  ? 

BiL  Proud  enough,  and  'twill  do  well  enough. 
As  I  walk  up  and  down  the  chamber,  I'll  spit 
frowns  about  me ;  have  a  strong  perfume  in  my 
jerkin ;  let  my  beard  grow  to  make  me  look  ter- 
rible; salute  no  man  beneath  the  fourth  button, 
— and  'twill  do  excellent. 

Bian.  But  there  is  a  very  beautiful  lady  there^ 
how  will  you  entertain  her? 

BiL  ril  tell  you  tfiat,  when  the  lady  hath  en- 
tertained me;  but,  to  satisfy  thee,  here  comes 
the  fool.   Fool,  thou  shalt  stand  for  the  fair  lady. 

Enter  Passarello. 

Pas.  Your  fool  will*  stand  for  your  lady  roost 
willingly  and  most  uprightly. 

BiL  rtl  salute  her  in  Latin. 

Pa$.  O  your  fool  can  understand  no  Latin. 

BiL  Aye,  but  your  lady  can. 

Pas.  Why,  then,  if  your  lady  take  down  your 
fool,  }our  fool  will  stand  no  longer  for  your  lady. 

Bil  A  pestilent  fool :  'Fore  God  1  think  the 
world  be  turned  upside  down  too. 

Pas.  O  no,  sir ;  for  then  your  lady,  and  all  the 
Indies  in  the  palace,  should  go  with  their  heels 


on  the  upper  part  of  the  egg,  rests  on  it  with  her  whole  body,  and  in  time,  with  the  heat  of  her  footf, 
produces  the  young  one,  which  from  this  way  of  batching  takes  its  name,  and  is  called  Sol&n  quasi  Sole^ 
ott,  from  the  Fo!e  of  the  dnm's  foot,  which  after  this  manner  gives  it  being.  But  whether  so  or  no,  I  am 
not  sure; — >ou  have  the  relation." — MoftCB*s  Shorl  Accoani  of  Scotland^  1102,  p.  17. 

5^  n'atclietj — I.  e.  pMcblac. 

^5  PopiH-jay.-^ t\  parrot,  or  a  bird  of  that  species.    Sec  Skinner. 

5*  Vonr  Scvichloot. — The  turtuWng.^oots  are  meutioned  by  Swift,  Vol.  XIIL  1768,  p.  314.,  to  have 
been  hun^  out  in  Urrorem  to  Captain  Creicbtoo  in  1689,     N. 

The  bvU  was  an  instrument  of  torture  formerly  used  in  Scotland.  Bishop  Burnet,  in  his  Ilistory  of  his 
om  Timts^  Vol.  I.  p.  S3l?.  edit.  1754,  mentions  one  Mac^ill,  a  preacher,  who,  being  suspected  of  treason- 
able practicei^,  underwent  this  punishment  in  1666 :  **  lie  was  put  to  the  torture,  which  in  Scotland  they 
rail  the  honhf  for  they  put  a  pair  of  iron  boots  close  on  the  leg,  and  drive  wedger  between  these  and  the 
le^.  The  common  torture  wa^  only  to  driye  these  ia  the  caltof  th^  leg;  but  I  have  been  told  they  were 
f  omctimes  driven  upon  the  shin  bone.'' 
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upward ;    and   that  were  a  strange  sight,  yo\i 
kaovr. 

SiL  There  be  many  that  will  repine  at  my  pre- 
fennent. 

Pas.  O  aye,  like  the  envy  of  an  elder  sister, 
dmt  hath  her  younger  made  a  lady  before  her. 

SiL  The  duke  is  wondrous  discontented. 

J^oj.  Aye,  and  more  melancholy-like  than  a 
vfiirer  having  all  bis  money  out  at  the  death  of  a 
prince. 

A'iL  Didst  thou  see  madam  Fiona  to-day  ? 

Pku.  YeS)  I  found  her  repairing  her  face  to- 
day ;  the  red  upon  the  white  shewed  as  if  her 
ihe^LS  should  have  been  served  in  for  two  dishes 
of  barberries  in  stewed  broth,  and  the  flesh  to 
diem  a  woodcock. 

BU.  A  bitter  fool !  Come,  madam,  this  night 
diou  shalt  enjoy  me  freely,  and  to-morrow  for 
Florence. 

Pas.  What  a  natural  fool  is  he  that  would  be 
a  pair  of  boddice  to  a  woman'spetticoat,  to  be 
trussed  and  pointed  to  them  ?  Well,  I'll  doK  my 
lordy  and  the  word  is  proper:  for  when  I  fawn 
upon  him,  he  feeds  me ;  when  I  snap  him  by  the 
fingers,  he  spits  in  my  mouth.  If  a  dog's  death 
were  not  strangling,  I  had  rather  be  one  than  a 
serFing-man ;  for  the  corruption  of  coin  is  either 
the  generation  of  a  usurer,  or  a  lousy  beggar. 

lExeunt  Bianca  and  Passabello. 

SCENE  U. 

Enter  Malevole  in  iome  Freeze  Oown,  while 
BiLioso  reads  hh  Patent. 

MaL  I  cannot  sleep;  my  eyes  ill-neig))bouring 
lids 
Will  hold  no  fellowship.   O  thou  pale  sober  night, 
Tboa  that  in  sluggish  fumes  all  sense  doth  steep; 
Thou  that  givest  all  the  world  full  leave  to  play, 
Unbend'st  the  feebled  veins  of  sweaty  labour ! 
The  galley-slave,  that  all  the  toilsome  day 
Togs  at  the  oar  against  the  stubborn  wave. 
Straining  his  rugged  veins,  snores  fast; 
Tlie  stooping  scythe-man,  that  doth  barb  the 

ifield," 
Tboa  makest  wink  sure.    In  night  all  creatures 

sleep ; 
Only  the  malcontent,  that  'gsunst  his  fate 
Repines  and  quarrels;  alas,  he's  goodman  tell- 

dock. 
His  sallow  jaw-bones  sink  with  wasting  moan ; 
Whilst  other  beds  are  down,  his  pillows  stone. 

BiL  Malevole! 

Mai  Elder  of  Israel,  thou  honest  defect  of 
wicked  nature  and  obstinate  ignorance,  when  did 
thy  wife  let  thee  lie  with  her? 

BiL  I  am  gomg  ambassador  to  Florence. 


MaL  Ambassador !  NoW,  for  thy  country's  ho- 
nour, pr'ythee  do  not  put  up  mutton  and  por- 
ridge m  thy  cloak-bag.    Thy  young  lady  wife 
goes  to  Florence  with  thee  too,  does  she  not? 
BiL  No,  I  leave  her  at  the  palace. 
MaU  At  the  palace!   Now  discretion  shield 
man ;  for  God's  love  let's  ha*  no  more  cuckolds  ! 
Hymen  begins  to  put  off  his  saffron  robe ;  keep 
thy  wife  in  the  state  of  grace.    Heart-e-truth,  1 
would  sooner  leave  my  lady  singled  in  a  Bordello, 
than  in  the  Genoa  palace;  sin  there  appearing 
in  her  sluttish  shape. 
Would  soon  grow  loathsome,  even  to  blushes 

sense, 
Surfeit  woijld  choke  intemperate  appetite. 
Make  the  soul  scent  the  rotten  breath  of  lust. 
When  in  an  Italian  lascivious  palace,  a  lady 

guardianless, 
Left  to  the  push  of  all  allurement. 
The  strongest  incitements  to  immodesty, 
To  have  her  bound  incensed  with  wanton  sweets, ' 
Her  veins  filled  high  with  heating  delicates ; 
Soft  rest,  sweet  music,  amorous  masquerers, 
Lascivious  banquets,  sin  itself  gilt  o'er ; 
Strong  phantasy  tricking  up  strange  delights. 
Presenting  it  dressed  pleasingly  to  sense, 
Sense  leading  it  unto  the  soul,  confirmed 
With  potent  example,  impudent  custom. 
Enticed  by  that  great  bawd  opportunity : 
Thus  being  prepared,  clap  to  her  easj^  ear 
Youth  in  good  clothes,  well  shaped,  rich. 
Fair-spoken,  promising,  noble,  ardent  blood, 
Fair,  witty,  flattering;  Ulysses  absent, 
O  Ithacan !  the  chastest  reneuelope  cannot  hold 

out. 
Bil  'Mass,  I'll  think  on't.    Farewell. 

\Exit  Bf  LTOSo. 
MaL  Farewell.     Take  thy  wife  with  theie. 

Farewell. — 
To  Florence !  um :  it  may  prove  good ;  it  may^ 
And  we  may  once  unmask  our  brows^ 

SCENE  m. 
Enter  Count  Celso. 

CeL  My  honoured  lord  I 

MaL  Celso,  peace ;  how  is't  ?  speak  low, 
Pale  fears  suSpect  that  hedges,  walls,  and  trees, 
Have  ears :  speak,  how  runs  all  ? 

CeL  I'faith,  my  lord^  that  beast  with  many 
beads, 
The  staggering  multitude,  recoils  ^pace. 
Though,  thorougli  great  men's  envy,  most  men's 

malice. 
Their  ihuch  intemperate  heat  hath  banished  you, 
Yet  now  they  find  envy  and  malice  ne'er 


'^  Barb  thefitHd^-^u  e.  mow  M.    See  Note  on  CorioUmuSf  A.  3.  S.  t.  edit.  1T78.    S, 
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Produce  faint  reformation. 
Tlie  duke,  the  too  soft  duke,  lies  as  a  block. 
For  which  two  tugging  factions  seem  to  saw. 
But  still  the  iron  through  the  ribs  they  draw. 

Mai,  I  tell  thee,  Celso,  I  have  ever  found 
Thy  breast  most  far  from  shifting  cowardice 
And  fearful  baseness ;  therefore  1  tell  thee,  Celso, 
I  find  the  wind  begins  to  come  about, 
I'll  shift  ro^  suit  of  fortune.    I  know  the  Floren- 
tine, whose  only  force. 
By  manuring  his  proud  daughter  to  this  prince, 
Both  banished  me,  and  made  this  weak  lord,  duke, 
Will  now  forsake  them  all,  be  sure  he  will : 
111  lie  in  ambush  for  conveniency. 
Upon  their  severance  to  confirm  myself. 

CeA  Is.  Ferneze  interred  ? 

MaL  Of  that  at  leisure : — he  lives. 

CeL  But  how  stands  Mendozo  ?  how  is*t  with 
him? 

MaL  Faith  like  a  pair  of  snuffers,  snibs  filth  in 
other  men,  and  retains  it  in  himself. 

Cel,  He  does  fly  from  public  notice  methinks, 
as  a  hare  does  from  hounds,  the  fee(  whereon  he 
flies  betray  him. 

Mai.  I  can  track  him,  Celso. 
O  my  disguise  fools  him  most  powerfully ; 
For  that  I  seem  a  desperate  malcontent. 
He  fain  would  clasp  with  me  ;  he  is  the  true  slave 
That  will  put  on  the  most  afl^cted  grace, 
For  some  veiled  second  cause. 

"EnUr  Menpozo, 

Ctl  He[8  here. 

Mai,  Give  place. 
Dlo  !  ho,  ho,  ho,  art  there,  old  true-penny  ?  '^ 

\Ex'it  Celso. 
Where  hast  thou  spent  thyself  this  morning  ?  I 
see  flattery  in  thine  eyes,  and  damnation  in  thy 
aoul.    Ha,  thou  huge  rascal ! 

Men,  Thou  art  very  merry, 

Mai,  Asa  schoIar,^ft{eiif  (^atit.  How  doth 
the  devil  go  with  thee  now? 

Men,  Malevole,  diou  art  an  arrant  knave. 

MaL  Who  I  ?  I  have  been  a  sergeant  man. 

Men,  Thou  art  very  poor. 

MaL  As  Job,  an  alcbymist,  or  a  poet, 

Mtn.  The  duke  hateb  thee. 

MaL  As  Irishmen  do  bum-cracks. 

Men,  Thou  hast  lost  his  amity.] 

MaL  As  pleasing  as  maids  lose  their  virginity. 

Men,  Would  thou  wei#  of  a  lusty  spirit,  would 
thou  wert  noble. 

MaL  Wh^  sure  my  blood  gives  me  I  am  noble, 
sure  I  am  of  noble  kind ;  for  I  find  myself  pos- 
sessed with  all  their  qualities, — iove  dogs,  dice, 
^d  drabs  \  scorn  wit  in  stuff  clothes,  have  beat 


my  shoemaker,  knocked  my  semsters,  cuckold  my 
apothecary,  and  midone  my  tailor.  Noble!  why 
not?  since  the  stoick  said,  Neminem  servum  non 
ex  regibus,  neminem  regem  non  ex  tervis  eue  ori' 
undum  ;  only  busy  fortune  towses,  and  the  pro- 
vident chances  blend  them  together.  I'll  give 
you  a  simile :  did  you  ever  see  a  well  with  two 
buckets,  whilst  one  comes  up  full  to  be  emptied, 
another  goes  down  empty  to  be  filled  ?  such  is 
the  state  of  all  humanity.  Why,  look  you,  I  may 
be  the  son  of  some  duke ;  for,  believe  me,  intem- 
perate lascivious  bastardy  makes  nobility  doubt- 
ful.   I  have  a  lusty  daring  heart,  Mendo7X>. 

Men,  Let's  grasp,  I  do  like  thee  infinitely 
wilt  enact  one  thing  for  me  ? 

MaL  Shall  I  get  by  it  ?  \Qvoe*  him  his  Purse 
Command  me,  I  am  thy  slave,  beyond  death  and 

hell. 
Men,  Murther  the  duke. 
Mai.  My  heart's  wish,  my  souPs  desire,  mj' 

fancy's  dream, 
My  blood's  longing,  the  only  height  of  my  hopes : 

how? 

0  God,  how  ?  O  how  my  united  spirits  throng 

together, 
To  strengthen  my  resolve ! 

Men,  The  duke  is  now  a  hunting. 

MaL  Excellent,  admirable,  as  the  devil  would 
have  it ;  lend  me,  lend  me,  rapier,  pbtol,  cross- 
bow ; — so,  so,  m  do  it 

Men,  Then  we  agree. 

MaL  As  lent  and  fishmongers.    Come,  cap-o* 
pie,  how  ?  inform. 

Men,  Know  that  this  weak-brained  duke,  who 
only  stands 
On  Florence  stilts,  hath  out  of  witless  zeal 
Made  me  his  heir ;  and  secretly  confirmed 
The  wreath  to  me  after  his  life  s  full  point 

MaL  Upon  what  merit? 

Men,  Merit !  by  heaven  I  horn  him ; 
Only  Ferneze's  death  gave  me  state's  life. 
Tut^  we  are  politic,  he  must  not  live  now. 

MaL  No  reason,  marry :  but  how  must  he  die 
now? 

Men.  My  utmost  project  is  to  murder  the 
duke,  that  I  mi^ht  have  his  state,  because  he 
makes  me  his  heir;  to  banish  the  duchess,  that  I 
might  be  rid  of  a  cunning  l4UX!demonian,  because 

1  know  Florence  will  forsake  her;  and  then  to 
marry  Maria,  the  banished  Duke  Altofrunt's 
tvife,  that  her  friends  might  strengthen  me  and 
fay  faction :  this  is  all,  la. 

MaL  Do  you  love  Maria  ? 

Mpn,  Faith,  no  great  aflSsction,  but  as  wise 
men  do  love  great  women,  to  ennoble  their  blood, 
and  augment  their  revenue.  To  accomplish  this 
now :  Thus  now^ — the  duke  is  in  the  forest  QCU 


f^  lUof  ho^  ho,  hOf  art  there,  o14  trwyennsff^Set  UamUi. 
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tbe  sea,  sii^le  bim,  kill  him,  bnri  him  in  the 
Bain,  and  prodaim  thou  sawest  wolyes  eat  him. 

MaL  U11I9  not  so  good  :  methinks  when  he  is 
slaipy 
To  get  aoine  hypocrite,  some  dangerous  wretch, 
That's  muffled,  or  with  feigned  holiness 
To  swear  he  heard  the  duke,  on  some  steep  cliff, 
Lsmenc  his  wife's  dishonour,  and  in  an  agony 
Of  his  heart's  torture  hurled  his  groaning  sides 
Into  the  swollen  sea :  this  circumstance, 
Weil  made,  sounds  probable ;  .and  hereupon 
The  duchess - 

Men»  May  well  be  banished : 
O  unpeerable  !  in?ention  rare  ! 
Thou  god  of  policy,  it  honies  me. 

MtU.  Then  fear  not  for  the  wife  of  Altofront, 
111  close  to  her. 

Men,  Thou  shalt,  thou  shalt,  our  excellency  is 
pleased : 
Why  wert  not  thou  an  emperor  ?  when  we  are 

duke, 
m  make  thee  some  great  man  sure. 

MaL  Nay,  make  roe  some  rich  knave,  and  111 
make  myself  some  great  man. 

Jien.  In  thee  be  all  mv  spirit'; 
Retain  leo  souls;  unite  thy  virtual  powers. 
B/BaoHwe;  ha,  remember  greatness.    Heart,  fare- 
well 

Enter  Celso. 

The  fate  of  all  ray  hopes  in  thee  doth  dwell. 

[Exit  McNDOZO. 
MaL  Celso;  didst  hear  ?  O  heaven,  didst  hear 
Such  devilish  mischief?  suflerest  thou  the  world 
Carouse  damnation  even  with  greedy  swallow. 
And  still  dost  wink,  still  doth  thy  vengeance  slum- 
ber? 
'^  If  now  thy  brows  are  clear,  when  will   they 
thundeif !"  [£je«n^ 

SCENE  IV. 

Enter  Pietro  Jacomo,  Ferrardo,  Prepasso, 
and  three  Pages,  Comett  like  Horns, 

Fer.  The  dogs  are  at  a  fault. 

P.  Jac.  Would  God  nothing  but  the  dogs  were 
at  it !  let  the  deer  pursue  safely,  the  dogs  follow 
the  game,  and  do  you  follow  the  dogs ;  as  for  me, 
'tis  unfit  one  beast  should  hunt  another, — I  ha* 
one  cfaaseth  me.  And't  please  you,  I  would  be 
lid  of  you  a  little. 

Fer.  Would  your  grief  woidd  as  soon  leave  you 
as  we  to  quietness. 

[Exeunt  Ferrardo  and  Prepasro. 

P.  Jac,  I  thank  you. — Boy,  what  dost  thou 
dream  of  now  ? 

Page,  Of  a  dry  summer,  my  lord,  for  here's  a 
hot  world  towards— but,  my  lord,  I  had  a  strange 
dream  last  nieht 

P,  Jac.  What  strange  dream  ? 

Page,  Why  methought  I  pleased  you  with  sing- 
ing; and  then  I  dreamt  you  gave  me  that  short 
•word. 


P.  Jac.  Prettily  begged  !—hold  thee.  Ill  prove 
thy  dream  true ;  ask't. 

Page,  My  duty:  but  still  I  dreamt  on,  my 
lord ;  and  methought,  and't  shall  please  your  eip- 
cellency,  you  would  needs,  out  of  your  royal 
bounty,  give  me  that  jewel  in  your  hat. 

P.  Jac,  Oil,  thou  didst  but  dream,  boy,  do  not 
believe  it :  dreams  prove  not  always  true,  they 
may  hold  in  a  short  sword,  but  not  in  a  jewel. 
But  now,  sir,  you  dreamt  you  had  pleased  me 
with  singing;  make  that  true,  as  I  have  made  the 
other. 

Fage,  Faith,  my  lord,  I  did  but  dream,  and 
dreams  you  say  prove  not  always  true :  they 
may  hold  in  a  good  sword,  but  not  in  a  good 
song.    The  truth  is,  I  ha'  lost  my  voice. 

P,  Jac.  Lost  thy  voice  ?  how  ? 

Po^e.  With  dreaming,  faith ;  but  here's  a  covl* 
pie  of  syrenical  rascals  shalll'enchant  ye.  What 
shall  they  sing,  my  good  lord  ? 

P.  Jac.  Sing  of  the  nature  of  women ;  and 
then  the  song  shall  be  sorely  full  of  varieties, 
old  crotchets,  and  most  sweet  closes ;  it  shall  be 
humorous,  grave,  fantastic,  amorous,  melancho* 
ly,  sprightly,  one  in  all,  and  all  in  one. 

Page,  All  in  one  ? 

P.  Jac.  By'r  lady  too  many ;  sing,  my  speech 
grows  culpable  of  unthrifty  idleness,  sing.    \Soing, 

SCENE  V. 
Enter  Malevole,  with  Crois-baw  and  PistoL 

P.  Jac.  A  so— so — song ;  I  ftm  heavy,  walk 
oS,  1  shall  talk  in  my  sleep ;  walk  off. 

[Exeunt  Pages. 

MaL  Brief,  brief,  who ?  the  duke?  good  hea- 
ven, that  fools  should  stumble  upon  greatness ! 
do  not  sleep,  duke,  give  ye  good-morrow :  you 
must  be  brief,  duke;  I  am  fee  d  to  murther  ttiee  ; 
start  not :  Mendozo,  Mendozo  hired  me ;  here*» 
his  gold,  his  pistol,  cross-bow,  and  sword, — 'tis  alt 
as  nrm  as  earth.  O  fool,  fool,  choked  with  the 
common  maze  of  easy  idiots,  credulity.  Make 
him  thine  heir  I  what,  thy  sworn  murtherer  ? 

P.  Jac,  O,  can  it  be  ? 

MaL  Can? 

P.  Jac.  Discovered  he  not  Fcrneze  ? 

MaL  Yes ;  but  why  ?  but  why  ?  for  Ichre  to 
thee  ?  much,  much, — to  be  revenged  upon  his  ri- 
val, who  had  thrust  his  jaws  awry ;  who,  being 
slaiiT,  supposed  by  thine  own  hands,  defended  by 
his  sword,  made  thee  most  loathsome,  him  most 
gracious  with  thy  loose  princess.  Thou,  closely 
yielding  egress  and  regress  to  her,  mad'st  hin^ 
heir;  whose  hot  unquiet  lust  strait  towzed  thy 
sheets,  and  now  would  seize  thy  state.  Politi- 
cian !  wise  man !  death !  t(>  be  led  to  the  stake 
like  a  bull  by  the  horns  ;  to  make  even  kindness 
cut  a  gentle  throat.  Life  !  why  art  thou  num- 
med  ?  thoH  foggv  duloess !  speak.  lives  not 
more  faith  in  ahome-thrusting  tongue.  thaA  ix^ 
these  fenemi;  tip^tap  courtiers? 
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[Maiisto^. 


Enter  Celso  mtk  a  HermU*s  Gown  and  Beard, 

P.  Jac,  Lord  Malcvole,  if  this  be  true 

Mai.  If?  come,  shade  thee  with  this  disguise. 
If?  thou  shall  handle  it,  he  shall  thank  thee  for 
killing  thyself.    Come,  follow  my  directions,  and 


thou  shalt  see  strange  sleights. 
P.  Jac.  World,  whither  wilt  thou? 
Mai.  Why,  to  the  devil :  come,  the  mora  grows 
late, 
*^  A  stei^ly  quickness  is  the  soul  of  state.'' 

[Exeunt. 


ACT  IV. 


SCENE  I. 


Enter  Maquerelle  knocking  at  the  Lae^t 
Door. 

Mag.  Medam,  roedam,  are  you  stirring,  me- 
dam  ?  if  you  be  stirrings  medaro,  if  I  thought  I 
should  disturb  ye 

Page.  My  lady  is  up,  forsooth. 

Maq,  A  pretty  lioy,  faith;  bow  old  art  thou? 

Page.  I  think  fourteen. 

Maq.  Nay,  and  ve  be  in  ^the  teens ; — arc  ye  a 
gentleman  born?  do  you  know  me?  my  name  is 
Aledani  Maquerelle^  I  lie  in  the  old  Cunny-courL 
Sec  here  the  ladies. 

Enter  Bianca  and  Emilia. 

Bian,  A  fair  day  to  ye,  Maquerelle* 

Em,  Is  the  duchess  up  yet,  centinel  ^ 

Maq.  O  ladies,  the  most  abominable  mischance ! 
O  dear  ladies,  the  most  piteous  disaster !  Fer- 
neze  was  taken  last  night  in  the  duchess'  chapn- 
ber :  alas !  the  duke  catched  him  and  killed  him, 

Bian.  Was  he  found  in  bed  ? 

Maq.  O,  no;  but  the  villainous  certainty  is, 
the  door  was  not  bolted,  the  tongue-tied  hatch 
held  his  peace :  so  the  naked  truth  is,  be  was 
found  in  his  shirt,  whilst  (,  like  an  arrant  beast, 
lay  in  the  outward  chamber,  heard  nothing;  and 
yet  they  came  by  me  in  the  dark,  ahd  yet  I  felt 
them  not,  like  a  senseless  creature  as  I  was.  O 
beauties,  look  to  your  ^^  busk  points,  if  not  chastly, 
yet  charily :  l>e  sure  the  door  be  bolted.  Is  your 
lord  f^one  to  Florence  ? 

Bian.  Y^s,  Maquerelle. 

Maq.  I  hope  you'll  find  the  discretion  ti>  pur- 
chase a  fresh  gown  'fore  his  return.  Now,  by  my 
troth,  beauties,  I  would  ha*  ye  once  wise:  he 
lores  ye  ?  pish !  he  is  witty  ?  bubble  !  fair  propor- 
tioned ?  m^aw  !  nob(y  born  ?  wind !  Let  this  be 
still  your  fixed  position,  esteem  ye  every  man  ac- 
cording to  his  good  gifts,  and  so  ye  shall  ever  re- 
main most  dear,  and  most  worthy  to  be  most 
dear,  ladies. 

Em.  Is  the  duke  returned  from  bunting  yet  ? 

Maq.  They  say  not  yet. 

Bian,  Tis  now  in  midst  of  day.  ' 


Em-  How  bears  the  duchess  with  this  blemisii 
now? 

Maq.  Faith,  boldly;  strongly  defies  defame,  as 
one  that  has  a  duke  to  her  father.  And  there's 
a  note  to  you  :  be  sure  of  a  stout  friend  in  a  cor* 
ner,  that  may  always  awe  your  husband.  Mark 
the  'haviour  of  the  duchess  now :  she  dares  de- 
fame ;  cries,  Duke,  dg  what  thou  can*st,  1*11  quit 
mine  honour :  nay,  as  one  confirmed  in  her  own 
virtue  against  ten  thousand  mouths  that  mutter 
her  disgrace,  she's  presently  for  dances. 

Enter  FERRARoa 

Bian,  For  dances ! 

Maq.  Most  true. 

Em,  Most  strange?  see,  here's  my  servant, 
young  Ferrardo.  How  many  servants  tbink'st 
thou  /  have,  Maquerelle  ? 

Maq.  The  more  the  merrier :  'twas  well  said, 
use  your  servants  as  you  do  your  smocks;  have 
many,  use  one,  and  change  often ;  for  that's  roost 
sweet  and  courtlike. 

Fer.  Save  ye,  fair  ladies ;  is  the  duke  returned  ? 

Bian.  Sweet  sir,  no  voice  of  him  as  yet  in 
court. 

Fer.  Tis  very  strange  ! 

Bian.  And  faiow  like  you  my  servant,  Maque- 
relle ? 

3iaq,  I  think  he  could  hardly  draw  Ulysses' 
bow ;  but  by  my  fidelity,  were  his  nose  narrower, 
his  eyes  broader,  his  hands  thinner,  his  lips  thicker, 
his  legs  bigger,  his  feet  lesser,  his  hair  blacker, 
and  his  teetn  whiter,  he  were  a  tolerable  sweet 
youth,  'faith.  And  he  will  come  to  my  chamber, 
I  will  read  him  the  fortune  of  his  beard. 

[Comets  Sound. 

Fer.  Not  yet  returned  ?  I  fear — but 
The  duchess  approacbeth. 

SCENE  II. 

Enter  ^lmwxm supporting  the  Duchess:  Gvlr- 
RiNO :  the  Ladies  that  are  on  the  Stage  riuz 
Ferrardo  ujAeritn  the  Duchess,  and  then  takes 
a  Ladjf  to^*  tread  a  measure. 

Aur.  We  will  dance ;  music ;  we  will  daqcew 


'7  Busk'points.^^The  hu»k  is  a  slip  of  wood,  or  metal,  used  for  stifrening  the  front  part  of  a  womanV 
stavi. 
^*  Tr$ad  a  measure^Ste  Note  3^  to  JUxandsr  and  Campatpe,  Vol.  I.  p.  150. 
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Guar.  Ze9  ftfa»l«(lady)  j^enMt  Uen^puia  fiegh, 
or  Bimtro^s  bniwL 

Aur.  We  have  forgot ''  the  bmwL 

i>«r.  So  «4M>B  ?  'tis  wonder. 

G««r.  Why,  'tii  but  two  singles  oo  the  left,  two 
QO  the  right,  three  doubles  forward,  a  traverse 
sf  six  rouud  :  do  this  twioe,  three  singles  side, 
fsUiara  mdk  of  twenty,  curraoto  pace ;  a  figure 
M  eif^t,  three  singles  broken  down,  came  up, 
•eet  t«PO  doubles,  fall  back,  and  then  honour 

Jarr.  O,  Dedalus !  thy  maaey  I  have  quite  fbr- 

Mmq.  Trust  me,  so  have  If  saving  the  falliog 
techy  vftd  then  honour. 

Enter  Peepasso: 

Jur.  MusiCy  music ! 

Pk^ep.  Who  taw  the  duke  ?  the  duke  ? 

Enter  Equato. 

Attr.  Music! 

Prep.  The  duke !  b  the  duke  returned? 

Aur,  Music! 

Enter  Celso. 

CeL  The  duke  is  quite  invisible,  or  else  is  not 
Amr,  We  are  not  pleased  with  your  intnuiun 

opoo  our  private  retirement ;  we  are  not  pleased : 

joa  have  forgot  yourselves. 

Enter  a  Page, 

Cel.  Boy,  thy  master  ?  where*s  the  duke  ? 
^  Page.  Alas !  I  left  him  burying  the  earth  with 
his  spread  joyless  limbs:  he  told  mc  he  was 
hravy,  would  sleep;  bid  me  walk  off,  for  the 
strenjgth  of  fantasy  oft  made  him  talk  in  his 
dreams.  I  strait  obeyed,  nor  ever  saw  him  since : 
but  whereM)ever  he  is,  he's  sad. 
Amr,  Muiicy  sound  high,  as  is  our  heart; 
high. 


SCENE  in. 

EtUmr  Mal£Tole,  and  Pi  trao  Jacomo  disguUed 
Uke  an  Hermit. 

MaL  The  duke?  peace^  the  duke  is  dead« 

Aur,  Music ! 

MaL  rs*t  music? 

Men.  Give  proof. 

Fer.  How? 

CeL  Where? 

Prep   When? 

MaL  Best  in  peace,  as  the  duke  does  quietly, 
sir;  for  my  own  part,  I  beheld  him  but  deadf; 
that's  all :  marry,  here's  one  can  give  you  a  more 
particular  accouut  of  him. 

Men.  Speak,  lioly  father,  nor  let  any  brow 
within  this  preseuce  fright  thee  from  the  truth : 
speak  confidently  and  freely. 

Aur.  We  attend. 

P.  Joe.  Now  liad  the  mounting  sun's  all-ripen- 
ing wings 
S^ept  the  cold  sweat  of  night  from  earth*s  dank 

breast, 
When  I,  whom  men  call  Hermit  of  the  rock, 
Forsook  my  cell,  and  clambered  up  a  cliff. 
Against  whose  base  the  heady  Neptune  dashed 
His  high-curUsd  brows;  thera 'twas  1  eased  my 

limbs : 
When  lo !  my  intrails  melted  with  the  moap 
Sone  one,  who  far  ^bove  me  was  climbed,  did 

make 
I  shall  offend. 

Men.  Not 

Aur.  On.  ^ 

P.  Jac.  Methinks  I  hear  him  yet— O  female 
faith! 
Go  sow  the  ingrateful  sand,  and  love  a  wom^ui : 
And  do  I  live  to  be  the  scoff  of  men? 


^  The  hrawl^The  name  of  this  dance  is  introduced  by  Mr  Gray,  in  his  Long  Story;  and  bit  Biographer 
Mr  Mas<m  says,  that  **  brawls  were  a  sort  of  figure^daoce,  then  (i  e.  in  Queen  Elizabeth's  time)  in  vogue, 
aad  probably  deemed  as  elegant  as  our  modern  cotillions,  or  still  more  modem  quadrdlee."*  Sir  John 
Hawkins,  hi  hb  Hiatory  of  Music^  Vol.  [I.  p.  133.  observes,  '^  A  liUle  farther  he  (>ir  John  Elyol)  speaks 
•f  a  dance  ealled  the  hromUy  by  which  he  would  have  his  reader  understand  a  kind  of  dancioi;,  the  mo- 
tiooB  and  gesticulations  whereof,  are  calculated  to  express  something  like  altercation  between  the  parties. 
Whether  this  term  has  any  relation  to  that  of  the  BrunsU  of  Poitiers,  which  occors  In  Morley's  Infroduc- 
tiOB,  may  be  a  matter  of  some  question.  Minsbieu  and  Skinner  derive  it  from  the  verb  branakr,  vibran^ 
to  brandish ;  the  former  explains  the  word  Sarnie,  by  saying  it  is  a  kind  of  dance.  'Pbillip»  is  ssore  paiw 
ticiilar,  calling  it  a  kind  of  dance  in  which  several  persons  danced  together  in  a  ring,  holding  one  another 
by  (he  hand."  This  dance  is  often  montinned,  but  in  no  writer  described  so  accurately  as  in  the  text. 
Thos,  in  Jacke  Drams -StU^rtamment, 4«1«,  «tgn.  ii  4 : 

'*  What,  gallants,  have  you  ne  er  a  Page  can  entertaine 
Tbb  pleasing  time  with  sottie  French  brawte  or  soag  }** 

i>aseoigBe*8  Works,  p.  fi89  :  **  Agalne  the  viols  called  them  forthwards,'  and  againe  at  the  end  of  the 
said  ^ault  Ferdinando  Jeron  to  thi^  gentlewoman.*' 

Erasmus's  Praue  of  Polity  1549,  Sign.  -E  :  **  Desyrehym  to  take  hands  in  a  braUti  ye  wiU  sale  «ca»ill 
daaoceth." 

See  abo  the  Notes  of  Mr  Steevens  and  Mr  ToUet  to  Lovt't  Labour  Lo$t,  A.  f .  8. 1, 
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To  be  the  v^ittol  cuckold,  even  to  hug  mj  poi- 
son? 
Thou  knowest,  O  troth ! 

Sooner  hard  steel  will  melt  with  southern  winds, 
A  scamao's  whistle  calro  the  ocean, 
A  town  on  fire  be  extinct  with  tears. 
Than  women  vowed  to  blushless  impudence, 
With  sweet  behaviour  and  soft  ^  miniouing, 
Will  turn  from  that  where  appetite  is  fixed. 

0  powerful  blood  !  how  thou  dost  slave  their 

souls! 

1  washed  an  Ethiope,  who,  for  recompence, 
Sullied  my  name  :  and  must  I  then  be  forced 
To  walk,  to  live  thus  black  ?  roust !  must !  fie, 
He  that  can  bear  with  must,  he  cannot  die. 
With  that  he  sighed  so  passionately  deep, 

That  the  dull  air  even  eroaned  :  at  last  he  cries, 
Sink  shame  in  teas,  sink  deep  enough :  so  dies. 
For  then  I  viewed  his  body  fall,  and  sowse 
Into  the  foamy  main.    O  then  I  saw 
That  which  roethinks  I  see ;  it  was  the  duke,^ 
Whom  strait  the  nicer-stomached  sea 
Belched  up :  but  then 

Mai  Then  came  I  iu ;  but,  'las !  all  was  loo 
late, 
For  even  strait  he  sunk. 

P.  Jac.  Such  was  the  duke's  sad  fate. 

CeL  A  better  fortune  to  our  duke  Mendozo. 

Omne$,  Mendozo  !  [Comets  Jlaumh, 

Enter  a  Guard. 

MeiUr  A  guard !  a  guard !  We,  full  of  hearty 
tears. 
For  our  good  father's  loss, 
(For  so  we  well  may  call  him, 
Who  did  beseech  your  loves  for  our  succession,) 
Cannot  so  lightly  over-jump  his  death. 
As  leave  his  woes  revengeless.  Woman  of  shame, 

[Tb  Aurelia. 
We  banish  thee  fbr  ever  to  the  place^ 
From  whence  this  good  man  comes ; 
Nor  permit,  on  death,  unto  thy  body  any  orna- 
ment. 
But,  base  as  was  thy  life,  depart  away. 
Aur.  Ungrateful! 
Men,  Away  \ 
Aur,  Villam  \  hear  me. — 

[pREPASso  and  GuERRmo  had  awmf  the 
Duchess, 

Men,  Begone. My  lords. 

Address  to  public  counsel,  'tis  most  fit^ 
The  train  of  fortune  is  borne  up  by  wit; 


Away,  our  presence  shall  be  sudden :  haste. 

[All  depart  saving  Mendozo,  Malevoi^CT^ 
an^PiETRO. 
Malp  Now,  you  egregious  devil  !  ha,  ye  inur* 
dering  politican !   how  do'st,  duke  ?  how  do's« 
look  now  ?  brave  duke,  i'faith. 
Men,  How^did  you  kill  him  ^ 
Male,  ^'  Slatted  his  brains  out,  then  sowsed 
him  iu  the  briny  sea. 

Men.  Brained  him  and  drowned  him- too  ^ 
MaL  O  'twas  best,  sure  work  : 
"  For  he  that  strikes  a  great  man,  let  him  strike 
home,  or  else  ware,  he*ll  prove  no  man  ;  shoulder 
not  a  huge  fellow,  unless  you  may  be  sure  t»  lay 
him  in  the  kennel." 

Men,  A  most  sound  brain-pan  ! 
I'll  make  you  both  emperors. 

MaL  Make  us  christians,  make  us  christians-* 
Men,  I'll  hoist  ye,  ye  shall  raounu 
Mat,  To  the  gallows,  say  he  ?  Come,  Pramium 
incertum  petit  certum  scelus.    How  stands  the 
progress  I 

Men,  Here,  take  my  ring  into  the  citadel, 
Have  entrance  to  Maria,  the  grave  duchess 
Of  banished  Altofront.    Tell  her,  we  love  her : 
Omit  no  circumstance  to  grace  our  person ;  db't. 
Mai,  I'll  make  an  excellent   pander :   duke, 
farewell;  'dieu,  adieu,  duke.    [EjrtY  Malevole.^ 
Men,  Take  Maquerelle  with  thee ;   for  'tis 
found 
None  cuts  a  diamond  but  a  diamond. 
Hermit,  thou  art  a  man  for  me,  my  confessor  v 
O  thoy  selected  spirit,  bom  for  my  good  ; 
Sure  thoQ  would'st  make  an  excellent  elder  in  ar 

deformed  church. 
Come,  we  must  be  ^^  inward,  thou  and  I  all  one. 
P.  Jac,  I  am  glad  I  was  ordained  for  y^. 
Men.  Go  to  then  ;  thou  must  know  that  Male- 
vole  is  a  strange  villain :  dangerous,  very  dan- 
gerous ;  you  see  how  broad  he  sfieaks,  a  gross-' 
jawed  rogue,  I  would  have  thee  poison  him : 
he  s  like  a  corn  upon  my  great  toe,  I  cannot  go 
for  him :  he  must  be  cored  out,  he  must.  Will 
do't,  ha  ? . 

P.  Jac,  Any  thing,  any  thing. 
Men.  Heart  of  my  life !  thus  then :  to  the 
citadel, 
Thou  shalt  consort  with  this  Malevole, 
There  being  at  supper,  poison  him : 
It  shall  be  laid  upon  Maria,  who  yields  love,  or 

dies: 
^^  Skud  quick,  like  lightning. 


**  Winioning'^x,  e.  being  treated  as  a  minion^  or  darlhig.     8. 

^'  Slatted-^l,  e.  dashed  bu  brains  out.    It  is  a  North-country  word*    8ce  Ray*s  Collection  of  EnMi/ 
Words,  p.  54.  edit,  \l4fi. 

**  /nwffrd— See  Note  to  The  Spanish  Tragedy,  Vol.  L  p.  514. 
♦J  Skud  fuick,  &c.— The  first  edition  reads, 

<<  Skud  quick. 

P.  Jac.  "  Like  lig htning.    Good  deeds  crawl,  but  mischief  flies*'* 
ft 
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P.  Joe.  Good  deeds  crawl,  i)at  mischief  flies. 

\ExH  PlETRO. 

'Enttr  Malevole. 

MnL  Toor  derilship's  ring  has  no  Tirtue ;  the 
lMiff<»p  tain,  the  saJ  low  WestpbaIian,ganion-faced 
Bza,  criesy  Stand  oat,  must  have  a  stifTer  warrant, 
«r  no  pass  into  the  castle  of  comfort 

Men.  Command  our  sadden  letter. — Not  enter? 
d>^  :  what  place  is  there  in  Genoa  hat  thou 
shalt  P  into  my  heart,  into  my  very  heart :  come, 
lec*s  love;  we  must  lore;  we  two,  soul  and 
body. 

Mai,  How  did'st  like  the  Hermit  ?  a  strange 
Hermit,  sirrah. 

Men,  A  dangerous  fellow,  very  perilous:  he 
SQSt  die. 

MaL  Ay,  he  must  die. 

Men.  lliou  must  kill  him.  We  are  wise ;  we 
must  be  wise. 

MaL  And  provident 

Men.  Yes,  provident :  beware  an  hypocrite. 
A  diurcb-man  once  corrupted,  ah  !  avoid. 
A  fellow  that  makes  Religion  his  ^  stalking  horse, 
ife  breetls  a  plague :  thou  shalt  poison  him. 

Mai.  O  !  *tis  wond'rous  necessary :  how  ? 

Men.  You  both  go  jointly  to  the  citadel, 
There  sap,  there  poison  him :  and  Maria, 
Because  she  is  our  opposite,  shall  bear 
Tbe  sad  suspect,  on  which  she  dies,  or  loves  us. 

MaL  I  run.  {£nY  Malevole. 

Men,  We  that  are  great,  our  sole  self-good 
still  moves  us. 
They  shbll  die  both,  for  their  deserts  crave  more 
Than  we  can  recompence ;  their  presence  still 
Upbraids  our  fortunes  with  ^  benoldingness, 
Which   we  abhor;  like  deed,  not  doer:, then 

conclude. 
They  live  not,  to  cnr  out,  ingratitude. 
^  One  stick  boms  rother,  steel  cut  steel  alone : 
Tb  gocxl  trust  few,  but  O,  'tis  best  trust  none.'' 

[£xt<  Mendozo. 

SCENE  IV. 

Eader  Malevole  and  Pietro  Jacomo  tiiU  dii- 
guisedf  at  several  Doort. 

MaL  How  do  you  ?  how  dost,  duke? 

P.  Jac  O  let  the  last  day  fall ;  drop,  drop  on 
our  cursed  heads; 
let  heaven  unclasp  itself,  vomit  forth  flames ! 

MaL  O  do  not  rant,  do  not  turn  player;  there's 
more  of  thera  than  can  well  live  one  by  another 
already. 
What,  art  thou  infidel  sdll  i 


P.  Joe,  I  am  tmiazed ;  struck  In  a  swoon  with 
wonder:  I  am  commanded  to  poison  thee. 

MaL  I  am  commanded  to  poison  thee  at  supper, 

P.  Jac.  At  supper? 

MaL  In  the  citadel. 

P.  Jac,  In  the  citadel  ? 

MaL  Cross  capers !  tricks  !  truth,  a  heaven  1 
he  would  discharge  us  as  boys  do  elder-guns,  one 
pellet  to  strike  out  another :  of  what  faith  art 
now  ? 

P.  Jac,  All  is  damnation;  wickedness  ex- 
treme !  there  is  no  faith  in  man. 

Men.  In  none  but  usurers  and  lirokers ;  they 
deceive  no  man :  men  take  'em  for  blood-suckers, 
and  so  they  are :  now  God  deliver  me  from  my 
friends ! 

P.  Jac,  Thy  friends? 

MaL  Yes,  from  my  friends,  for  from  mine 
enemies  Fll  deliver  myself.  O,  cut-throat  friend- 
ship is  the  rankest  villainy  !  Mark  this  Mendozo; 
mark  him  for  a  villain :  But  heaven  will  send  a 
plague  upon  him  for  a  rogue. 

P.  Jac.  O  worid  ! 

MaL  World !  'tis  thp  only  region  of  death,  £he 
greatest  shop  of  the  devil ;  the  cruellest  prison  of 
men,  out  ot  ttie  whicn  none  pass  without  paying 
their  dearest  breath  for  a  fee :  there's  nothing 
perfect  in  it  but  extreme,  extreme  calamity,  such 
as  comes  yonder, 

SCENE  V. 

Enter  Auhelia,  tv>o  Halberts  before  and  two  of* 
icTy  supported  by  Ceuso  and  Ferrabdo;  Aurb- 
XI A  til  base  fnouming  attire, 

Anr,  To  banishment !  led  on  to  banishment  ! 
P.  Jac.  Lady,  the  blessedness  of  repentance 

to  you. 
Aur,  Why?  why?  I  can  desire  nothii^  but 

death. 
Nor  deserve  any  thing  but  hell. 
If  heaven  should  give  sufficiency  of  grace 
To  clear  my  soul,  it  would  make  heaven  grac^ 

less^ 
My  sins  would  make  the  stodc  of  mercy  poor ; 
0  they  would  ^  tire  heaven's  goodness  to  reclaim 

them ! 
Judgment  is  just  yet, — for  that  vast  villain. 
Be  sure  he  shall  not  miss  sad  punishment 
'Fore  he  shall  rule !  On  to  my  cell  of  shame. 
P.  Jac,  My  cell  'tis,  lady ;  where,  instead  of 

maucs, 
Mnsic,  tilts,  toumies,  and  such  court-like  shows^ 
The  hollow  murmur  of  the  checkless  winds 
Shall  groan  again ;  whilst  the  unquiet  sea 


^  StaOang  horse-^Tke  stalking  horse  was  one  either  real  or  fictitious,  by  which  the  fowler  ancieoOy 
flidtered  himself  from  tbe  sight  of  tbe  game.  See  Jdr  Steevens*8  Note  on  Much  ado  abwt  Nothiag,  A.  S.  8. 3» 
6'  BehoUlingness^Thit  State  of  being  betaol<)BD«    A  harph  wont    $• 
^  Jira^l  lie  first  edition  reads  ff^y. 
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Shakes  the  whole  rock  with  foamy  battery. 
There  usherless  the  air  comes  in  and  out ; 
The  rheumy  vault  will  force  your  eyes  to  weep, 
Whilst  you  behold  true  desolation. 
A  rocky  barrenness  shall  ^^  pierce  your  eyes, 
Where  all  at  once  one  reaches  where  he  stands. 
With  brows  the  roof,  both  walls  with  both  his 
hands. 

Aur,  It  is  too  good.  Blessed  spirit  of  my  lord ! 
O  in  what  orb  soe'er  thy  soul  is  throned, 
Behold  rae  worthily  most  miserable  ! 
O  let  the  anguish  of  my  contrite  spirit 
Intre^t  some  reconciliation  : 
If  not,  O  joy,  triumph  in  my  just  g^ef. 
Death  is  the  end  of  woe,  and  tears  relief, 

P.  Jac,  Belike  your  lord  not  loved  yon,  was 
unkind. 

Avr,  O-  heaven ! 
As  the  soul  loved  the  body,  so  loved  he  : 
Twas  death  to  him  to  part  my  presence, 
Heaven  to  see  me  pleased. 
Yet  I,  like  to  a  wretch  given  o'er  to  hell, 
Brake,  all  the  sacred  rites  of  marriage. 
To  clip  a  base  ungentle  faithless  villain. 

O  God  I  a  very  F^gan  reprobate 

What  should  i  say?  ungrateful,  throws  me  out. 
For  whom  I  lost  soul,  body,  fame,  aiid  honour. 
But  *tis  most  fit :  why  sh<mld  a  better  fate 
Attend  on  any  who  forsake  chaste  sheets, 
Fly  the  e^lbrace  of  a  devoted  heart, 
Jomed  by  a  solemn  vow  Yore  God  and  maq, 
To  taste  the  brakish  blood  of  beastly  lust, 
In  aa  adulterous  touch  ?  O  nwenous  immodesty ! 
Insatiate  impvdence  of  appetite ! 
Luok  here's  your  end,  for  mark  what  sap  in  dust. 
What  good  in  sin,  even  so  mucfi  love  in  lust. , 
Joy  to  thy  ghost,  swef  t  lord  ;  pardon  to  me  !* 

Cel.  *Tis  the  duke's  pleasure  this  night  you  rest 
in  court 

Aur.  Soul  lurk  in  shades,  rup  shame  from 
brightsome  skies ; 
Jn  night  the  blind  man  misseth  not  his  eyes. 

Mai  Do  not  weep,  kind  cuckold ;  take  com- 
fort, roan ;  thy  br.ners  have  been  Bfccoes :  Aga- 
memnon, emperor  of  all  the  merry  Greeks,  that 
tick  led  al  I  the  i  rue  Trojans,  was  a  Cornuto.  Prince 
Arthur,  that  cut  off  twelve  kinds'  beards,  was  a 
Cornuto.  Hercules,  whose  back  bore  up  heaven, 
and  got  forty  wenches  with  child  in  one  night — 

P.  Jac.  Nay,  'twas  fifty. 

Mat.  Faith,  forty's  enow  a-conscience ; — yet 
was  a  Cornuto.  Patienp^ ;  mischief  grows  proud ; 
be  wise. 

P.  Jac  Thou  pinchest  too  deep :  art  too  keen 
lipin  me. 


Mak  Tut,  a  pitiful  surgeon  makes  a  daageroos 
sore.  Til  ^*  tent  thee  to  the  ground.  Thinkest 
rU  sustain  myself  by  flattering  thee,  because  thou 
art  a  prince  ?  1  had  rather  follow  a  drunkard,  and 
live  by  licking  up  his  vomit,  than  by  servile  ^C* 
tery. 

JP,  Jac  Yet  great  men  ha'  done't. 

MaL  Great  slaves  fear  better  than  love ;  bom 
naturally  ^  for  a  coal  basket;  though  the  com- 
mon usher  to  princes  presence,  fortune,  bad 
blindly  given  them  better  place.  I  am  vowed  to 
be  tl^  iiffliction. 

P.  JaCi  Pr'ythee  be ;  I  love  much  misery,  and 
be  thou  son  to  me. 

Enter  BiLioso. 

Mai.  Because  you  are  an  usurping  duke. 
Your  lordship's  well  returned  from  Florence. 

fro  BiLIOSO. 

BiL  Well  turned,  I  praise  my  horse. 

Mai  What  news  from  the  Florentines  ? 

BiL  I  will  conceal  the  great  duke's  pleasure ; 
only  this  was  his  cliarge  :  his  pleasure  is,  thai  his 
daughter  die ;  duke  Pietro  be  banished  for  banish* 
ing  his  blood's  dishonour;  and  that  duke  Alto- 
front  be  re-accepted.  This  is  all;  but  I  hear 
duke  Pietro  is  dead. 

Mai  Ay,  and  Meadooo  is  duke:  what  will 
you  do  ? 

BU,  Is  Meodozo  strongest  ? 

Mai  Yes  he  is. 

Bfi.  Then  yet  I'll  hold  with  him. 

Mai  But  if  that  Altofront  should  turn  strait 
again? 

Bil  Why  then  I  woald  turn  strait  again. 
Tis  good  ran  still  with  him  that  has  most  might: 
I  had  rather  stand  with  wrong,  tban  fall  with 
right 

Mai  Whet  religion  will  you  be  of  now  ? 

BiL  Of  the  duke's  religion,  when  I  know  what 
it  is. 

Mai  O  Hercules ! 

Bil  Hercules  ?  Hercules  was  the  son  of  Jupiter 
and  Alcmcna. 

Mai  Your  lordship  is  a  very  wit-alJ. 

Bil  Wit-all? 

Mai  Ay,  all-wit. 

Bil  Amphytrio  was  a  evekold. 

MaL  Your  lordship  sweats,  year  vouag  lady 
will  get  you  a  cloth  for  your  old  worship's  brows. 

tExit  BiLioSQ. 
is  is  his  invio- 
lahle  maxim,  flatter  the  greatest,  and  oppress  the 
least.     A  whoreson  flesh-fly,  that  will  stiU 
upon  the  lean  galled  backs.  * 
P.  Jac,  Why  do'st  thou  salute  him? 


^7  Pier ce— The  Arst  edltloB  reads  pofn. 

^  Teftf— -A  tent)  in  Surgery.    So,  hi  Th9  WkUe  Devti^ 

**  Search  my  wound  deeper  t  Un$  it  wlt^  fie  itmA  tftal 
^  Fora  cpal  baik^t^Ste  Kote  16  to  Qrim  the  CoUitr  ofCrtnfdm, 
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MaL  Tiiith,  as  b«wiUg5  to  dwroh,  for  leshion 
eke :  come,  be  not  confounded,  thoo  art  bfOt  ia 
dangler  to  lose  a  dukedom.  Tbink  this ;  this  earth 
is  oaly  :kie  grave  and  golgotha  wherein  all  things 
diat  live  must  rot :  'tis  but  tbe  draught  whereia 
die  heavenlj  bodies  discharge  their  corruption ; 
the  Tcry  muckhiU  oa  which  the  sublunary  orbs 
cast  their  excrements.  Man  is  the  slime  of  this 
dang-pit,  and  princes  are  the  governors  of  these 
Bieo  r  for,  for  our  sotik,  tliey  are  as  free  as  em- 
perora,  all  of  one  piece ;  ''^  tberc^  goes  but  a  pair 
of  sheers  between  an  emperor  and  tlie  son  of  a 
bag-piper;  only  the  dying,  dressing,  pressing, 
glosaini;,  makes  the  dififereaoe.  Now,  what  art 
tboa  like  to  lose  ? 

*^  A  jailor's  office,  to  keep  men  in  bonds, 
Whiist  toil  and  treason  all  life's  good  confounds.** 

P.  Jac,  I  here  renounce  for  ever  regency; 

0  Altofront,  I  wrong  thee  to  supplant  thy  right ; 
To  tfip  thy  heels  up  with  a  devilish  slight. 

For  which  I  now  from  off  thy  throne  am  thrown ; 

I  world's  tricks  abjure ; 
For  vengeance  though't  comes  slow,  yet  it  comes 

sure. 

0 1  am  changed  !  for  here,  'fore  the  dread  powcr^ 
lo  true  contrition,  1  do  dedicate 

My  hreath  to  solitary  holiness^ 


My  Itps  to  prayer,  and  my  breast's  care  shall  be. 
Restoring  Altr>tront  to  regency. 

MaL  Thy  vows  arc  heard,  and  we  accept  thy 
fai«h.     [M  ALEVoLE  unduguneth  himieif. 

Enter  Ferneze  and  Celso. 

Banish  amiiEemeiit:  come,  we  four  mast  stand 
full  shock  of  fortune ;  be  not  so  wonder-stricken. 

P.  Jic.  Doth  Ferneze  live  ? 

Fer.  For  your  pardon. 

P.  Jac.  Pardon  and  love ;  give  leave  to  recol* 
lect 
My  thoughts,  dispersed  in  wild  astimishment : 
My  vows  stand  fixed  in  heavet^  and  from  hence 
I  crave  all  love  ami  pardon. 

MaL  Who  doubts  of  providence. 
That  sees  this  change  ?  a  hearty  fakh  to  all : 
He  needs  must  rise,  that  can  oo  lower  fall. 
For  still  impetuous  vidssitncle 
^'  Towseth  the  world ;  then  let  no  maae  iotnida 
Upoa  your  spirits :  wonder  not  I  rise ; 
For  who  can  sink,  that  close  can  temporise  ? 
The  time  grows  ripe  for  action ;  I'M  detect 
My  privat'st  plot ;  Jest  ignorance  fear  suspect. 
Let's  close  to  counsel,  leave  the  rest  to  fate. 
Mature  discretion  is  the  life  of  state. 

[ExeunL 


ACT  V. 


SCENE  L 

Enter  Bfiioso  and  Passaeello.^ 

BiL  Fod,  bow  do'st  thoo  like  my  calf  in  a  loi^ 
stocking? 

Pas,  An  excellent  calf,  my  lord. 

BiL  This  calf  hath  been  a  reveller  this  twenty 
years.  When  monsieur  Gundi  lay  here  ambassa* 
dor,  I  could  have  carried  a  lady  up  and  down  at 
arm's  end  in  a  platter ;  and  1  can  teU  you,  there 
were  those  at  that  time,  who,  to  try  the  strength 
of  a  man's  back  and  his  arm,  would  be  ^^  ooistePd. 
I  have  measored  calves  with  most  of  the  pahioe, 
and  they  oome  nothing  near  me :  besides,  1  think 
there  be  not  many  arrooars  in  the  arsenal  will  fie 
me,  especially  lor  the  head-pieee.  Til  tell  ^ae*— 

Pas.  Whasroylerd? 


BiL  I  can  cat  stewed  broth  as  it  comes  seething 
off  the  fire ;  or  a  custard,  as  it  comes  reeking  out 
of  the  oven ;  and  I  think  tliere  are  not  many  lords 
can  do  it.  '^  A  good  pomander,  a  little  decayed 
in  the  scent ;  but  six  grains  of  musk,  ground  with 
rose-water,  and  tempered  with  a  little  civet,  shall 
fetch  her  again  presently. 

Pat,  O  ay,  as  a  bawd  with  a^ua  vita. 

BiL  And  what,  dost  thou  rail  upon  the  hulies 
as  thon  wert  wont  ? 

Pot.  I  were  better  roast  a  live  cat,  and  might 
do  it  with  mure  safety.  I  am  as  secret  to  ladies 
as  their  painting;  there's Maquerelle  oldest  bawd, 
and  a  perpetual  beggar.  Did  you  never  know  of 
ber  trick  to  be  known  in  the  city  ? 

BiL  Never. 

Pa$.  Why  she  gets  all  the  fnctnre^Aakers  to 
draw  her  pictare ;  when  they  have  done,  she  most 


'^  There  goes  hut  a  pair  of  sheers^  &c. — i.  e.  they  are  both  of  the  same  piece.  The  same  expression  Is 
in  ^Usature  for  Jfotfure,  A.  I .  S.  tf.  See  alio  the  ^otes  of  Mr  Steevens  and  Mr  Malooe  oa  tbe  last-men- 
tioned passage. 

7'  Tomseth — To  toze  Is  to  disentangle  wool  or  flax.  £(ee  the  Notes  of  Mr  Steevens  and  Mr  Id  alone  on 
The  WinUrt  Tate,  A.  4.  8.  3. 

The  first  edition  reads  Looteth. 

^^  Coiiterd — The  meaning  of  this  passage  Is  plain  enoagb  wftbont  an  explanation.  The  word  coUtered 
I  have  not  found  in  any  ancient  writer,  bot  it  seems  to  be  derived  from  the  French  word  cottier,  Incom- 
moder,  faire  delapeine  i  or  perhaps  coiier,  pressor,  exciter.  See  tacombe's  JHcUvwMsire  da  oteux  Ungage 
frmeois,  l76t. 

73  ^^oodfoaumd^r— >SeeIfetc7S  toLlngiMi, 
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courtly  finds  fault  with  them  one  after  another, 
and  never  fetcheth  them ;  they  in  revengieofthisy 
execute  her  in  pictures  as  they  do  in  Germany, 
and  hang  her  in  their  shops ;  by  this  means  is  she 
better  known  to  the  stinkard.%  than  if  she  had 
been  five  times  carted. 

Bil.  'Fore  God,  an  excellent  policy. 
.    Poi.  Are  there  any  revels  to-night,  my  lord? 

BiL  Yes. 

Pas,  Good,  my  lord,  give  me  leave  to  break  a 
fellow's  pate  that  hath  abused  me. 

Bil,  Whose  pate? 

Pat.  Young  Ferrard,  my  lord. 

BiL  Take  heed,  he's  very  valiant;  I  have 
known  him  fight  eight  quarrels  in  five  days,  be- 
lieve it. 

Pat,  O  is  he  so  great  a  quarreller  ?  why  then 
he's  an  arrant  coward. 

BiL  How  prove  you  that  ? 

Pat.  Why  thus ;  He  that  quarrels  seeks  to  fight ; 
and  he  that  seeks  to  fight,  seeks  to  die ;  and  he 
that  seeks  to  die,  seeks  never  to  fight  more ;  and 
he  that  will  quarrel,  and  seeks  means  never  to 
answer  a  man  more,  I  think  he's  a  coward. 

BiL  Thou  canst  prove  any  thing. 

Pat,  Any  thing  nut  a  rich  knave,  for  I  can 
flatter  no  man. 

BiL  Well,  be  not  drunk,  good  fool ;  I  shall  see 
you  anon  in  the  presence.  [Exeunt, 

Enter  Malevole  and  MAQi7ERELL£,.a^  teveral 
doort  oppotite,  tinging. 

MaK  The  Dutchman  for  a  drunkard. 
Maq.  The  Dane  for  golden  lockt, 
Mai  ^^  The  Irithmanfor  mquebaugh, 
Maq.  The  Frenchman  for  the  pox, 
Mai,  O  thou  art  a  blessed  creature !  had  I  a 
modest  woman  to  conceal,  I  would  put  her  to  thy 
custody,  for  no  reasonable  creature  would  ever 
suspect  her  to  be  in  thy  company ;  ha,  thou  art  a 
melodious  Maquerelle;  thou  picture  of  a  woman, 
and  auhstanoe  of  a  beast 

Enter  Passarello. 

Maq,  O  fool,  will  ye  be  ready  anoo  to  go  with 
me  to  the  revels  ?  The  hall  will  be  so  pestered 
anon. 

Pat,  Ay,  as  the  country  is  with  attomiet. 

MaL  What  hast  thou  there,  fool? 

Pat.  Wine ;  I  have  learnt  to  drink  since  I 


went  with  my  lord  ambassador :  111  drink  to  the 
health  of  Madam  Maquerelle. 

MaL  Why,  thou  wast  wont  to  rail  upon  her. 

Pat.  Ay,  but  since  I  borrowed  money  of  her, 
I'll  drink  to  her  health  now,  as  gentlemen  visit 

brokers ; 
Or  as  knights  send  venison  to  the  city ; 
Either  to  take  up  more  money,  or  to  procure  long- 
er forbeaiiance. 

Mai,  Give  me  the  bowl ;  I  drink  a  health  to 
Altofront,  our  deposed  duke. 

Pat,  ril  take  it  so ;  now  111  begin  a  health  to 
Madam  Maquerelle. 

MaL  Pugh !  I  will  not  pledge  her. 

Pat.  Why,  I  pledged  your  lord. 

MaL  I  care  not. 

Pat.  Not  pledge  Madam  Maquerelle?  why, 
then,  will  I  spew  up  your  lord  again  with  this 
fool's  finger. 

MaL  Hold,  I'll  take  it. 

Maij,  Now  thou  hast  drank  my  health,  fooj,  I 
am  friends  with  thee. 

Pat.  Ar^art? 
^  When  Grifion  ^'  saw  the  reconciled  quean 

**  Offering  about  his  neck  her  arms  to  cast ; 
**  He  threw  off  sword,  and  heart's  malignant  stream^ 

''  And  her  below  the  lovely  loins  embraced." 
Adieu,  Madam  Maquerelle. 

[Exit  Passa'rello. 

MaL  And  how  dost  thou  thmk  o'this  transfor- 
mation of  state  now  ? 

Maq.  Verily,  very  well ;  for  we  women  always 
note,  the  falling  of  the  one  is  the  rising  of  the 
other.  Some  must  be  fat,  some  must  be  lean, 
some  must  be  fools,  and  some  must  be  lords; 
some  mubt  be  knaves,  and  some  must  be  officers ; 
some  must  be  begsars,  some  must  be  knights ; 
some  must  be  cucKolds,  and  some  must  be  citi- 
zens. As  for  example,  I  have  two  court-dogs, 
the  most  fawning  curs,  the  one  called  Watch,  the 
other  Catch ;  now  I,  like  lad^^  Fortune,  sometimes 
love  this  dog,  sometimes  nuse  that  dog ;  some- 
times favour  Watch,  most  commonly  fancy  Catch; 
Now  that  dog  which  I  favour  I  reed ;  and  he's 
so  ravenous,  that  what  I  give  he  never  chaws  it, 
gulps  it  down  whole,  without  any  relish  of  what 
he  has,  hut  with  a  greedv  expectation  of  what  he 
i^all  have.    The  other  dog,  now, 

Mai.  No  more  doe,  sweet  Maquerelle,  no 
more  dog. — ^And  what  hope  hast  thou  of  the  du< 


74  The  Irithmanfor  utquebattgh-^Tte  Irbb  have  long  been  celebrated  on  account  of  their  foadness  for 
this  liqoor.    Dericke,  hi  The  Image  of  Irelande,  15BI ,  Sign.  F  9,  Ukes  notice  of  it : 

*'  Againe  if  fortane  faanth. 

Or  on  them  chaaoce  to  smile : 
She  fillet  them  then  with  uskebeaghCf 

And  wine  an  otlier  while." 

la  the  margin  he  observes,  that  utkaeaghe  h  aqua  viUt.  See  also  Mr  Malooe's  Note  on  the  Merry  Wivet 
of  Windior,  A.  8  S.  2. 

75  ff^jun  Orifon,  &c«— Grtjfoa  b  one  of  the  heroes  of  Orlando  Furioso,  firom  whence  one  night  inspect 
these  lUics  to  be  takeot    I  do  not,  however^  find  them  there. 
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diess  Maria?  will  she  stoop  to  the  duke's  lure? 
will  she  cooy  think'st? 

Mag.  Let  me  see,  wbere's  the  »gn  now  ?  ha* 
ye  €'er  a  calendar  ?  where's  the  saga  trow  you  ? 

Mai,  Sign  !  why  is  there  any  moment  in  that  ? 

Maq,  O,  believe  me,  a  most  secret  power! 
Look  ye,  a  Chaldean  or  an  Assyrian,  I  am  sure 
'twas  a  most  sweet  Jew,  told  me,  court  any  wo- 
man in  the  right  si^  you  shall  not  miss.  But 
jou  must  take  her  in  the  right  vein,  then ;  as, 
when  the  sign  is  in  Pisces,  a  £hmonger*s  wife  is 
Tery  sociable ;  in  Cancer,  a  physician's  wife  is 
▼ery  flexible;  in  Capricorn,  a  merchant's  wife 
hardly  holds  out;  in  libra,  a  lawyer's  wife  is  ve- 
ry tractable,  especially  if  her  husband  be  at  the 
term ;  only  in  Scorpio  'lis  very  dangerous  med- 
d^ng.  Has  the  duke  sent  any  jewel,  and  rich 
fttones? 

Enter  Captain. 

Mai  Ay,  I  think  those  are  the  best  signs  to 
take  a  kuf^  in*  By  your  favour,  signior,  I  must 
discourse  with  tlie  lady  Maria,  Altofront's  duchess; 
I  must  enter  for  the  duke. 

Capt.  She  here  shall  give  you  interview.  I  re- 
ceived the  guardship  of  Uiis  citadel  from  the  good 
Altofront,  and  for  his  use  I'll  keep  it  till  I  am  of 
no  use. 

MaL  Wilt  thou  ?  O  heavens,  that  a  Christian 
should  be  found  in  a  buffjerkm !  Captain  Con- 
science, I  love  thee,  captain.  [Exit  Captain. 
We  attend ;  and  what  hope  hast  thou  of  the  du- 
chessrs  easiness? 

Maq.  Twill  go  hard  :  She  was  a  cold  creature 
ever ;  she  hated  monkies,  fools,  jesters,  and  gen- 
tlemen-ushers, extremely;  she  had  the  vile  trick 
on't,  not  only  to  be  truly  modestly  honourable  in 
her  own  coascience,  but  she  would  avoid  the  least 
wanton  carnage  that  might  incur  suspect.  As 
God  bless  me,  she  had  almost  brought  bed-press- 
ing out  of  fashion ;  I  could  scarce  get  a  fine  for 
the  lease  of  a  lady's  favour  once  in  a  fortnight. 

MaL  Now,  in  the  name  of  immodesty,  how 
many  maidenheads  hast  thou  brought  to  the 
block? 

Maq.  I«t  me  see :  Heaven  forgive  us  our  mis- 
deeds !— Here's  the  duchess. 

SCENE  11. 

Enter  Maria  and  Captain. 

Mai.  God  bless  thee,  lady. 
Maria.  Out  of  thy  company. 
MaL  We  have  brought  thee  tender  of  a  hus- 
band. 
M(^ria,  t  hope  I  have  one  already. 


Maq,  Nay,  by  mine  honour,  madam,  as  good 
ha'  ne'er  a  husband  as  a  banished  husband ;  he*s 
in  another  world  now.  I  tell  ye,  lady,  I  have 
heard  of  a  sect  that  maintained,  when  the  hus- 
band was  asleep,  the  wife  might  lawfully  enter- 
tain another  man,  for  then  her  husband  was  a» 
dead ;  much  more  when  he  is  banished. 

Maria,  Unhonest  creature ! 

Maq,  Pish,  honesty  is  but  an  art  to  seem  so ! 
Pray  ye,  what's  honesty  ?  what's  constancy  ?  but 
fables  feigned ;  odd  old  fools'  chat,  devised  by 
jealous  fools,  to  wrong  our  liberty. 

MaL  Molly,  he  that  loves  thee  is  a  duke : 
Mendozo;  he  will  maintain  thee  royally,  love  thee 
ardently,  defend  thee  powerfully,  marry  thee 
sumptuously,  and  keep  thee  in  despite  of  Rosi- 
clear,  or  Donzel  del  Phoebo.^^  There's  jewels; 
if  thou  wilt,  so ;  if  uot,  so. 

Maria.  Captain,  for  God's  sake,  save  poor, 
wretchedness 
From  tyranny  of  lustful  insolence ; 
Enforce  me  in  the  deepest  dungeon  dwell. 
Rather  than  here,  here  round  about  is  hell. 
O  ray  dearest  Altofront !  where'er  thou  breathe, 
Let  my  soul  sink  into  the  shades  beneath, 
Before  1  stain  thine  honour !  this  thou  hast : 
And  long  as  1  can  die,  I  will  live  chaste. 

MaL  'Gainst  him  that  can  enforce,  how  vain  is 
strife  ? 

Maria,  Slie  that  can  be  enforced,  has  ne'er  a 
knife. 
^  She  that,  through  force,  her  limbs  with  lust  en- 
rols, 
"  Wants  Cleopatra's  asps,  and  Portia's  coals.** 
God  amend  you  !  [Exit  with  Captain. 

MaL  Now  the  fear  of  the  devil  for  ever  go  with 
thee  !— Maquerelle,  I  tell  thee,  1  have  found  an 
honest  woman:  Faith,  I  perceive,  when  all  is 
done,  there  is  of  women  as  of  all  other  things, 
some  good,  most  bad ;  some  saints,  some  sinners ; 
for  as,  now-a-days,  no  courtier  but  has  his  mis- 
tress, no  captain  but  has  his  cockatrice,  ^^  no  cuc- 
kold but  has  his  horns,  and  no  fool  but  has  his 
feather;  even  so,  no  woman  but  lias  her  weak-^ 
ness,  and  feather  too;  no  sex  but  has  his :  1  can 
hunt  the  letter  no  farther.  O  God,  how  loath- 
some this  toying  is  to  me !  That  a  duke  should 
be  forced  to  fool  it !  well,  stultorum  plena  sunt 
omnia.  Better  play  the  fool  lord,  tlian  be  the 
fool  lord.  Now,  where's  your  slights,  Madam 
Maquerelle  ? 

Mag.  Why,  are  ye  ignorant  that  'lis  said,  a 
squeamish  anected  niceness  is  natural  to  women, 
and  that  the  excuse  of  their  yielding  is  only,  for- 
sooth,  the  difficult  obtaining.  You  must  put  her 
to't;  women  are  flax,  and  will  fire  iu  a  moment. 


76  RoiicUar,  Donzel  dd  PA«Jih- Sec  The  Mirror  of  Knighthood, 
^l  C<?c*aMc^— Sec  JNotc  41  to  The  Jntiqtutri/. 
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MaL  Whj,  wm  not  die  (faix  put  into  thy  mouth, 
and  yet  thou  !  thou  set  6re,  thou  inflame  her? 

Alaq  Marry,  but  Fl!  tell  ye  now,  you  were  too 
hot. 

MaL  The  fitter  to  have  inflamed  the  flax,  wo- 
man. 

Maq.  Yon  were  too  boisterous  spleeny,  for  in- 
deed  

MaL  Go,  go ;  thou  art  a  weak  pandreM,  now 
I  see. 
"  Sooner  earth's  fire  heaven  itsctf  shall  waste, 
^  Than  all  with  heat  can  melt  a  mind  that*8 chaste.'' 
Go  thou,  the  duke's  lime-twig !  IM  make  the  duke 
turn  thee  out  of  thine  office ;  what,  not  get  one 
touch  of  hope,  and  had  her  at  such  advantage  ? 

Mag.  Now  o*  my  conscience,  now  f  think,  in 
my  discretion,  we  did  not  take  her  in  the  right 
sign ;  the  blood  was  not  in  the  true  vein,  sure. 

[Exit. 

Enter  BiLioso. 

BiL  Make  way  there !  the  Duke  returns  from 
the  enthronement.    Malevole. 

MaL  Out,  rogue ! 

BiL  Malevnle. 

MaL  Hence,  ye  gross-jawed,  peasantly, — Out, 
go ! 

BiL  Nay,  sweet  Malevole,  since  my  return,  T 
hear  you  are  l)ecnme  the  thing  I  always  prophe- 
sie<l  would  be;  an  advanced  virtjie,  a  worthily 
employed  faithfiiincssya  man  of  grace,  dear  friend. 
Come,  what  ?  Si  quotiti  peccant  homines.  If,  as 
often  as  courtiers  play  the  knaves,  honest  men 
should  be  angry.  Why,  look  ye,  we  must  col- 
logue ^^  sometimes,  forswear  sometimes. 

MaL  Be  damned  sometimes  ! 

BiL  Right !  Nemo  omnibus  horis  sapit.  No  man 
can  be  honest  at  all  hours.  Necessity  often  de- 
praves virtue. 

MaL  I  will  commend  thee  to  the  duke. 

BiL  Do  let  us  be  friends,  man. 

MaL  And  knaves,  man. 

BiL  liight,  lee  us  prosper  and  purchase ;  our 
lordships  shall  live,  and  our  knavery  be  forgotten. 

MaL  He  that  by  _ any  ways  gets  ridies,  his 
means  never  shame  him. 

BiL  True. 

MaL  For  impudence  and  faithlessness  are  the 
main-stays  to  greatness. 

BiL  By  the  Lord,  thou  art  a  profound  lad  ! 

MaL  By  the  Lord,  thou  art  a  perfect  knave  ! 
Out,  ye  ancient  damnation  !  '^ 

J3i7.  Peace,  pence;  nitd  thou  will  not  be  a 
friend  to  me  as  I  am  a  knave,  be  not  a  knave  to 
me  as  I  am  thy  friend,  and  disclose  me.  Peace, 
comets. 


SCENE  in. 

Enter  Prc^asSo  and  Ferrardo,  two  Pages  with 
Lis^kts,  Celso  and  Eqhato,  Mendoso  in  Duk^s 
Robes,  BiLioso  and  Guerrino, 

[Exeunt  all  save  Malevole  and  Mekdozo, 

Men.  On,  on ;  leave  us,  leave  us :  Stay,  where 
is  the  hermit  ? 

MaL  With  Duke  Pietro,  with  Duke  Pietro. 

Men.  Is  he  dead  }  is  he  poisoned  ? 

MaL  Dead  as  the  duke  is. 

Men.  Good,  excellent !  he  will  not  blab ;  se- 
curcness  lives  in  secresy.  Come  hither,  come  hi- 
ther. 

MaL  Thou  bast  a  certain  strong  villainous 
scent  about  thee,  my  nature  cannot  endure. 

Men.  Scent,  man  ?  What  returns  Maria,  what 
answer  to  our  suit  ? 

MaL  Cold,  frosty ;  she  is  obstinate. 

Men,  Then  she's  but  dead ;  'tis  resolute,  she 
dies. 
"  Black  deed  only  through  black  deed  safely  flies.*' 

MaL  Pugh !  per  scelera  semper  sceteribus  tutum 
est  iter. 

Men.  What,  art  a  scholar?  art  a  politician? 
sure  thou  art  an  errand  knave. 

MaL  Who,  I  ?  I  have  been  twice  an  under- 
sheriflT,  man.  Well,  I  will  go  rail  upon  some 
great  man,  that  I  may  purchase  the  bastinado ; 
or  else  go  marry  some  rich  Geuoan  lady,  and  iiw 
stantly  go  travel. 

Men.  Travel  when  thou  art  married  ! 

MaL  Ay,  'tis  your  young  lord*s  fashion  to  do 
so,  though  he  was  so  lazy,  being  a  bachelor,  that 
he  would  never  travel  so  far  as  the  university  ; 
yet  when  he  manned  her,  tales  oS,  and  Catsoe  Uir 
England. 

Men.  And  why  for  England? 

Mat.  Because  there  is  no  brothel -houses  there. 

Men.  Nor  courtezans  ? 

MaL  Neither;  your  whore  went  down  with  the 
stews  and  your  punk  came  up  with  the  puritan. 

Men.  Canst  thou  impoison?  canst  thou  im- 
ponwh? 

MaL  Excellently ;  no  Jew,  'pothecary,  or  po- 
litician better.  Look  ye,  here's  a  box;  whon^ 
would*8t  thou  impoison?  Here*s  a  box,  which, 
when  opened,  aikd  the  fume  taken  up  in  the  con- 
duits through  which  the  brain  purges  itself,  doth 
instantly  for  twelve' hours  ipace  bind  up  all  shew 
of  life  in  a  deep  senseless  sleep :  Here's  another,, 
which,  being  opened  under  the  sleeper's  nose, 
chokes  all  the  |M)wers  of  life ;  kills  him  suddea- 


7>  CoUo^e^lD  cant  language,  the  word  coUogus  means  to  whudlt.  See  several  instances  of  it  io  Mr 
Steevens*  Note  on  Hamlet,  A.  1  S.  9. 

79  jincient  d/imnation^A  very  stroDg,  though  not  a  very  delicate  phrase,  irhich  Shakespeare  has  p«t 
into  the  mouth  of  Juliet*    S. 
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Men.  Y\\  try  experiments;  'ds  good  not  to  be 
deceived :  So,  so^  catzo. 

[Seems  to  poison  Malevole. 
"  Who  woald  fear  that  may  destroy  ? 
**  D(;ach  hath  no  teeth,  or  tongue ; 
**  And  be  that's  great,  to  him  are  slaves, 
••  Shame^  murder^  fame,  and  wrong." — 
Celso! 

Enter  Celso. 

Cel  My  honoured  lord ! 
Men.  The  good  Malevole,  that  plain-tongued 
mftn,  alas,  is  dead  on  sadden,  wonderous  strani;e- 
ly  !  He  held  in  our  esteem  good  place.--^Celso^ 
see  him  buried,  see  him  buried. 
CeL  I  shall  observe  ye. 
Men.  And,  Celso^  pr'ythee  let  it  be  thy  care 
to-night 
To  have  some  pretty  show,  to  solemnize 
Oar  high  instalment ;  some  music,  maskery. 
Well  give  fair  entertain  unto  Maria, 
The  dnchess  to  the  banished  Altofront : 
Thou  shalt  conduct  her  from  the  citadel 
Unto  the  palace ;  think  on  some  maskery. 
CeL  Or  what  shape,  sweet  lord  ? 
Mem.  What  shape  ?  Why  any  quick-done  fic- 
tion, 
As  some  brave  spirits  of  the  Genoan  dukes. 
To  come  out  of  £lysium  forsooth, 
Led  in  by  Mercury,  to  gratulate 
Our  happy  fortune ;  some  such  thing. 
Some  wr-fet  trick  good  for  ladies,  some  stale  toy 
Or  other,  no  matter  so't  be  of  our  devising. 
Do  thou  prepare't,  'tis  but  for  a  fasliion  sake. 
Fear  not,  it  shall  be  graced ;  man,  it  shfUl  take. 
CeL  All  service. 

Men.  AU  thanks;  our  hand  shall  not  be  close 
to  thee,  farewell. 
Now  is  my  treachery  secure,  nor  can  we  fall ; 
"  Mischief  that  prospers,  men  do  virtue  csSi, 
^  I'll  trust  to  no  man ;  he  that  by  tricks  gets 

wreathes, 
^  Keeps  them  with  steel ;  no  man  securely  breathes 
^  Out  of  deserved  rank :  the  crowd  will  mutter, 
fool! 

*  Who  cannot  bear  with  spite,  he  cannot  rule. 

*  The  chiefest  secret  for  a  man  of  state 

*  Is,  to  live  senseless  of  a  strengthless  hate." 

[Exit  Mendozo. 
MaL  [Starts  up  and  speaks.}  Death  of  the 
damned  thief ! 
ni  make  one  of  the  mask;  thou  shalt  have  some 
Brave  spirits  of  the  antique  dukes. 

CeL  My  lord,  what  strange  delusion — - 
MaL  Most  happy,  dear  Celso ;  poisoned  with 
SQ  empty  box :  Fll  give  thee  all  anon.    My  lady 


comes  to  court;  there  is  a  whirl  of  fate  comes 
tumbling  on;  the  castle's  captain  stands  for  me  ; 
the  people  pray  for  me ;  the  great  leader  of  the 
just  stands  for  me  :  Then  courage,  Celso. 
"  For  no  disastrous  chance  cnn  ever  move  him, 
"  That  loveth  nothing  but  a  God  above  him." 

[BUeuntm 

'Enter  Prepasso  and  Bilioso,  two  Pages  before 
them,  Maquerelle,  Bf  amca,  and  Emilia. 

Bian,  Make  room  there,  room  for  the  ladies : 
Why,  gentlemen,  will  not  ye  suffer  the  ladies  to 
be  entered  in  the  great  chamber?  why,  gallants? 
and  you,  sir,  to  drop  your  torch  where  the  beau- 
ties must  sit  too ! 

Pre.  And  there's  a  great  fellow  plays  the 
knave ;  why  dost  not  strike  him  ? 

Bit*  Let  him  play  the  knave  a  God's  name ! 
Ihink'st  thou,  I  have  no  more  wit  than  to  strike 
a  great  fellow  ?  The  music,  more  lights,  revelling, 
scaffolds !  do  you  hear?  let  there  be  oaths  enough 
ready  at  the  door;  swear  out  the  devil  himself. 
Let's  leave  the  ladies,  and  go  see  if  the  lords  be- 
ready  for  them.         [AU  save  the  Ladies  depart. 

Mag,  And,  by  my  troth,  beauties,  why  do  you 
not  put  you  into  the  fashion  ?  this  is  a  stale  cut, 
you  must  come  in  fashion.  Look  ve,  you  muse 
be  all  felt,  felt  and  feather,  a  felt  upon  your  bare 
hair :  look  ye,  these  tiring  things  are  justly  out  of 
request  now ;  and,  do  you  hear  ?  you  must  wear 
falling  bands,  ^  you  must  come  into  the  falling 
fashion.  There  is  such  a  deal  a  pinning  theso 
ruffs,  when  the  fine  clean  fall  is  worth  all ;  and 
again,  if  you  should  chance  to  take  a  nap  in  tho 
afternoon,  your  falling  band  requires  no  poking- 
stick"  to  .recover  its  form;  believe  me,  no  fa-* 
shion  to  the  falling  band,  I  say. 

Bian.  And  is  not  Siguier  St  Andrew  a  gallant 
fellow  now  ? 

Maq.  By  my  maidenhead,  la,  honour  and  he 
agree  as  well  together,  as  a  satin  surt  and  wooUea 
stockings. 

EmiL  But  is  not  Marshal  Make-room>  my  ser- 
vant in  reversion,  a  proper  gentleman  ? 

Maq.  Yes,  in  reversion,  as  he  had  his  office ; 
as,  in  truth,  he  hath  all  things,  in  reversion.  He 
has  his  mistress  hi  reversion,  his  clothes  in  rever- 
sion, his  wit  in  reversion ;  and,  indeed,  he  is  a 
suitor  to  me  for  my  dog  in  reversion ;  but  in  good 
verity,  Ta,  he  is  as  proper  a  gentleman  in  rever- 
sion as— and  indeed  as  fine  a  man  as  may  be,, 
having  a  red  beard,  and  a  pair  of  warpt  legs. 

Bian.  But  I,  faith  I  am  most  monstrously  io 
love  with  Count  Quidlibet  in  quodlibet;  is  he  not 
a  pretty,  dapper,  unidle^^  gallant? 
.    Maq.  He  is  even  one  of  the  most  busy-finger* 


•°  Fatting  ftondf— See  Note  4  to  7%«  Roaring  Girl 

»*  Poking  f/icfr— See  Note  *l  to  J%e  HoneH  Whore,  Vol.  I.  p.  M9. 

»*  I7nt<«b—iefndl0,  first  edition. 
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e  \  lords ;  be  will  pqt  tb«  beaotiet  to  the  sqocak 
most  hideously. 

BiL  Room  !  make  a  ]ane  tb^re !  the  duke  is 
entering :.  Stand  luuidsomely ;  for  beauty's  sake, 
take  up  the  ladies  there.    Sd^  ooroets^  comets ! 

SCENE  IV* 

Enter  Prep Asso,  joins  io  Bf  lioso,  tvo  Paget  and 
LigkU;  Ferbabdo,  Mekdozo,  at  the  other 
JJooTf  two  Paget  with  Lightt^  and  the  Captmn 
leading  in  Maria.  The  Duke  meett  Maria, 
and  chteth  with  her  ;  the  rett/all  back. 

.  Men,  Madam,  with  gentle  ear  receive  my  suit; 
A  kingdom's  safety  should  o'erooise  slight  rites; 
Marriage  is  mere^  nature's  policy : 
Then  since,  unless  our  royal  beds  be  joined, 
Danger  and  civil  tumults  fright  the  state, 
Be  wise  as  you  are  fair*  give  way  to  fate. 

Maria.  What  would  st  thou,  then  afiftictiou  to 
our  bouse  ? 
Thou  ever  devil !  'twas  thou  that  banisbed^st 
Mv  truly  noble  lord. 

Men.  I? 

Maria.  Ay,  by  thy  plots^  by  thy  black  strata- 
gems, 
Twelve  moons  have  suffered  change  nnce  J  beheld 
The  loved  presence  of  mv  dearest  lord. 
O  thou,  far  worse  than  death !  he  parts  but  soul 
From  a  weak  body ;  but  thou,  aoul  from  soul 
Dissever  St,  that  which  God's  own  band  did  knit; 
I'hou  scant  of  honour,  full  of  devilisli  wit ! 

Men.  We'll  check  your  too  intemperate  lavish- 


1  can,  and  will. 
.  Maria.  What  canst 

Men.  Go  to,  in  banishment  tlw  husband  dies. 

Maria.  **  He  ever  is  at  borne  tWe  ever  wise.** 

Men.  You  must  never  meet  more;  reason 
should  love  controuL 

Maria.  Not  meet ! 
**  She  that  dear  loves,  her  love*s  still  in  her  soul." 

Mem^  You  are  but  a  woman,  la4y ;  you  must 
yieW. 

Maria.  O  save  me,  thou  ionated  bashfulness, 
TImhi  only  ornament  of  woman's  modesty. 

Mat.  Modesty !  death.  Til  torment  thee. 

Maria.  Do ;  urge  all  torments,  all  afflictions  try, 
I'll  die  my  lord's,  |tf  long  iis  I  can  die* 

Men,  Thou  obstinate,  thou  shait  die  !— 
Captain,  that  lady's  life  is  forfeit 
To  justice ;  we  faiave  examined  her. 
And  we  do  find  she  bath  impoisoned 
Tlie  reverend  hemut ;  theretore  we  command 
Severest  custody*    Nay,  if  you'll  do*f  no  good. 
You'll  do's  no  barm ;  a  tyrant's  peace  is  blood. 

Maria.  O  thoo  art  merciful !  O  gradoos  devil ! 
flather  by  much  let  me  condemned  be 
For  seeming  murder,  than  be  damned  for  thee. 
I'll  mourn  do  more ;  come,  girt  my  brows  with 

flowers^ 
Kevel,  a«M)  ilanoe;  iool,  now  thy  wish  thou  hast. 
Die  like  a  bird ;  poor  heart,  thou  shalt  die  chaste. 
4 


Enter  Atjrblia  tii  Mmnrming  Habit* 

•  Life  is  a  fiost  of  cold  felicity.'' 

Aur.  "  And  death  the  thaw  of  all  our  vanity.^ 
Was't  not  an  honest  priest  that  wrote  so  f 

Men.  Who  let  her  in? 

BiL  Forbear. 

Prep.  Forbear. 

Aur.  ^  Alas !  calamity  is  every  where.'' 
Sad  misery,  despite  your  doublo  doors^ 
Will  enter  even  in  court. 

Bit.  Fe9C9. 

Aur.  I  ha*  done;  one  word,  take  heed;  I  haT 
done. 

Enter  Mercury,  with  hmd  Mmie. 

Jlf<rr.  Cylleman  Meicucy,  the  god  of  ghosts, 
From  eloomy  shades  that  spread  the  lower  coasts^ 
Calls  tour.hi^famed  Genoan  dukes  to  comet 
And  make  this  presence  their  Elvstnnu 
To  nass  away  thi»  higl^  triumphal  night, 
Witn  song  and  dance^  courts  more  soft  delight 

Aur.  Ain  you  god  of  ^losts?  I  have  a  suit.de* 
pending  in  hell  betwixt  me  and  my  consdenoe; 
I  would  fain  have  thee  help  me  to  an  advocate. 

BiL  Mercniy  shall  be  your  lawyer,  lady* 

Aur.  Nay,  faith.  Mercury  has  too  good,  a  face 
to  be  a  rkht  lawyer^ 

Prep.  Peace^  forbear:  Mercuiy  presents  the 


Comett.  TImStmgto  the  Comett;  wkick  ph^ 
ingf  the  Mutk  entert.  Malevoli,  Pimo, 
Feemezx,  md  Cklso,  in  White  Robttf  miik 
linked  crmmtupemUmrelwreatha;  Bittolett, 
nnd  Short  Swordt  under  their  Roket. 

Jlfefi.  Celso,  CelAo,  oourt  Maria  for  our  love : 
Lady,  be  gracious,  yet  grace. 

Maria.  With  me,  sir? 

[Malevole  taket  hit  Wife  to  Dance^ 

Mai.  Yes,  more  loved  than  my  breath. 
With  you  I'll  dance. 

Maria.  Why  then  you  dance  with  deaUi. 
But  come,  sir,  I  was  ne'er  more  ap^  to  mirth. 
**  Death  ^ives  eternity  a  glorious  breath; 
**  Oa-tQ  die  honooredy  who  would  fear  to  die  1^ 

MaL  ^  They  (fie  in  fear  who  live  in  villainy."^ 

Men.  Yes,  beliete  him,  lady,  and  be  ruled  by. 
him. 

P.  Jac.  Madam,  with  roe. 
[Pjetro  taket  hit  Wife  Aubelia  to  Dance. 

Aur.  Would'et  then  be  miserable? 

P.  Jac.  I  need  not  wish. 

Aur.  O  yet  forbear  my  hand !  awav  1  fly,  fly  I 
O  seek  not  her,  that  only  seeks  to  die  1 

P.  Jac.  Poor  loved  soul ! 

Aur.  What,  wotdd'st  court  miser?  ? 

P.JacYte. 

Aur.  Shell  come  too  soon :  O  my  grieved  heart ! 

P.  Jac.  Lady,  ha' done^  ha' ilone. 
Come,  let's  dance;  be  once  from  sorrow  free. 

Aur.  Art  a  sad  man? 

P.  Jac.  Yes,  sweet. 


MAtST6M.] 


TH&MAU;Oin[«NT. 


ss 


Aur.  Then  we'll  af^ree. 

[Febnezb  tahe9  Bianca,  and  Celso,  Emi- 
lia :  Then  tkt  Citm^ti  taund  the  meo- 
sure;  one  change  and  rest, 
Fer.  Believe  it^  iadj^ tbftU  I  sircar;  let  me  en- 
joy joa  ia  private,  aod  111  marry  jrou.  by  my 
•oaL  \To  BiANCA. 

Simm*  t  'bad  rather  you  would  swear  by  your 
body  :  I  tbink  that  would  prov«llie  more  regard- 
•doath  with  you. 

Fer,  lU  aweer  by  tbem  both  to  please  you. 
Bms.  Of  damn  them  4kU  both  to  please  me» 
lor  God's  lake. 

Ferl  Faithy  aweet  creature^  let  me  ei\}py  ^ou  to- 
aigfaCy-aad  Hi  marry  you  tOHnorrow  ibrtoigbt,  by 
my  trotl^kL 

Mag^  Oa-bis  trotb,4a !  Believe  him  not :  that 
Mad  of  cuohy^eatcbiag  ia  as  stale  as  Sir  Oliver 
Aocbov^s  peitiimed.'ierkio.  Y^romise  of  matrii> 
nony  by  a  yomaig  jgallant,  to  bring  a  virgin  lady 
inio  •  ibol'a  paradiaa*  mtke  her  a  great  wooMin^ 
and  then  cast  her  off?  'tis  as  comnaon  and  natu- 
nl  to-a^ooortie^-ad  jeakMHgr  to  a  citi2en»  j^ollony 
to  a  paritaoy  wisdom  to  an  aldermaii,  pnde  to  a 
lailoTy  or  an  empty  bandbasket  to  one  of  these 
sizpeopy  damnations ;  of  his  troth,  la !  believe 
him  not ;  traps  to  <S[ldrp>il6^t!8ti. 

MaL  Keep  jrour  face  constant,  let  no  sudden 
paasioasiMik  la  jfoiir  eyas.  [To  Maria. 

Manm.  X)  my  AUoftont ! 
P.  Joe.  A  tyrant^s  jealousies 
Are  very  nimble;  you  conceive  it  all. 
Aur.  My  heart,  though  not  my  knees,  dotli 
humbly  fall. 
Low  as  the  earth  to  thee.  [lb  PiEraa 

P.  Joe,  Peace,  next  change,  no  words. 
Hisria.  6peak  to  such,  ay ;  O  what  will  affords ! 
[Cornet t  MOund  tht  measure  overtgaik; 
which  danced,  they  unmask. 
JiM.  JiUevolel 

p[^  entnroh  Mimdozo,  bending  Iheir 
FutokiM  him, 
UaltftK 

Men.  Altofront  I  Duke  Pietro  1  Femeze !  ha  f 
AiL  Duke  Altofront !  Duke  Altofronti 

[CometSf  a  Flourish. 
Men.  Are  we  surprised  ?  What  strange  delu- 
sions mock 
Oar  senses !  do  I  dream  ?  or  have  I  dreamt 

[They  seize  upon  Mendozo. 
Tins  two  days  space  ?  where  am  I  r 
3iaL  Where  an  ardi  villain  is. 
Men.  O  lend  me  breath  till  I  am  fit  to  die. 
For  peace  with  heaven,  for  your  own  souFs  sake. 
Vouchsafe  me  life ! 
P.  Jaa  Ignoble  vilUdn !  whom  neitlier  heaven 
norhdi. 


Goodness  of  God  or  man,  could  once  make 
good. 

Mai.  Base,  treaeberoBS  wretch!  whf|t  grace 
dUist  thou  expect, 
That  hast  grown  impudent  in  graceleasness? 

Men.  O,  life ! 

MaL  Slave,  take  thy  life. 
Wert  thou  det^nc6d,  diroogh  blobd  and  wounds^ 
The  sternest  horror  of  a  civil  figh^ 
Would  I  nchiefve  thee ;  but,  promiitc  at  mv  f^, 
<*  I  scorn  to  hart  thee.    TIs  the  heart  of  Javes 
^  That  deigns  to  triombh  over  pea^eants'  graves : 
"  For  such  thou  art;  since  birth  doth  ne*er  enrol 
^  A  man  'iriong  monarchs,  but  a  glorious  soul.''     ' 
O,  I  have  seen  strange  accidents  of  stttte ; 
The  flatterer,  like  the  ivy,  clip  the  oak. 
And  waste  it  to  the  hettrt ;  lust  so  conArmedi 
That  the  black  act  bf  sin  itself  not  shamed 
To  be  termed  courtship. 
O  they  that  are  as  gl«at  as  be  their  sins. 
Let  them  remember,  that  the  inconstai^t  people 
LoVe  ma^y  men  merely  for  their  faces. 
And  outward  shews ;  and  they  do  covet  more 
To  have  a  sight  of  these  than  of  their  virtues. 
Yet  thus  much  let  the  great  ones  still  conceal. 
When  they  observe  not  heaven's  imposed  condi 

They  are  no  men,  but  forfeit  their  commissions. 
Moq*  Ogood  my  lord,  I  have  lived  in  the  court 
this  twenty  year;  they  that  haVe  been  old  couiv 
tiers,  and  come  to  live  in  the  dty,  thejr  are*spight- 
ed  at,  and  thrust  to  the  walls  like  apncots,-i-good 
my  lord ! 

SiL  My  lord,  I  did  know  your  lordship  in  this 
disguise ;  you  heard  me  ever  say,  if  Altofront  did 
return,  I  would  stand  for  him.  Besides,  'twas 
your  lordship*s  pleasure  to  call  me  wittol  and 
Cildkold ;  you  must  not  tlunk,  but  tb^t  I  knew 
you,  I  would  have  put  it  up  so  patiently. 

MaL  You  o'erjoyed  spints,  vnpejour  long-wet 

eyes.  fib  l^tt$o  ahd  At  xi^li  a. 

Aerioe  whh  this  ttun !  {Kiiiks'm^  Memdozo.]  an 

ea^le  mires,  n^  fli^. 
Y60  to  your'irows ;  ]Th  PittRO  and  AvKtux,] 

and  Htou  unto  the  saburbs:  *' 

[To  Maqubrelle. 
You  to  mv  worst  iHend  I  would  bardly  dve ; 

12b  BiLioso; 
,  ^ ,  eased  live. 

You  two  unto  my  breast;  [To  Celso  and  the 
CaptainA  thou  to  my  heart; 

[Tp  Maria. 
The  rest  of  idle  actors  idly  part; 
And  as  for  me,  I  here  assume  my  right, 
Widi  which  I  hope  all's  pleased :— to  all  good- 
night. 

[Comets  JUmrisK    Exeunt. 


P^  J%s  «iiKr5*— Where,  hi  most  countries,  the  stews  are  situated. 
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AN  IMPERFECT  ODE, 

BEING  BUT  ONE  STAVE. 

Spoken  by  the  Prologue. 

To  wrest  each  hurtless  thought  to  private  sense, 
Is  the  foul  use  of  ill-bred  impudence ; 
Immodest  censure  now  grows  wild, 

All  over-running. 
Lei  innocence  be  ne'er  so  chaste, 
Yet  at  the  last 
She  is  defiled 
With  too  nice  brained  cunning, 
O  you  of  fairer  soul, 
Controul 

With  an  Herculean  arm 
This  harm : 
At  once  teach  all  old  freedom  of  a  pen. 
Which  still  must  write  of  fools,  whilst  writes  of 
men. 


EPILOGUE. 

Your  modest  silence,  full  of  heedy  stilness, 
Makes  me  thus  speak :  a  voluntary  illness 
Is  merely  senseless ;  but  unwilling  error, 
Snch  as  proceeds  from  too  rash  youthful  fervour 
May  well  be  called  a  fault,  but  not  a  sin, 
Rivers  take  namet/romfounti  where  they  be^n. 

Then  let  not  too  severe  an  eye  peruse 
^  The  slighter  brakes  of  nor  reformed  muse ; 
Who  could  herself,  herself  of  faults  detect, 
But  that  she  knows  'tis  easy  to  correct, 
Though  some  men's  labour ;  troth,  to  err  is  fit. 
As  long  as  wisdom's  not  professed,  but  wit. 
Then,  till  another's  happier  muse  appears, 
Till  his  Thalia  feast  your  learned  ears. 
To  whose  desertful  lamps  pleased  fates  impart 
Art  abofoe  nature^  judgment  above  arty 

Receive  this  piece,  which  hope  nor  fear  yet 
daunteth  : 

He  that  knewimost,  knows  most  how  much  he 
wanteth. 


*4  The  slighter  brakes  of  our  reformed  muse. — I  suppose  by  this  eipression  is  meant,  the  uncultivated  parts 
of  our  perfum^ancf ;  bi'okes  (<•  e*  fern)  commonly  grow  in  ground  that  is  never  tilled,  or  broken  up.     S. 
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OEOnGE  CHAPMAN. 


GcoECE  CflAPMAi?  was  bom  at  Sitcking-hill^ '  in  the  county  of  Hertford^  some  time  in  the  year 
1557.  After  being  well  grounded  in  school-learning,  he  was  sent  to  the  university  ;  (u^  whether  to 
Oxford  or  CambrSge  was  unknown  to  Anthony  Wood^  who  declares  himself  certain  he  resided  some 
time  at  the  former,*  where  he  was  observed  to  be  most  excellent  in  the  Latin  and  Greek  tongues^ 
hut  not  in  logic  or  philosophy,  which  may  be  presumed  to  be  the  reason  he  took  no  degree  there.  He 
appears  to  have  been  a  man  of  a  tery  respectable  character,  being  countenanced  and  patronized  by 
several  eminent  persons,  particularty  Sir  I^omas  Walsyngham  and  his  son,  and  by  Prince  Henry^ 
son  of  James  L  Wood  imagines,  that  he  was  a  sworn  servant  either  to  James  L  or  his  queen,  and 
says  he  was  highly  valued,  mtt  not  so  much  as  Ben  Jonson,  The  same  writer  adds,  ^  that  ^  he  was 
a  person  of  most  reverend  aspect,  religious  an4  temperate  qualities,  rarely  meeting  in  a  poet^  And 
another,  ♦  that  "  he  was  much  resort^  to  latterly  by  young  persons  of  parts  as  a  poetical  chronicle  ; 
hut  was  very  choice  whom  he  admitted  to  him,  and  preserved  in  his  own  person  the  dignity  of  poetry, 
which  he  compared  to  a  flower  of  the  sun  which  disdains  to  open  its  leaves  to  the  w  of  a  smoking 
taper."  After  Irving  to  the  age  of  seventy-seven  years,  he  dted  on  the  12th  day  of  May  1634,  in  the 
.parish  ^St  Giles  in  the  Fields,  and  was  buried  on  the  south  side  of  the  church-yard  there.  His 
friend  Inigo  Jones  erected  a  montunent  to  his  memory  near  the  place  of  his  interment. 

Chapman  is  a  writer  who  obtained  much  applause  in  his.  time,  and  was]  greatly  praised  by  his  con^ 
4emporaries.  His  translation  of  Homer  acquired  him  a  considerable  degree  of  reputation.  Mr  Dry 
den  tells  us,  that  Waller  used  to  say  he  never  could  read  it  without  incredible  transport.  It  is  much 
censured  hy  Mr  Tope,  who,  notwithstanding,  acknowledges  that  there  is  a  daring,  jlery  spirit,  which 
ammates  it,  something  like  what  one  might  imagine  Homer  himself  would  have  writ  btfore  he  arrived 
at  years  of  discretion. 

He  translated  also  the  Batracbomyomacbia ;  finished  Marions  translation  of  Musasos;  andprth 
duced  several  original  poems,  and  some  other  translations. 


■  William  Browa  (BrUannia's  Pastorals,  B.  II.)  speaks  of  bim  as» 

<*  Tbe  learned  sbepbeard  of  foire  HUching-hill.'' 

Thii  may*  however,  only  allode  to  his  residing  there;  and  Wood  supposes  bIm  of  a  Kentbb  family* 

^  Athene  Oxonienses,  Vol.  I.  p.  592.  >  Ibid. 

^  Oldys,  in  hb  MS.  Notes  on  Langbaine.    It  seems  to  be  a  quotation,  but  the  writer  is  not  named* 
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He  is  the  autkar  of  thefolhering  dramatic  perfornmneei : 

I.  ^  The  BUnd  &ggar  of  Alexandria  ;  a  comedy.  Most  pleoMantfy  dkseournng  his  variable  hw 
mours  in  disguised  shapes  full  of  conceit  and  pleasure  ;  sundry  times  pMicfy  acted  in  London  by  the 
Eight  Honourable  the  Earl  ofNotingham,  Lord  High  Admral,  his  servants  ;**  Ato,  1596. 

%,^  A  pleasant  Comedy^  entitled^  An  Humerous  Dwe*s  Myrth.  As  it  hath  beene  sundrie  times 
publicly  acted  by  the  Right  Honourable  the  Earl  of  ifotingham^  Lord  High  Admiral^  his  servants  ;^ 
4t0f  1599. 

3.  '*  All  FooUs;  a  comedy.    Presented  at  the  Black  Friers^  and  lately  before  his  Mi^esiiei''  4to, 

4.  ^  Eastward  Hoe.  As  it  waspMd  in  the  Black  Friers^  by  the  children  of  her  M^esti^t  re- 
vels.   Made  by  George  Chapman^  Men  JonSdnjond  iohn  Mtafttan  f  ^o^  1605. 

5.  «  The  Gentleman  Usher  ;  a  comedy  ^  4to,  1606. 

6.  ^  Monneur  UOkve:  a  comedy.  As  it  was  sundrie  tima  acted  by  her  Ms^esti^s  children  ai 
the  Blacks  Friers  f  «o,  1606. 

7.  Bus^  lyAmbois;  a  tragedy.  As  it  hath  been  often  ^presented  ai  Paule's;*'  Ato,  1607  ;  4^ol 
1608  /  4/0, 1646  ;  4/ o,  1657:*  ^  ^ 

8.  **  Cesar  and  Fompey  ;  a  Roman  tragedy,  declaring  their  warres.  Out  of  whose  events  is  evict- 
ed this  proposition.  Only  a  just  man  is«  frMnunf  4itOr  #60V  :^4to,  1631. 

9.  and  10.  <"  The  Conspiracie  and  Tragedie  cf  Charles,  Diiks  of  Byron,  Marshall  of  France. 
Acted  lately,  in  two  pirns,  at  the  Black  Friers*^  4to,  1606;  4to,  1685. 

II.  MavDmf;  awttfycomedie.    Divers  times  acted  at  *^  the  Blacks  Fryers  ;'^  Ato,  1611. 

12.  **  2%e  Widdow^s  Tears;  a  comedie.  As  it  was  often  presented  in  the  Blacks  and  White 
Friers;''  4to,  1612. 

13.  *^  The  Revenge  of  Bum  UAmbois ;  a  tragedy.  As  it  hath  bene  often  presented  at  the  prt- 
vate  play  house  in  the  White  Friers;*'  4to,  1613. 

14.  **  The  Memorable  Masque  rf  the  two  Honourable  Houses,  or  Innes  of  Court,  the  Middle 
TsmplSi  4ind  UnooMshms.  As  it  was  performed  b^e  the  king  at  WhHehaU  on  Shrove-Munday, 
•I  ^^»  ^^^Dtf  ^^  Ibth,^ February  1613,  at  thopnnceh  celebration  of  the  most  royall  nuptials  qf 
the  Faltaravef  and  his  thrice  gradons  Princeme  Mlizabeth,'*  Src.  4to,    ivb  date.  ^ 

15.  **  3W  Wke  Men,  and  all  the  reU  Fools;  or  A  Comical  Moral,  censurung  ^hsydllies  ^  thai 
age.    Divers  times -acted  s"  4to,  1619. 

16k  **  The  Trqgeth  qfAlphonsus,  J^mperourSfGermhny.  As  it  hath  been  ve^,  l^en  acted,  with 
grsat^ppkmse,  at  th^priesate  hsuu  in  Black^ers,  by  htslatemfiQesiUs  servants  r  ^lo,  I6S4. 

17.  ••  Reve^^gtfdr  Hommr ;  a  tragedy  ;**  4to,  1654  ;  4to,  1659. 

Chtlpman  alsojsinedwith  Shirlty  m  the  con^otUion  qf  two  plays,  vu.  The  fiall ;  ^aiu^tniabot  Ad- 
Iniialcfr  Ffaact. 


'  Mr  bryden,  fai  hfs  BedttAtiMi  to  TheBpadsh  Ftver,'Y»fi.*^Wsi^eVimi^mts  ursMtf^i^lD^CIiefteftd- 
Jm;,  wbat was  becOn&e bf  lbMe;klai1ii9  coloMfWMbh  iMUUMtoe  Ifr  WsMf  B^JH^bek^pms  ffee ^IMCv« » 
Vjit  when  1  tiad  t^«ki  ^  wbiit  I  MnrooM  a  lUlMt  itftr,  l*fb«M  tUJL  \mta  fmssA'^t4Ck  aMH  \  tio- 
IX^l^b6taedldMliiia«,Wbieli||mteMd  M  l»i«tirtiM4^  AAttiraririi'^oj^  diwei 

f  p  W  \liw6sA\t  mims,  MiketMin  In  abaAdanDe^  bomkOmst  of  «sif^v<Mioprmi&  jmt  liy^erMei  i  tbe  saaie 
ftr«He1iBe«J|^B«led1^l«iMaly IntO'taai  aiidt^ottai imaU,"iiB66i«eciEatUtlh'aod4i liidooat^iiliicle 
urAilo poetry  akid trae-DsMMMt  •k'  at  boil««aiuitilaK of  wit  wkich  lajfaqilDg  fov life, afkl ^oanUu: 
beneath  a  bcmp  of  nibbifb.  A  funoof  modern  poet  nied  to  sacrifice  every  year  «  Statlits  to  Vii^gil^ 
■asA  t  «ad  I  bat«  ladigaaUoa  aaoiiKb  to  bam  a  D^Ambek  aaaaaUy  to  tbe  BMOiory  of  JotasOii.*' 

^  It  appears  from  Dogdale's  OrigHus  Jurididaki,  tbat  tbe  eipeine  6f  tbfo  matmie,  to  tbe  uatliety  of 
LlBCohi*8lnOy  amounted  to  tbe  Mmk  of  nW6/:  d«.  lU 
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PROLOGUE. 


Tbe  fortnneof  a«taee»  like  fortune's  self, 
Amaaelh  greatest  jodgoients ;  and  nooe  knows 
Hie  luddenxwises  of  those  strange  effectM, 
That  rise  irem  this  bell,  oi^fall  fcem  this  beaten  i 
Who  can  shew  -caose  why  your  wits^  that  ill  aim 
At  higher  objects,  scorn  to  compose  plays, 
(Tboogh  we  are  sure  they  could,  would  they 

Touchsafe  it,) 
Should,  widioot  means  to  make,  judge  better  far 
Than  tbose  that  make?  and  yet  ye  see  they  can : 
For,  withoot  vour  applause,  wretched  is  he 
That  nndeitakes  the  stage,  and  he*s  more  bles^ 
That  with  your  glorious  favours  can  contest. 
Who  can  shew  cause,  why  th'  ancient  comk 
▼eia 
Of  Eopofis  and  Cnitiaus,  ^  now  revived. 
Subject  to  personal  application, 
9ioa1d  be  exploded  by  some  bitter  spleens?. 
Yet  merefy  comical  and  harmless  jestq, 
Tboi^  ne^er  so  witty,  be  esteemed  but  toys, 
If  void  of  tV  other  satirismi^  sauce  ? 


Who  can  shew  cause  why  quick  Vcn^rean 
jests 
Should  sometimes  ravish  ?  sometimes  fall  short 
Of  thejust  le^h  and  pleasure  of  your  ears? 
Wheneur  puM  dames  think  them  much  less  dt« 

scene 
Than  those  that  win  your  panegyric  spleen? 
Botiiivr  poor  dooms,  alas !  you  know  are  nothing; 
To  your  inspired  censure  ever  we 
Must  needs  submit,  and  there's  the  mystery. 

Great  are  the  gifts  given  to  united  heads  ^ 
irb  gifts  attire;  to  fair  attire  the  stage 
Helps  much ;  for  if  our  other  auctienoe  see 
You  on  the  stage  depart  before  we  end. 
Our  wits  go  with  you  aU,  and  we  are  fools: 
So  fortune  governs  in  these  stage  events. 
That  merit  4>eare  teast  sway  in  iBoat  cooltats. 
AuriculiU  Mini  quis  turn  habetf 
How  we  shall  then  appear,  we  must  refer 
To  mugjic  of  your  doom%  Ihat  never  err* 


DRAMATIS  PERSONiE. 


HrauoMi,  the  Xmmg^^ 
ComaxLiA^  4iJifllr^«p  Qtmtkwmny 


CuBsio,aJ%^ 

Fbancis  Pock,  a  Surge$n, 

Gazetta,  Wifs  te  ComeliOp 
Dellonora,  a  Daughter  t»  Ooitanza, 
Gratiana,  itolen  Wife  to  VakrUh 


7  ApeKs  cad  Owfimt.— Two  Athenian  cemic  poets,  who  flooriilied  iiiboQt  430  years  before  Chritt* 
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ACTL 


SCENE  L 
Enter  Bykaldo,  Fobtun lo,  Valbrio. 

Ryn.  Can  one  self  cause,  in  subjects  so  alike 
As  jou  two  are,  produce  efiect  so  unlike  ? 
One  like  the  turde,  all  in  mournful  strains. 
Wailing  bis  fortunes ;  th*  otber  like  the  lark, 
^Mounting  the  sky  in  shrill  and  chearful  notes, 
Cbantine  bis  joys  aspired ;  and  both  for  love  ? 
In  one,  loTe  raisetb  by  bis  violent  heat, 
Moist  vapours  from  the  heart  into  the  eyes. 
Prom  whence  they  drown  bis  breast  in  daily 

showers ; 
In  th'  other,  his  divided  power  infuseth 
Only  a  temperate  and  most  kindly  warmth. 
That  Eives  fife  to  those  fruits  of  wit  and  virtue, 
Which  the  unkind  hand  of  an  uncivil  father 
Had  almost  nipt  in  the  delightsome  blossom. 

For.  O  brother,  love  rewards  our  servicer 
With  a  most  partial  and  injurious  hand» 
If  you  consider  well  our  different  fortunes : 
Valerio  loVes,  and  joys  the  dame  he  loves  > 
I  love,  and  never  can  enjuy  the  sight 
Of  her  I  love ;  so  far  from  conquering 
In  my  desires  assault,  that  1  can  come 
To  lay  DO  battery  to  the  fort  I  seek ; 
All  passages  to  it  so  strongly  kept 
By  strait-guard  of  her  father. 

Ryn.  I  dare  swear. 
If  just  desert  in  love  measured  reward, 
Your  fortune  should  exceed  Valerio's  far : 
For  I  am  witness,  being  your  bedfellow. 
Both  to  the  daily  and  the  nightly  service 
You  do  unto  the  deity  of  love; 


In  TOWS,  sighs,  tears,  and  solitary  watches : 
He  never  serves  him  with  such  sacrifice, 
Yet  hath  his  bow  and  shafts  at  his  command. 
Love*s  service  is  much  like  our  humorous'  lords f 
Where  minions  carry  more  than  servitors  ; 
The  bold  and  careless  servant  still  obtains; 
The  modest  and  respective  '^  nothing  gains. 
You  never  see  your  love,  unless  in  dreams ; 
He  Hymen  puts  in  whole  possession. 
What  difierent  stars  reigned  when  your  lovet^ 

were  bom; 
He  forced  to  wear  tlie  willow,  you  the  bom ! 
But,  brother,  are  you  not  ashamed  to  make 
Yourself  a  slave  to  the  base  lord  of  love,^ 
Begot  of  fancy,  and  of  beauty  bom  ? 
And  what  is  beauty  ?  a  mere  quintessence^ 
Whose  life  is  not  in  being,  but  in  seeming; 
And  therefore  is  not  to  all  eyes  the  same, 
But  like  a  cozening  picture,  which  oneway 
Shews  like  a  crow,  another  like  a  swan. 
And  upon  what  ground  is  this  beauty  drawn  ^ 
Upon  a  woman,  a  most  brittle  creature ; 
And  would  to  God,  for  ijny  part,  that  were  all ! 
For,  But  tell  me,  brother,  did  you  never  love  T 
Byn,  You  know  I  did,  and  was  beloved. again^ 
And  that  of  such  a  dame,  as  all  men  deemed 
Honoured,  and  made  me  happy  in  her  favours. 
Exceeding  fair  she  was  not ;  and  yet  fair 
In  that  she  never  studied  to  be  fairer 
Than  nature  made  her ;  beauty  cost  her  nothing,. 
Her  virtues  were  so  rare,  they  would  have  made 
An  yEthiop  beautiful :  at  least,  so  thought 
By  such  OS  stood  aloof,  and  did  observe  her 
With  credulous  .eyes;  but  what  they  were  indeed 
ril  spare  to  blaze,  because  I  loved  her  once, 


»  Ui^hame  8a>f ,  thii*  play  was  in  Its  days  accounted  an  excellent  comedy.  It  seems  built,  in  part, 
wpmi  the  fame  fabric  with  lereoee's  He autoDtimorumenos  $  as  those  who  will  compare  theebaracten  of 
ihe  two  ftithert  Gostaozo  and  Marco  Antonio,  with  Chremes  and  Menedemus,  and  their  sons  Valerio, 
I  ortuoio,  and  Rynaldo,  with  Clinia,  Antipho,  and  Syrus,  may  easily  perceive. 

9  HMmorotts.— See  Aote  16.  to  The  Spanish  Tragedy,  Vol.  1.  p.  4«2. 

*®  RetptcUoty'-'i,  e.  res[)ectful. 
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Only  I  fooD^  her  tacb,  st  for  her  nke 
I  vow  eternal  wars  against  their  whole  sex, 
Inconstant  shuttle-cocks,  loving  fooks  and  jetCen ; 
Maa  ffioh  in  dirt  and  cities,  sooner  won 
Wttfti  the  iDott  TiJe,  than  the  nost  virtuous. 
Wmmmd  mm  to  aont :  if  one  amongst  wfaok  hun- 
dreds 
CtHWMM  to  h»  chaste,  she  is  id  proud  withdl, 
Wayward  and  rude,  that  one  of  aachaste  life 
I«  oftentimes  approved  a  lyarthier  wife : 
Undressed^  skittish,  nasty  to  ihtir  hasbaodi^ 
Bfinsifirri  ap>  adomad,  and  paiated  t»  ckeir  k>r«rs : 
All  day  in  ceaseless  uproar  with  their  households, 
If  sdl  the  night  their  faasbalMlt  htwe  not  pkwed 

than: 
like  bounds,  most  kind,  being bcatea  ead  abused; 
lika  waktee,  aant  croel,  being  kiadJiett  t»sed. 

For.  Fie,  thoa  prophaoest  the  deity  of  their  sex. 

J29n><  Brother,  I  reed,  that  £gypl  Ittratefare 
Had  temples  of  the  riebeat  frame  oa  0arth«— 
Much  like  this  goodly  ediice  of  womuM ; 
With  alabaster  piHars  iwere  those  tonipfae 
Upheld  and  haaadied,  aad  oo  ai«  woanen ; 
Most  cufieusly  glased,  and  «a  aee  «voroen; 
Caoningly  painted  too,  aad  so  aoe  woaMa; 
In  oatside  wondrous  heavenly,  so  are  women : 
Bat  when  a  streaiter  viewed  those  ianes  within, 
Instead  of  gods  and  goddesses,  he  should  find 
A  iiaiatBd  fowl,  a  furjr,  or  a  serpeat,-*- 
And  such  celestial  inner  parts  hava  wonien. 

FmL  K^aaldo,  the  poor  fax  that  h>sfc  his  «mI, 
Peiaaadad  others  ako  to  loae  theirs. 
Thyself,  for  oue  perhaps  that  (or  dasert. 
Or  some  defect  in  thy  attempts,  jalaaed  thae, 
Bavalast  the  whole  sex,  beau^,  kxre,  aad  all. 
I  tell  tliee,  love  is  nature's  second  aaa, 
Caaaing  a  spring  of  virtues  where  he  shines; 
And  as  without  the  sun,  the  world's  g^at  eye, 
Ail  coloars,  beaatiei,  both  of  art  aad  aaiun^ 
Are  given  in  vain  to  men,  so  without  love 
AU  beaaties  bred  in  women  are  ia  vain; 
AU  virtues  bora  ia  aieo  lie  buried. 
For  lone  infoiaas  «bem  as  the  saa  dofth  cUeans; 
Aad  as  the  sua,  ^edeoting  his  warsB  beaais 
jgMiBt  the  earth,  begets  aU  fruits  aad  floapcrt, 
So  lave,  fior  shiniog  ia  the  inward  taaa, 
Brings  forth  in  him  the  honourable  frails 
Of  valour,  wit,  viitaa,  and  haughty  thoights, 
Brave  rasoiation,  and  divine  discourse. 
O  'tis  the  paradise,  the  heaven  of  earth; 
And  didst  thou  know  the  comfort  of  taio  hmmi$ 
la  aae  delidotts  harmony  aniled, 
As  to  jq?  one  ^oy,  aad  Chiak  both  oae  thongjbt, 
lire  Mk 4Nie  Aife,  aad  thereia  doable  life;    . 
To  see  their  souls  met  at  an  inteiview 
In  their  bright  C3reB,  at  parler  fai  their  lifM, 
Iheir  taagnge  losses;  and  rphserve  the  nest, 
Taaehes,  eauhsaess,  and  each  ciroaaBtaaoe 
Of  all  lava's  aioet  •uiaaatehed  .oeramoniei^^ 
Thou  woold'st  abhor  thy  tongas  for  hlaaf^Mniy.. 
Ok  who  •can  oomprehead  haw  sweet  love  tastes, 
9at  he  that  hath  been  present  at  his  feasti  ? 

Ryn.  Are  you  in  that  vein  too>  Vakrio  ?  | 

VOL.  !!• 


Twere  itter  you  should  be  about  your  chtnpt* 
How  plough  and  cart  gpes  forward :  I  Itave  kiAowtt 
Your  joys  were  all  empbyed  in  husbandry; 
Your  study  was,  how  many  loads  of  hay 
A  meadow  of  so  niaay  acres  yielded ; 
How  naoy  oxen  luch  a  dose  would  £^ : 
And  is  your  rural  service  now  concerted 
From  Pan  to  Cupid^  and  Gnm  beasts  to  women  I 
O,  if  ;rQiu-  fhther  knew  ;this>  what  a  lecture 
Of  bitter  castigation  he  would  read  yo« ! 

Val.  My  fatlvsr !  why  ray  father?  does  he  think 
To  rob  me  of  rayi^Blf  ?  I  hope  I  know 
I  am  a  gentleman ;  tboagb  his  coretoiw  humour 
Aod  Haca^km  hath  transformed  sne  hmOSi 
And  laade  me  overteer  of  his  pastures, 
ril  be  myself,  in  spite  of  husbandry. 

Enter  Or/ltiavju 
And  see  bright  heaven  here  comti  mf  husbaadry  I 

[MArooet  JUr, 
HereBhattaiy  oattlegmiie;  hese  uectardriidk; 
ttere  will! hed^e aod dil»h ; heie hide  my  tivasore. 
O  poor  Fortumo,  how  wouldst  thou  triumph 
If  thou  enioyed'st  this  haMMoess  wi^h  luy  sisfter ! 

For.  I  were  m  haarea  if  <0Aoe  'urere  cooke  t# 
that. 

%n.  And  nethinks  Itis  my  hnareo  that  I  am 
pant  it. 
And  should  the  wretched  Machevi^iaa^ 
The  covetous  knight  your  Catfaery  ata  this  tight, 
Lusty  Valeric 

VaL  '^^ibot,  «ir,i^  he  should, 
He  shall  perceive  ere  long  my  dkill  KSitendM 
To  sometUag  more  thm  sveaty  husbandry. 

Ryn,  ril  bear  thee  witness,  thou  oaast  skill  of 
dioc^ 
Cards,  tennis,  wenching,  dandn^  aad  what  not ; 
Aad  this  is  something  «Aote  libnn  hushflpdry : 
Thou'rt  known  in  ordinaries  and  tohaceo-shops^ 
Trusted  in  taverns  aad  in  vaidting-hon^es; 
And  this  is  someching  omre  then  hushaadry : 
Yft  all  ^is  whiie  thy  father  appsuheads  thee 
For  the  a»ost  tsoae  and  tiiriAy  gpniom  in  Europe* 

For,  Wel^  he  hath  veatuved  on  a  oiarrio^e 
Wiould  quite  aodo  him  did  his  father  know  il 

Ryu,  Kaow  it !  alas,  sir,  whece  caa  he  bestow 
This  poor  ^aatiewiMoaa  he  has  made  his  wife^ 
But  his  inquiaitivie  father  wtU  hear  of  it? 
Whf]^  iike  the  dragon  to  ihe  Uespei^au  irmt^ 
Is  to  his  haunts?  slight!  hence, the  old  koigfai 
comes. 

JUnter  Gost^nzo. 
Gott  Rynaldo. 

Ryn,  Who's  that  cails  ?  fThat,  6ir  ^WstMvo  ? 
How  fates  yoar  ka«|dithood,  tk^ 

{AUgpimt^muipiRtiiAhm9^  - 
Oott,  Say  who  was  that 
Shrank  atflsyatttry  here?  wg&Vnot  yoar  broiher? 
Ryn,  He  sU-unk  na^  sir ;  his  has' 

ihimhenca. 
Gott.  And  was  it  not  aigr  #00  Ihnt 
with  hini? 

F 


4t 


ALL  FOOLS. 


[CHAPIfAlt. 


Ryn.  I  saw  not  him ;  I  was  in  serinus  speech 
■About  a  secret  business  with  my  brother. 

Goit.  Sure  'twas  my  sod  ;  what  made  he  here? 
I  sent  him 
About  afiieiirs  to  be  dispatched  in  haste. 

ityn.  Well,  sir,  lest  silence  breed  unjast  sus- 
pect, 
1*11  tell  a  secret  I  am  sworn  to  keep. 
And  crave  your  honoured  assistance  in  it. 

Gott.  What  is't,  Rynaldb ! 

jRyii.  This,  sir, — 'twas  your  son. 

GosL  And  what  young  gentlewoman  graced 
their  company  ? 
''   B.yn.  Thereon  depends  the  secret  I  mnst  utter : 
That  gentlewoman  hath  my  bmther  married. 

Go$t,  Married  !  what  is  she  ? 

i^.  Faith,  sir,  a  gentlewoman ; 
But  her  unnourishing  dowry  must  be  told 
Out  of  her  beaaty. 

Goit,  Is  it  true,  Rynaldo  ? 
And  does  your  father  understand  so  much? 

Ryn*  That  was  the  motion,  sir,  I  was  entreatp 

Your  son  to  make  to  him ;  because  I  know 
He  is  well  spoken,  and  may  nuich  prevail 
In  satisfying  my  fWtber,  who  much  loves  him, 
Both  for  his  wisdom  and  his  husbandry. 

GotU  Indeed  he's  one  can  tell  his  tale  I  tell 
you; 
And  for  his  husbandry——* 

Ryn,  O,  sir,  had  you  heard 
What  thrifty  disdpline  he  gave  my  brother, 
For  making  choice  without  my  father's  knowledge. 
And  without  riches— you  would  have  admired 
him4 

Qwt,  "H^ay,  nay,  I  know  him  well ;  but  what 
was  it  ? 

Jlyn.  That  in  the  choice  of  wives  men  must 
respect 
The  chief  wife,  riches ;  that  in  every  course 
A  roan's  chief  load-star  should  shine  out  of  riches; 
Love  nothing  heartily  in  this  world  but  riches ; 
Cast  off  all  friends,  all  studie^  all  delights, 
All  honesty,  and  religion,  for  riches ; 
And  many  such ;  which  wisdom  sure  he  learned 
Of  his  experienced  father;  yet  my  brother 
So  soothes  his  rash  affection,  and  presumes 
So  highly  on  my  fathei^s  gentle  nature. 
That  he  s  resolved  to  bring  her  home  to  him ; 
And  like  enough  he  will. 

Gott.  And  like  enough 
Your  silly  father  too  wUl  put  it  up ; 
An  honest  knight,  but  much  too  much  indulgent 
To  his  presummg  children. 

ftyn.  What  a  difierenoe 
Doth  interpose  itself  'twiit  him  and  you ! 
Had  your  son  osed  you  thus 

Go$l.  My  son  !  9|as, 
I  hope  to  bring  him  up  in  other  fashion. 
Follows  my  husbandry,  seU  eariy  foot 
Into  the  world ;  he  comes  not  at  the  dtv. 
Nor  knows  the  city  arts. 

Ryn,  But  dice  and  weDcfaing.  [Ande. 


Goit,  Acquiunts  himself  with  no  delight  bat 
getting: 
A  perfect  pattern  of  sobriety, 
Temperance,  and  husbandry*,  to  all  my  household; 
And  what's  his  company,  1  pray  ?  not  wenches. 

Ryn,  Wenchi's !  I  durst  be  swohi  he  never  smelt 
a  wench's  breath ; 
Yet,  but  methinks  'twere  fit  you  looght  him  oat 
a  wife. 

Gott,  A  wife,  Rynaldo ! 
He  dares  not  look  a  woman  in  the  face. 

Ryn,  'Sfoot  hold  him  to  one ;  your  son  soch  o^ 
sheep  ? 

Gott,  'TIS  strange  in  earnest. 

Ryn.  Well,  sir,  though  for  my  thriftless  bro- 
ther's sake, 
I  little  care  how  my  wronged  father  takes  it ;     . 
Yet,  for  my  father's  quiet,  if  yourself 
Would  join  hands  with  your  wife  and  toward  soi^ 
I  should  deserve  it  some  way. 

GoU.  Good  Rynaldo, 
I  love  you  and  your  father,  but  this  matter 
is  not  for  me  to  deal  in ;  and  'tis  needless^ 
You  say  your  bn>ther  is  resolved,  presuming 
Your  father  will  allow  it. 

Enter  Mas.  Antowio. 

Ryn.  See  my  father,  since  you  are  resolute  not 
to  move  him,  sir. 
In  any  case  conceal  tl  c  secret.      [Hidet  himm^. 
By  way  of  an  atonement  let  me  pray  you  wilL 

Gott.  Upon  mine  honour. 

jE^  Thanks,  sir. 

m.  Ant.  God  save  thee,  honourable-  knight 
Gostaiiao. 

Gott,  Friend  Marc  Antonio,  welcome ;  and  X 
think 
I  have  good  news  to  welcome  you  withal. 

Ryn.  He  cannot  hold. 

M.  Ant.  What  news  I  pray  you,  sir  ? 

Gott,  You  have  a  forward,  valiant  eldest  son. 
But  wherein  is  his  forwardness  and  valour  f 

M.  Ant.  I  know  not  wherein  you  intend  him  sow 

Gott.  Forward  before,  valiant  behind  hb  duty. 
That  he  hath  dared,  before  your  due  consent, 
To  take  a  wife. 

M.  Ant.  A  wife,  nr !  what  is  she  ? 

Goit.  One  that  is  rich  enough ;  her  hair  port 
amber; 
Her  forehead  mother-of-pearl ;  her  fair  eyes 
Two  wealthy  diamonds;  her  lips  mines  of  rubies; 
Her  teeth  are  orient  pearl ;  her  neck  pure  ivory. 

Jkf.  Ant.  Jest  not,  good  air,  in  an  amr  so  se- 
rious; 
I  love  my  son,  and  if  his  youth  reward  me 
With  his  contempt  of  my  consent  in  marriage, 
'TIS  to  be  feared  that  his  presumption  builds  not 
Of  bis  ^ood  choice,  that  will  bear  out  itself, 
And  being  bad,  the  news  is  worse  than  bad. 

Gott.  What  call  you  bad  ?  is  it  bad  to  be  poor! 

Af.  Ant.  The  world  aocouoti  it  so;  but  if  nj 
son 
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Have  in  her  birth  and  mtnes  hetd  his  choioey 
Withnat  dtspanigefiient,  the  fault  it  lest. 

Go%t,  Sits  the  wind  there  ?  blows  there  to  cahn 
a  Kale 
From  a  contemned  and  deserred  anger  ? 
Are  TOO  ti»  easy  to  be  diM>bejed  ? 

M,  Ant,  Whatthouldldu?  if  mj  enamoured 
ton 
Have  been  to  forward,  I  atture  myself 
He  did  ic  more  to  satisfy  hi«  lore, 
Than  to  incense  my  hate,  or  to  neglect  me 

GtM/.  AjMmn^  kind  construction;  suffer thu, 
Tou  ope'  him  doors  to  any  viHainy ; 
He*ll  dare  to  sell,  to  pawn,  run  ever  riot, 
Detpiae  your  love  in  all,  and  laugh  at  you : 
And  that  kiiigbt*s  conipetencjr  you  have  gotten 
With  jcmre  and  labour ;  he  with  lust  and  idleness 
WDi  hriiig  into  the  stipend  of  a  beggar; 
All  to  mainrain  a  wanton  whirlif^ig, 
Worth  nothing  more  than  she  brings  on  her  back, 
Tet  all  your  wealth  too  little  for  that  back : 
By  heaven  I  pity  your  declining  state, 
For  be  assured  your  too  hath  set  his  foot 
In  the  right  path-way  to  consumption : 
Up  to  the  heart  in  love;  and  for  that  love, 
Nochiog  can  be  too  dear  his  love  desires : 
And  how  insatiate  and  unlimited 
Is  the  ambition  and  the  beggarly  pride 
Of  a  dame  hoised  from  a  beggar's  state. 
To  a  state  competent  and  plentiful. 
Ton  cannot  be  so  simple  not  to  know. 

If.  Amt.  I  must  confess  the  mischief :  but  alas ! 
Where  is  in  me  the  power  of  remedy  ? 

GaU.  Where?  in  your  just  displeasure:  cast 
him  oft, 
Receive  him  not,  let  him  endure  the  use 
Of  their  infuroed  kindness  that  must  trust  him 
For  meat  and  money,  for  apptrel,  house, 
And  every  thing  belongs  to  that  estate. 
Which  be  must  learn  with  want  and  misery, 
Siooe  pleasure  and  a  full  estate  hath  blinded  , 
Hit  diatolate  desires. 

ALAni.  What  should  I  do? 
If  I  should  banish  him  my  house  and  sight. 
What  desperate  resolution  might  it  breed  I 
To  mo  into  the  wars,  and  there  to  live 
In  want  of  competency,  and  perhaps 
Taste  the  unrecoverable  loss  of  his  chief  limbs. 
Which  while  he  hath  in  peace,  at  home  with  me, 
May  with  his  spirit  ransom  his  estate 
From  any  loss  nis  marriage  can  procure. 

Gatt.  Is't  true?  ne  let  him  run  into  the  wais 
And  lose  what  limbs  he  can ;  better  one  branch 
Be  lope  awaj,  than  all  the  whole  tree  should 

pensh: 
Aad  for  fans  wants,  better  yoone  want  than  old. 
You  have  a  younger  son  at  Padua ;  * 

I  like  his  learning  well,  make  him  Tonr  heir, 
Aad  lee  your  other  walk  i  let  him  bujr  wit 
A^s  own  charge,  not  at's  father^s;  if  you  lose 

him, 
Tou  lose  no  more  than  that  was  lost  before 
}f  vott  recover  him,  you  find  a  son. 
B 


'\ 


M,  Ant,  I  cannot  part  with  him. 

Got^  If  it  be  so. 
And  that  vour  love  to  him  be  so  extreme, 
In  needful  dangers  ever  chuse  tlie  least : 
If-^  should  be  in  mind  to  pass  the  seas, 
Your  son  Rynaldo,  who  told  me  all  this, 
Will  tell  me  that,  and  so  we  shall  prevent  it : 
If  by  no  stem  course  you  will  venture  that. 
Let  him  come  home  to  me  with  his  fair  wife: 
And  if  you  chance  to  see  him,  shake  him  up, 
As  if  your  wrath  were  hard  to  be  reflected. 
That  he  may  fear  hereafter  to  ofiend 
In  other  dissolute  courses :  at  my  house, 
With  my  advice,  and  my  son's  g<xxl  example, 
Who  shall  serve  as  a  glass  for  him  to  see 
His  faults,  and  mend  them  to  his  precedent, 
I  make  no  doubt  but  of  a  dissolute  son 
And  disobedient,  to  send  him  home 
Both  dutiful  and  thrifty. 

M.  Ant.  O,  GosUnzo ! 
Could  vou  do  this,  vou  should  preserve  yourself 
A  perfect  friend  of  me,  and  me  a  son. 

Gott.  Remember  you  your  part,  and  fear  not 
mine: 
Rate  him,  revile  him,  and  renounce  him  too : 
Speak ;  can  vou  do't«  man  ? 

M.  Ant'  ril  do  all  I  can.  [Exit  M.  Ahtov  lo. 

Goit.  Alas,  good  man^  bow  Nature  over-weight 
him! 

Rtnaldo  coma  forth, 

Ryn.  God  save  you,  sir. 

Goit,  Rynaldo,  all  the  news 
You  told  me  as  a  secret,  I  perceive 
Is  passing  common :  for  your  father  knows  it| 
The  first  thing  be  related  was  the  marriage. 

Ifyn,  And  was  extremely  moved  ? 

Goi^  Beyond  all  measure  i 
But  I  did  all  I  could  to  quench  his  fury; 
Told  him  how  easy  'twas  for  a  young  man 
To  run  that  amorous  oourse;  and  though  his 

choice 
Were  nothing  rich,  yet  she  was  gently  born. 
Well  qualified,  and  beautiful ;  but  he  still 
Was  quite  relentless,  and  would  needs  renounce 
him. 

Ryn,  My  brother  knows  it  well,  and  is  resolved 
To  trail  a  pike  in  field,  rather  than  bide 
The  more  feared  push  of  my  vexed  father's  fury. 

Gott.  Indeed  that's  one  way !  but  are  no  morf 
means 
Lef^  to  his  fine  wits,  than  t'incense  his  father 
With  a  more  violent  rage,  and  to  redeem 
A  great  offence  with  greater  ) 

1^.  So  I  told  him : 
But  to  a  desperate  mind  t^W  breath  is  lost . 

Got/.  Go  to,  let  him  be  wise,  and  use  his 
friends, 
Amongst  whom  I'll  be  foremost  to  his  father : 
Without  this  desperate  error  he  intends 
Joined  to  the  other ;  I'll  not  doubt  to  make  hini 
Easy  return  into  his  father*s  favour, 
So  be  submit  himself^  as  dufy  biads  hii^; 
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For  fathers  will  be  kdown  to  be  tbemselv«% 
And  often  when  their  angers  are  not  deep* 
Will  pf^iat  an  outward  ra^e  apon  their  looks. 

Jtvfi.  AU  this  I  told  hiin»  sir ;  but  what  says 
be! 
I  know  niy  father  will  not  be  reclaimed ; 
He'll  think  that  ii  he  wink  at  this  offence^ 
HTwill  open  doors  to  any  villainy : 
ril  dare  to  sell,  to  pawn,  and  run  all  riot, 
To  laugh  at  all  his  patience;  and  consume 
All  he  natli  purchased  to  au  honoured,  purpose. 
In  maintenaboe  of  a  wanton  whirligig, 
Worth  nothing  more  than  she  wears  on  her  back. 

GinL  The  very  words  I  used  to  incense  bis 
father  \ — 
But,  good  Rynaldo,  let  him  be  adttsedt 
How  would  his  father  grieve,   should  be   be 

maimed) 
Or  quite  miscarry  in  the  ruthless  war  ? 

hyn.  1  told  him  so ;  but  better  far,  sttid  be. 
One  branch  should  utterly  be  lopt  a#ay, 
Thau  the  whole  tree  of  all  his  race  should  perish ; 
And  for  his  wanu,  better  young  want  than  old. 

Goit,  By  heaven  !  the  same  words  still  1  used 
tliis  father. 
Why  comes  this  about  ? — well,  coed  Rynaldo^ 
If  lie  dare  not  induce  his  fathers  looka^ 
Let  liim  and  his  fair  wife  come  home  to  me: 
Till  I  have  qualified  his  father's  pAssioti, 
He  shall  be  kindly  welcome,  and  be  sure 
Of  all  the  intebcessien  I  can  use. 

Rjfn.  1  thank  you,  sir ;  Til  try  what  I  oaa  do, 
Although  I  fear  me  I  shall  strive  in  vaid. 

Gott,  Well^  try  him,  try  him. 

[Etit  OoSTAVZOk 

Hyn.  Thanks*  sir«  so  I  will. 
See,  this  old  polibe  diftsembling  knight^ 
Now  he  perceives  my  father  So  Aflbctiohate, 
And  that  my  brother  may  hereafter  live 
By  him  and  his,  with  equal  use  of  either^ 
He  will  put  on  a  face  of  hollow  friendship^ 
But  thi&  will  prove  an  excellent  eround  to  sow 
The  seed  of  mirth  amongst  us ;  I'll  go  seek 
Valeric  and  my  brother,  and  tell  them 
Sooh  news  of  their  afiairs  as  they'll  admire, 

[Exit. 

£nter  Oazettjl,  Bellonoea,  OaATiAiiA. 

Oet.  How  happy  art  your  fortunes  above 
mine! 
Both  still  being  woo'd  and  courted ;  still  so  feed- 
ing 
On  the  delighu  of  love,  that  still  you  6nd 
An  appetite  tor  more;  where  I  am  cloyed, 
And  being  bound  to  love-sports,  care  not  for 
them. 
BeL  That  is  your  fault,  Gazetta;  we  have 
loves. 
And  wiah  continual  company  frith  tbtm 
In  honoured  ouu-piage  rites,  wJiidi  you  ei\|oy. 
But  seldom  or  never  can  we  get  a  look 
Of  those  we  love ;  Fortuaio  my  dear  choice 
Dai  e  not  be  known  to  love  me,  net 


My  father's  bdiise;  where  I  as  in  a  priion 
Consume  my  lost  days,  and  the  tedious  nightfl^ 
My  father  guarding  me  for  one  I  hate ; 
And  Gratiana  here,  my  brother's  love, 
Joys  him  by  so  much  stealth,  that  vehement  fttit 
Drinks  up  the  sweetness  of  their  stolen  delights; 
Where  you  enjoy  a  husband,  and  may  freely 
Perform  all  obsequies  you  desire  to  love. 

Gaz.  Indeed  I  have  a  husband,  and  his  lor* 
Is  more  than  1  desire,  being  vatoly  jealous ; 
Extremes,  though  contrary,  have  the  like  efifoctt; 
Extreme  heat  mortifies  like  extreme  cold ; 
Extreme  love  breeds  satiety  as  well 
As  extreme  hatred ;  and  too  violent  rigour 
Tempts  chastitv  as  much  as  too  mlich  licence  i 
There's  no  mmi  s  eye  fixed  on  me,  but  doth  pierte 
My  husband's  soul;  if  any  ask  my  welfare. 
He  strait  doubts  treason  practised  to  his  bed ; 
Fancies  but  to  himself  all  likelihoods 
Of  nly  wrong  to  him,  and  lays  all  on  me 
For  certain  truths ;  yet  seeks  he  with  his  bask 
To  put  disguise  on  all  his  jealousy, 
Fearing  perhaps,  lest  it  may  teach  me  that 
Which  otherwise  I  shoald  not  dream  upon  3 
Yet  lives  he  still  abroad  at  great  expense. 
Turns  merely  gallant  from  ms  fanner's  state. 
Uses  all  games  and  recreations. 
Runs  races  with  the  gallants  of  the  court. 
Feasts  them  at  home,  and  entertains  tbem  costly^ 
And  then  upbraids  me  with  their  oom|jaay. 

Enter  CoAiiBLio* 

See^  see  we  shall  be  troubled  #ith  him  now. 
Cor.  Now,  ladies,  what  plots  have  we  now  in 
band? 
They  say,  when  only  one  dame  is  alone, 
She  plots  some  mischief;  but  if  three  together, 
Thev  plot  three  hundred :  wife,  the  air  is  sharp, 
Y'ad  best  to  take  the  house  lest  you  take  cokL 
Gof.  Alas !  this  time  of  year  yields  no  sudi 

danger. 
Cor.  Go  ill,  I  say;  a  friend  of  yours  atttods 

vou. 
GaM,  He  is  ofyour  bringing,  and  may  stay. 
Cor,  Nay,  stand  not  chopping  logic ;  in  I  pray« 
Gajr.  Ye  see,  gentlewomen,  what  my  happi* 
ness  is. 
These  humours  reign  in  marriage;    humourti 
humours.  [ExU^  hefMowetk. 

Gra.  Now  by  my  sooth  I  am  no  fortune-teller^ 
And  would  be  loth  to  prove  so ;  yet  pronounce 
Thb  at  adventure,  that  t'wer^  indecorum 
This  heifer  should  want  horns. 

BeL  Fie  on  this  love ; 
I  rather  wish  to  want,  than  parehase  so. 

Gra,  Indeed  such  love  is  like  a  smokv  fins 
In  a  oold  morning ;  though  the  fire  be  cbearful, 
Yet  is  the  smoke  so  sour  and  cumbentome, 
Twere  better  lose  the  fire  tbaa  fiod  the  smoke ; 
Such  an  attendant  then  as  smoke  to  fire, 
Is  jealoasy  to  love;  beittr  want  both, 
Than  have  both. 
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Enter  Valebio  mu^FoRTUNio. 

VaL  Come,  Fortunio,  now  take  hold 
On  this  occasion,  as  myself  on  this ; 
Omi  ooaple  more  won  id  make  a  '^  barly-braak. 

Fkfr.  I  Ohu*,  Valerio,  we  shall  break  too  toon ; 
Yoar  father's  jealousy,  spy-all,  wiO  displease  us. 

VmL  Well»  wenoh,  the  day  will  come  hit  Ar- 
gus eyes 
Will  shot,  and  thou  shalt  open  i  S'foot,  I  think 
I>aiiie  Nature's  memory  begins  to  Aul  her; 
If  I  write  but  my  name  in  mercer's  books, 
I  sm  as  sure  to  hate  at  six  months  end 
A  rascal  at  my  elbow  with  his  mace, 
As  I  am  sure  my  ^her^s  not  far  hence. 
My  lather  yet  hatli  owed  damt  Nature  debt 
These  threesoore  years  and  ten,  yet  calls  not  on 

him  ; 
But  if  she  turn  her  debt  book  over-once, 
And  6mling  him  her  debtor,  do  but  send 
Her  Serjeant  John  Death  to  arrest  his  body, 
Oar  souls  shall  rest,  wench,  then,  and  the  free 

light 
Shall  triumph  in  our  faces;  where  now  night, 
In  inufatioa  of  my  ftither's  frowns, 
Loore  at  our  meeting  i-^ 

Enter  Rtvaldo. 

See  where  the  scholar  comes. 

l^fn.  Down  on  your  knees  poor  lovers ;  rere- 
rence  learning. 

JPor.  I  mraT  thee  why,  Rynaldo  ? 

^/H,  Mara  what  cause 
Flows  from  my  depth  of  knowledge  to  your  loves, 
To  make  yon  kneel  and  bless  me  while  you  live. 

VaL  I  prav  thee,  good  scholar,  give  us  cau»e. 

IRyn,  mm  then,  erect  your  ears;  you  know 
what  horror 
Would  fly  on  your  love  from  your  fkther^s  frowns, 
If  he  should  (now  it.    And  your  sister  here. 
My  brother^s  sweet'heart,  knows  as  well  what 

rage 
Would  sem  his  powers  for  her,  if  he  diould  know 
My  brother  wocrd  her,  or  that  she  loved  him ; 
fs  not  this  true  ?  speak  all. 

OrnneL  AH  thb  is  true. 

Sn.  Itis  as  true  that  noir  you  meet  by  steaHh 
pth  of  m^doigbt,  kissing  out  at  grates, 
Qlimb  over  walls.    And  all  this  Fll  reform. 
VaL  By  IcwicF 

Bsfn,  Wen>  sir,  you  a^YI  have  all  means 
To  hve  IB  one  house,  eat  and  drmk  ftogeilier. 
Meet  and  kiss  your  ftWfi. 


VaL  All  this  by  learning? 

J^.  Aye,  and  your  frowning  father  know  all 
this. 

VaL  I  marry,  small  learning  may  prove  that. 

Ryn.  Nay,  he  shall  know  it,  and  desire  it  too^ 
Welcome  my  brother  to  Um,  and  your  wife. 
Entreating  both  to  come  and  dwell  with  him. 
Is  not  this  strange  ? 

For.  Aye  too  strange  to  be  true. 

Ryn,  Tis  in  this  head  shall  work  iti  tharsfofa 
hear; 
Brother,  this  lady  you  roust  call  vour  wife. 
For  I  have  told  her  sweetf-heart's  father  here 
That  she  is  your  wife ;  and  because  my  father. 
Who  now  believes  it,  must  be  quieted 
Before  you  see  him,  you  must  Uve  a  while 
As  huslNwid  to  her  in  his  father's  house. 
Valerie,  here's  a  simple  mean  for  yon 
To  lie  at  rack  and  manger  with  "  your  wedlook 
And  brother,  for  yourself  to  meet  as  freely 
With  this  your  long  desired  and  barred  love. 

For,  You  make  us  wonder. 

Ryn»  Peace,  be  ruled  by  me, 
And  you  shall  see  to  what  a  perfect  shape 
I'll  bring  this  rude  plot,  which  blind  chaoMe,  the 

ape 
Of  comsel  and  advice,  hath  broaeht  forth  bind. 
Valerio,  can  your  heat  of  love  foibear 
Before  your  father,  and  allow  my  brother 
To  use  some  kindness  te  your  wife  before  him? 

VaL  Aye  Wfore  him,  1  do  not  greatly  care^ 
Nor  any  where  indeed ;  mv  sister  here 
Shall  be  my  spjr ;  if  she  min  wrong  herself 
And  give  her  right  to  any  wife,  I  am  pleased. 

For,  My  deareet  hfe,  I  know,  will  never  feav 
Any  such  will  or  thpagbt  in  aU  my  powers ; 
When  I  coett  her  then,  thiMk  I  think  'tis  thee  f 
When  1  embrace  her,  hold  thee  in  mine  arms; 
Come,  let  as  practioe  'gainst  we  eee  yoar  father. 

VaL  8of^,  sir,  I  hope  you  need  aotiloitye^ 
Let  me  take  thk  time. 

Ajfa.  Come,  ifou  must  not  toach  her. 

faL  No  not  before  ny  father? 

Ifyn-  No,  ner  new. 
Because  you  are  so  soon  to  practise  it; 
For  I  must  bring  them  to  him  presentlv. 
Take  her,  Fortnnio;  go  heaoe  man  and  wife ; 
We  wiH  attend  you  rarely  wkh  hxed  faces. 
Valerio  keep  ypur  countenance,  and  coooeive 
Your  father  in  your  forged  sheepishness, 
Who-difnktlbou  darest  net  look  apon  a  weaeh. 
Nor  knowest  at  wbieh  end  to  begin  to  kiss  her. 

JEreaaf. 


■^  Barlff-h-edk—^ee  Tfote  19  to  T%e  Bird  m  a  Cage,  Trt.  1.  p.-M^. 
»  Yawr  weiMc.—\.  e.  Your  w|fi^ 
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ACTH. 


SCENE  I. 

Enter  GosTANZo  and  Mabc.  Avtohio. 

Citti.  It  is  your  own  loo  tirople  lenitj, 
-And  dotins;  iudulgence  shown  to  him  still. 
That  ihusTiath  taught  your  son  tu  be  no  son ; 
As  you  have  used  him,  therefore  so  you  have 

him ; 
Durst  my  son  thus  turn  rebel  to  his  duty. 
Steal  up  a  match  unsuiting  his  estate 
Without  all  knowledge  of  or  frierd  or  father ; 
And  to  make  that  good  with  a  worse  offence, 
Adsolve  to  run  beyond  sea  to  the  wars? 
Durst  my  son  scrte  me  thus  ?  NVeU,  I  have  stayed 

Th(;ngh  much  against  my  disposition, 
And  this  hour  I  have  set  for  his  repair. 
With  his  young  mistress  and  concealed  wife ; 
And  in  my  house  here  they  shall  sojourn  both 
Till  your  black  anger*s  storm  be  over-blown. 

M.  Ant,  My  anger's  storm  !  Ah  poor  Fortunio, 
One  gentle  word  from  thee  would  soon  '^  resolve 
The  storm  of  my  rage  to  a  shower  of  tears. 

GoMt.  In  that  vein  still  ?  well.  Marc.  Antonio, 
Our  Jo\d  acquaintance  and  long  neighbourhood 
Ties  my  affection  to  you,  and  the  good 
Of  your  whole  house;  in  kind  regard  whereof 
I  have  advised  you  for  your  credit  sake. 
And  for  the  tender  welfare  of  your  son. 
To  frown  on  him  a  little ;  if  you  do  not. 
But  at  first  parley  take  him  to  your  favour, 
I  protest  utterly  to  renounce  aU  care 
Ol  you  and  yours,  and  all  your  amities. 
They  say  he*s  wretched,  that  out  of  biuiself 
Cannot  draw  counsel  to  his  proper  weal ; 
But  he*s  thrice  wretched,  that  has  neither  counsel 
IVithin  himself,  nor  apprehension 
Of  counsel  for  his  own  good  from  another, 

M.  Ant,  Well,  I  will  arm  myself  against  this 
weakness 
The  best  I  can ;  I  long  to  see  this  Helen, 
That  hath  enchanted  my  young  Paris  thus, 
And*s  like  to  set  all  our  poor  Troy  on  fire. 

£iiler  Valerio  mtlh  0  Page;  Marc.  Axtohio 
retiret  kimielf. 

Got/.  Here  comes  my  son;  withdraw,  take  up 
your  stand, 
You  shall  hear  odds  betwixt  your  son  and  mine. 


Vol.  Tell  him  I  cannot  do*t :  Shall  I  be  m«d« 
A  foolish  novice,  my  purse  set  abroach 
By  every  cheating  come-you-seven  ? ''  to  lend 
My  monev,  and  be  laughed  at?  Tell  him  plain, 
I  profess  husbandry,  and  will  not  play 
The  prodigal,  like  him,  'gainst  my  professioo. 

Gott,  Here's  a  son  I 

M.  Ant,  An  admirable  spark ! 

Page,  Well,  sir.  Til  tell  him  so.     [Exit  Page, 

VJ.  'Sfoot,  let  him  lead 
A  better  husband's  life,  and  live  not  idly. 
Spending  his  time,  his  coin,  and  self,  on  wencbetw 

Gait,  Why,  what's  the  matter,  son  ? 

VaL  Cry  mercy,  sir ;  why,  there  come  messen- 
gers 
From  this  and  that  brave  gallant;  and  such  gal* 

lauts, 
As,  I  protest,  I  saw  but  through  a  grate. 

Gott,  And  what's  this  message  ? 

VaL  Faith,  sir,  he's  disappointed 
Of  payments,  and  disfumished  of  means  present ; 
If  1  would  do  him  the  kind  office,  therefore. 
To  trust  him  but  some  seven-night  with  the  keep* 

ing 
Of  forty  crowns  for  me,  he  deeply  swears,  * 
As  he*s  a  gentleman,  to  dischai^ e  his  trust ; 
And  that  I  shall  eternally  endear  him 
To  my  wished  service,  he  protests  and  contests. 

Gost.  Good  words,  Valeric;  but  thou  art  too 
wise 
To  be  deceived  b)r  breath.    Ill  turn  thee  loose 
To  the  most  cunning  cheater  of  them  all. 

VaL  !Sfoot,  he's  not  ashamed  besides  to  charge 
me 
With  a  late  promise;  I  must  yield  indeed; 
I  did,  to  shift  him  with  some  contentment, 
Make  such  a  frival  promise. 

Goit,  Aye,  well  done. 
Promises  are  no  fetters ;  with  that  tonguCi 
Thy  promise  past,  unpromise  it  agaia, 
Wnerefore  has  man  a  tongue  of  power  to  spea^ 
But  to  speak  still  to  his  own  private  purpose  ? 
Beasts  utter  but  one  sound ;  but  men  have  change 
Of  speech  and  reason,  even  by  nature  given  them^ 
Now  to  say  one  thing,  and  f^other  now. 
As  best  may  serve  their  profitable  ends. 

M,  Ant.  By'r  lady,  sound  ii^trqcdons  to  a  son ! 

VaL  Nay,  sjr,  1^  makes  his  claim  by  debt  of 
friendship. 

Gott,  Tush !  friendship's  but  a  term,  boy ;  the 
fopd  i^orl<^. 
Like  to  a  doting  mother,  glosses  over 


^  Retofve.— 8eeNote94toTmcrMi«iidGitmttiulSa. 
"  P»aM*jf«M-M«ci»— A  gaaabltr,  a  dke-pla^^.    M. 
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Her  dnldrei/B  imperfections  with  fine  termt. 
What  she  calls  friendship,  and  true  humane  kmd- 


Is  only  want  of  true  experience : 
Honesty  is  but  a  defect  of  wit; 
Respect  but  mere  rusticity  and  clownry. 

M.  Ant.  Better  and  better.— 
Soft,  here  conies  my  son. 

£Hier  Fobtunio,  Rynaldo,  and  Gratiana. 

Ryn.  Fortunio,  keep  your  countenance;  see, 
sir,  here 
The  poor  young  married  couple,  which  you  pleased 
To  send  tor  to  ^our  house. 

Oosf.  Fortumo,  welcome ; 
And  in  that  welcome  I  employ  your  wife's, 
Whom  I  am  sore  you  count  your  second  self. 

[He  kiuet  her. 
For,  Sir,  your  right  noble  favours  do  exceed 
An  power  of  worthy  gratitude  by  words, 
Hiat  in  your  care  sujiply  my  father's  place. 

Oo$i.  Fortunio,  I  cannot  chuse  but  love  you, 
B^ng  son  to  him  who  long  time  I  have  loved ; 
FiooD  whose  just  anger  my  house  shall  protect 

you, 
TiU  I  mive  made  a  calm  way  to  your  meetings. 

F^.  I  Kttle  thought,  sir,  that  my  father's  love 
Woald  take  so  ill  so  slight  a  fault  as  this. 

Gatt,  Call  you  it  sli^t !  Nay,  though  his  spi- 
rit take  it 
la  higher  manner  than  for  your  loved  sake 
I  wooikl  have  wished  hhn ;  jet  I  make  a  doubt, 
Had  my  son  done  the  like,  if  my  afieotion 
Would  not  have  turned  to  more  spleen  than  your 

father's : 
And  yet  I  qualify  him  all  I  can. 
And  doubt  not  but  that  time,  and  my  persuasion. 
Will  work  out  your  excuse ;  since  youth  and  love 
Were  the  unresisted  organs  to  seduce  you : 
Bat  you  must  ^ve  him  leave,  for  fathers  must 
Be  won  by  penitence  and  submission, 
And  not  by  force  or  opposition. 

For.  Alas,  sir !  what  advise  you  me  to  do  ? 
I  know  my  father  to  be  highlv  moved. 
And  am  not  able  to  endure  the  breath 
Of  his  expressed  displeasure,  whose  hot  flames 
I  think  mv  absence  soonest  would  have  quenched. 
Gott.  True,  sir,  as  fire  with  oil ;  or  else  like 
them 
Hiat  uuench  the  fire  with  pulling  down  the  house. 
Yuo  snail  remain  here  in  my  house  concealed, 
Tin  I  have  won  your  father  to  conceive 
Kinder  opinion  of  your  oversight. 
Valerie,  entertain  rortunio 
And  his  fair  wife,  and  give  them  conduct  in. 
Fml,  You're  welcome,  sir. 


GoH.  What,  Mrrah,  is  that  all  ? 
No  entertainment  to  the  gentlewoman  ? 

VmL  Forsooth  you're  welcome,  by  my  father's 
leave. 

Goit.  What,  no  more  compliment  ? 
Kiss  licr,  you  sheep's  head  ! 
Why,  when?  go,  go^  sir,  call  your  Mster  hither.^* 

[Exit  Valerio, 
Lady,  youll  pardon  our  gross  bringing  up ; 
We  dwell  far  off  from  court  you  may  perceive: 
The  sight  of  such  a  blazing  star  as  you 
Dazzles  my  rude  son's  wits. 

Gra,  Not  so,  good  sir; 
The  better  husband,  the  more  courtly  ever. 

ilyii.  Indeed  a  courtier  makes  his  lips  go  far. 
As  lie  doth  all  things  else. 

Enter  Valebio  and  Bellovoka. 

Go9t.  Daughter,  receive 
This  gentlewoman  home,  and  use  her  kindly. 

[She  kiite$  her, 

BeL  My  father  bids  you  kindly  welcome,  lady. 
And  therefore  you  must  needs  come  well  to  me* 

Gra.  Thank  you,  forsooth. 

Gott.  Go,  dame,  conduct  'em  in. 
[Exeunt  Rtvaldo,  Fobtukio,  Bellovoba, 
and  Oratiana. 
Ah,  errant  sheep's-liead !  hast  thou  lived  thus  loog^ 
And  darcet  not  look  a  woman  in  the  face  ? 
Though  I  desire  especiallv  tn  see 
My  son  a  husl»and,  shall  1  therefore  have  him 
Turn  absolute  cullton  ?  '^  Let's  see,  kiss  thy  hand. 
Thou  kiss  thy  hand !  thou  wipest  thy  mouth,  bj 

the  mass. 
Fie  on  thee,  clown  I  they  say  the  world's  grown 

finer. 
But  I,  for  my  part,  never  saw  young  men 
Worse  fashioned  and  brought  up  than  now-a-dayf« 
'Sfoot,  when  myself  was  young,  was  not  I  kept 
As  far  from  court  as  you  ?  I  Siink  I  was  i 
And  yet  my  fatlier  on  a  time  invited 
The  duchess  to  his  house  t  1  being  then 
About  some  five*and-twenty  years  of  age^ 
Was  thought  the  only  man  to  entertain  her. 
I  had  my  conge ;  plant  myself  of  one  leg, 
Draw  back  the  other  with  a  deep- fetched  honoury 
Then  with  a  belle  regard  advant  mine  eye 
With  boldness  on  her  very  visnomy. 
Your  dancers  all  were  counterfeits  to  me ; 
And,  for  discourse  in  my  fair  mistress^  presence 
I  did  not  as  you  barren  j^lauts  do. 
Fill  my  discourses  up  dnnking  tobaucco ;  '^ 
But,  on  the  present,  furnished  evermore 
With  tales  and  practised  speeches ;  as  sometimes, 
What  is't  o'clock?  what  stuff's  this  petticoat  ? 
What  cost  the  making?  what  the  fringe  and  all  ? 


^  CaUJan— See  Note  87  to  Qammer  Gurton't  T^eedte,  Vol.  L  p.  125. 
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And  what  she  hid  ander  hcT  p^tdooAt  ? 
And  such  like  witty  cotnpliments ;  ftnd,  for  need, 
I  could  have  written  as  good  prose  and  verM,. 
As  the  most  beggarly  poet  of  'em  all ; 
Either  Acrt>8tic^  JCjrofVui% 
EpUhalamions,  Satires,  EpiglHtm^ 
Sinneti  in  thgens^  er  your  Qumtormtnitt^ 
Li  any  rhymt^  ma$cuUne,  feminine. 
Or  Sdntccioim,  9r  toupieti,  blank  v^rse. 
You're  but  beach-whistJers  uow-ledays,  to  them 
That  were  iu  our  tines.— Weil,  aboac  your  hus- 
bandry ; 
Go,  for  i'faith  tbouVt  fit  for  uothing  else. 

[Mxit  V4L£AtO. 

Marc.  Aktokid  apptart. 

Jf.  Ant.  ByV  lady,  you  have  played  the  cour- 
tier nn^ly. 

Qott.  But  did  yon  trer  see  to  hUmak  a  fool, 
When  he  should  kiss  a  if<eaoh,  «s  oi?  soo  is  ? 

Jf.  Ant.  Alas,  'tis  but  a  little  bashfulness. 
Tou  let  him  keep  no  oMipstiy,  oaf  nlkM  bim 
Money  to  ependjat  frace  Aod  daaoing'^obooll; 
You're  too  severe,  i'faitk 

Go$t,  And  yiiu  too  subplew 
WcU,  sir,  fof  your  salse  I  have  ctayed  jouf  son 
From  flying  to  the  wars;  now  aee  you  rate  him, 
To  fltajT  hikD  yet  frbm  aiore  enp^ieftil  co«rsee. 
Wherein  your  lenity  will  encoonigiB  kim* 

M,  Ant,  Let  lae  alone,  I  thaak  you  Sot  ihift 
kifidtieas.  [Ew€unt. 

Entet  Valewo  and  ttr^AtDo. 

lUfn.  So,  are  they  gone  ?  Now  tcM  ne,  brave 
Valcrio, 
Have  I  not  won  the  wreath  from  all  your  wits, 
Brought  tkee  l»  <enjoy  the  -most  desired  presence 
Of  thy  dear  tove  at  home?  ittid  wkh  wie  labour 
My  brother  to  ^eojoy  thy  sitter,  where 
It  had  been  ber  undoinfg  to  have  iiim  aeea, 
And  make  thy  father  oravie  what  he  abhors^ 
To  entreac«y  broiiber  ha«ev>tt>«njoy  his<lau§h4eiv 
Command  thice  kisathy  weodi|  chide  for  not  kis»> 

••& 
And  work  ail  <this  oot  of  a  Macherii; 
A  miteraible  sohdoiBn  i 
I  think  the  like  was  never  phiyed  before. 

Vol.  Indeed  I  oMSt  conrmend  thy  wit  of  force, 
And  yet  I  know  not  wbose  deten«s  laott  praiea» 
Of  thine  or  my  wit :  ehme  for  pi»tttiig  wsA ; 
Mine,  that  durst  imdertake  and  carry  k 
With  such  trae  form. 

Ryn,  Well,  the  evenioK  atcmuB  •kbe  ^y; 
Persevere  to  the  end.    My  wit  batik  put 
Blind  fortune  in  a  sliin^  ioio  your  band; 
If se  it  4bsoneet)y,  beep  it  from  your  father^ 
Or  you  may  bid  all  your  good  days  good-night. 


VaL  Let  roe  tloae^  bogr. 

J^is.  Well,  sir,  now  to  vary 
The  pleasures  of  our  wits.  Thou  know'et,  Valerio, 
Here  is  the  ncw^turoed  gentleman's  ^r  wifii^ 
That  keeps  thy  wife  and  sister  company. 
With  whofli  the  atnoroas  courtier  Danotio 
Is  far  in  love,  and  of  whom  her  tour  huftbtiod 
is  passing  jealous,  puts  on  eagle*«  pym 
To  pry  into  her  carriage ;  shall  we  see 
If  be  be  now  from  home,  and  visit  her  f-^ 

Bnier  OAtrrtA  iewing,  CfyRmtLio  fdlawUig. 

See,  aee,  the  prisoner  oomcfl* 

VaL  But  soft,  ur,  see 
lier  jailor  follows  at  ber  beela. 
Come,  we  wiU  watoh  some  fitter  time  to  bound  bei^ 
And  in  tiie  mean  time  seek  out  iNir  mad  crew» 
My  spirit  longs  to  swagger. 

Ayo.  Go  to^yoiilb,  walk  ant  too  boldiy ;  if  the 
serieaats  aoeet  yoU| 
You  may  nave  ewaggeriag-work  vour  belly  fuU^ 

Fid,  No  better  oopetmaiies;'^ 

[Gaketta  tUsp  ami  sings^  Mmm; 
I'll  go  seek  'em  out  with  tbie  light  in  my  band* 
The  slaves  grow  proud  with  seeking  out  of  us. 

[Extnnt, 

Cor,  A  pretty  work,  I  pmay  what  flowers  fire 
these? 

Gm.  The  pansy  ttm. 

Cor,  O,  that's  for  lovers'  thoi]gh4a» 
What's  Cbatt  %  oolumbine  ? 

Gmm,  No^  UiatthaakleM  flewer  fiu  noiny^M^ 
den. 

Con  Hem!  ytet  it  may  bum  : 
This  were  a  pretty  present  for  some  fneod. 
Some  gallant  courtier,  as  for  Dariotfig^ 
One  tMt  adores  you  in  bit  soul  I  know. 

OoM,  Me !  why  me  more  4baa  youraelf,  Ipmy/ 

Con  O  yes,  be  adores  you,  and  adhoraB  mm : 
Y'fttith  deal  plainly,  ^  not  bie  kisses  relish 
Much  better  iban  auch  peaMute  as  I  am  ? 

Gaz,  Whose  kisM»# 

Got.  Dnriotto's;  4ioes  he  dot 
The  thing  you  woe  4m  ? 

Gaz,  Wbat  thing,  gp«4  lord? 

Cor,  Why,  lady,  lie  with  youi 

Gm,  Lie  with  me? 

Cor,  Aye,  widi  yoiL 

Gaz,  You  with  me  indeed. 

Cor.  Ney,  I  am  told  UmU  belies  (wiib  fou  M^ 
And  chat  be  is  ibe  -only  v^bore^mftster 
About  the  city. 

Gaz.  If  he  b^  so  ooly« 
'Tis  a  good  hearing  that  tbeee'ane  «o  merew 

Cor,  Well»  mistrets,  well,  I  wHl  not  be  .abiao^ 
Think  not  you  dance  in  Dftts^  fer  Ihn^  yoU.do 
not 
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Make  broftd  professioii  of  yoor  lonre  to  hiis. 
Yet  do  I  uadentaud  your  darkest  laoKiiage, 
Your  treads  a'thc  toe,  your  searet  jogs  aod  wrings, 
Your  intercourse  of  gtances;  every  tittle 
Of  yoar  dose  amorous  rites  I  understand; 
Thejr  apeak  as  kmd  to  me,  as  if  you  said. 
My  dearest  Dariotto,  1  am  thine. 

Gaz.  Jesus!  what  moods  are  these?  did  erer 
-husband 
Follow  his  wife  with  jealousy  so  unjust? 
That  once  I  loved  yoo^  you  yourself  will  swear ; 
And,  if  I  did,  where  did  you  lose  my  love  ? 
Indeed  this  strange  and  undeserved  usage 
Hath  power  to  sh&e  a  heart  were  ne'er  so  settled : 
Bot  I  protest,  all  your  unkindness  never 
Had  strei^;th  to  make  me  wrung  you,  but  in  thought. 

C4fr.  No !  not  with  Dariotto  ? 

Goje.  No,  by  heaven  ! 

Cor.  No  Utters  past^  nor  no  designs  for  meet- 

Gag.  No^  by  my  hope  of  heaven ! 

Car.  Well,  no  Ume  past, 
Go,  go ;  go  in,  and  sew. 

GiU.  Well,  be  it  sji.  [Exit  Gazetta. 

Cor.  Suspicion  is,  they  say,  the  first  degree 
Of  deepest  wisdom ;  and,  however  others 
Inveigh  against  this  mood  of  jealousy. 
For  my  part,  I  suppose  it  the  best  curb 
To  check  the  ranging  appetites  that  reign' 
lo  this  weak  sex.  IV^  neighbours  point  at  me 
For  this  my  jealousy ;  but  should  I  do 
As  moat  of  them  do,  let  my  wife  fly  out 
To  feasts  and  revels^md  invite  home  gallants, 
Play  Menelaus,  give^Pm  time  and  place. 
While  I  ait  like  a  well-taught  waiting-woman. 
Taming  her  eyes  upon  some  work  or  picture, 
Bead  in  a  book,  or  take  a  feigned  nap, 
While  her  kind  lady  takes  one  to  her  lap? 
No,  let  me  still  be  pointed  at,  and  thought 
A  jealous  ass,  and  not  a  wiuolly  knave. 
I  have  a  shew  of  courtiers  haunt  my  house, 
In  shew  my  fnends,  and  for  my  profit  too; 
Bot  I  perceive  'em,  and  will  mock  their  aims, 
With  looking  to  their  mark,  I  warrant  'cm : 
I  am  content  to  ride  abroad  with  them, 
To  revel,  dice,  and  fit  their  other  sports ; 
But,  by  their  leaves.  Til  have  a  vigilant  eye 
To  the  main  chance  still.— See  my  brave  com- 
rades. 

Enter  Dariotto,  Claudio,  and  Valebio  ;  Va- 
LERio  putting  up  ftts  Szpord, 

Dor.  Well,  wag,  well,  wilt  thou  still  deceive 
thy  father; 
And,  bemg  so  simple  a  poor  soul  before  him, 
Tom  swaggerer  in  all  companies  besides  ? 
C/ev^/TSadst  thou  been  'rested,  all  would  have 

come  forth. 
VaL  Soft,  sir,  there  lies  the  point :  I  do  not 
donbt, 
Bot  to  have  my  pennyworths  of  these  rascals  one 

III  smoke  the  buz^ng  hornets  from  theur  nests. 


Or  else  111  make  their  laa^r  jericins  stay. 
The  whorson  hungry  hor^flies  I  Toot,  a  i 
Cannot  so  soon,  for  want  of  almanacks. 
Forget  bis  day  but  three  or  four  bare  months^ 
But  strait  he  sees  a  sort  of  corporals, 
To  lie  in  arobuscado  to  surprise  him. 

Dar.  Well,  thou  badst  happy  fortune  to  escape 

'em. 
Vai  But  they  thought  theirs  was  happier  to 
'scape  me. 
I»  walking  m  the  place  where  men's  law-suits 
Are  lieard  and  pleaded,  not  so  much  as  dreaming 
Of  any  such  encouoser,  steps  me  forth 
Their  vtdiant  foreman,  with  the  word,  Vrat  you, 
I  made  ao  more  ado,  but  laid  these  paws 
Close  on  his  shoulders,  tumbling  him  to  earth ; 
And  there  sate  he  on  bis  postenors, 
Like  a  baboon ;  and  turning  me  about, 
I  strait  espied  the  whole  troop  issuing  on  me. 
I  stept  me  back,  and  drawing  my  old  friend  here. 
Made  to  the  midst  of  them,  anci  all  unable 
To  endure  the  shock,  all  rudely  fell  in  rout. 
And  down  the  stairs  they  ran  with  such  a  fury, 
As  meeting  with  a  troop  of  lawyers  tbere^ 
Manned  by  tbeir  clients;  sonte  with  ten,  some 

twenty. 
Some  five,  some  three ;  he  that  had  least,  had  one. 
Upon  the  stairs  they  bore  them  down  afore  them ; 
But  sud)  a  rattling  then  was  there  amongst  them 
Of  ravished  declarationi^  replications, 
Rejoinders,  and  petitions;  all  their  books 
And  writings  torn  and  trod  on,  and  some  lo6l| 
That  the  poor  lawyers  coming  to  the  bar. 
Could  say  nought  to  the  matter,  but  instead. 
Were  fain  to  rail  and  t^lk  besides  their  books. 
Without  all  order. 

Claud.  Faith,  that  same  vein  of  railing  became 
Now  most  applausive ;  your  best  poet  is 
He  that  rails  grossest, 

Dar.  True ;  and  your  best  fool. 
Is  your  broad-railing  fooL 

Ffll  And  why  not,  sir? 
For,  by  the  Gods  !  to  tell  the  naked  truth, 
Whap  objects  see  men  in  this  world,  but  such 
As  would  yield  matter  to  a  railing  humour? 
When  he  that,  last  year,  carried  after  one 
An  empty  buckram  bag,  now  fills  a  coach. 
And  crowds  tlie  senate  with  such  troops  of  clients, 
And  servile  followers,  as  would  put  a  mad  spleen 
Into  a  pigeon. 

Dar.  Come,  pray  leave  these  cross  capers, 
Let's  make  some  better  use  of  precious  time. 
See,  here's  Corneho :  Come,  lad,  shall  we  to  dice  ? 

Cor.  A"y  thing,  I. 

Claud.  Well  said,  how  does  thy  wife? 

Cor.  In  health,  God  save  her. 

VaL  But  where  is  she,  man? 

Cor.  Abroad  about  her  business. 

Val  Why  not  at  home? 
Foot,  my  masters,  take  her  to  the  court. 
And  this  rare  lad,  her  husband :  and,  dost  hear  ? 
Play  me  no  more  the  miserable  farmer. 
But  be  advised  by  friends,  sell  aU  i'the  comitry, 
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Be  a  flat  courtier,  follow  some  great  man, 
Or  bring  thy  wife  there,  and  she'll  make  thee 
great. 

Cor>  What,  to  the  court  ?  then  take  roe  for  a 
pull. 

Val.  Nay,  never  shun  it  to  be  called  a  gull ; 
F^r  I  see  all  the  world  is  but  a  gull. 
One  man  gull  to  another  in  all  kinds : 
A  merchant  to  a  courtier  is  a  gull ; 
A  client  to  a  lawyer  is  a  gull ; 
A  married  man  to  a  bachelor,  a  gull ; 
A  bachelor  to  a  cuckold  is  a  gull ; 
Ail  to  a  poet,  or  a  poet  to  himself. 

Cor,  Hark,  Dariotto,  shall  we  gull  this  guller? 

Dar.  He  gulls  his  father,  man,  we  cannot  gull 
him. 

Cor.  Let  me  alone.    Of  all  men's  wits  alive^ 
I  most  admire  Valeric/s,  that  hath  stolen, 
By  his  mere  industry,  and  that  by  spurts, 
Such  qualities,  as  no.  wit  else  can  match. 
With  plodding  at  perfection  every  hour. 
Which,  if  his  father  knew  each  pft  he  has, 
Were  like  enough  to  make  him  give  all  from  him : 
I  mean,  besides  his  diceins  and  his  wenching. 
He  has  stolen  languages,  the  Italian,  Spanish, 
And  some  spice  of  the  French,  besides  his  dancing, 
Singing,  playing  on  choice  instruments ; 
These  has  he  got,  almost  against  the  hair. 

Cltrnd.  But  hast  thou  stolen  all  these,  Valerio  ? 

Val,  Toys,  toys,  a  pox  !  and  yet  they  be  such 
toys, 
As  eveiy  gentleman  would  not  be  without. 

Cor,  Vain  glory  makes  ye  judge  on  lite,  iYaith. 

Dar,  Afore  heaven,  I  was  much  deceived  in 
him; 
B«t  he's  the  man,  indeed,  that  hides  his  gifts, 
And  aels  them  not  to  sale  in  every  presence. 
I  would  have  sworn,  his  soul  were  far  from  music; 
And  that  all  his  choice  music  was  to  hear 
His  fat  leasts  bellow. 

Cor.  Sir,  your  ignorance 
Shall  eft^ooiB  be  confuud.    Pr*ythee,  Val, 
Take  thy  theorbo  for  niy  sake  a  little. 

VaL  by  heajren,  this  month  I  toudied  not  a 
theorbo. 

Can  Touched  a  thaorbo  ?  mark  the  very  word. 
Sirrah,  go  fetch.  \Exit  Page. 

Val.  If  you  will  have  tt,  I  must  needs  confess, 
I  am  00  husband  of  my  qualities. 

[lie  m^ru$se$f  and  capen. 


Cor.  See  what  a  caper  there  was ! 
Claud,  See  again. 
.  Cor.  The  best  that  ever;  and  how  it  becomet 
him ! 
Dar,  O  that  his  father  saw  these  qualities ! 

Enter  a  Page  with  an  Imtrument. 

Cor,  Nay,  that's  the  very  wonder  of  his  wit. 
To  carry  all  without  his  father's  knowledge. 

Dar.  Why,  we  might  tell  him  now. 

Cor.  No,  but  we  could  not. 
Although  we  think  we  could :  his  wit  doth  charm 

us. 
Come,  sweet  Val,  touch  and  sing. 

VaL  Foot,  will  you  hear 
The  worst  voice  in  Italy  ? 

Enter  Rynaldo. 

Cor.  O  God,  sir.  \He  sings.]  Courtiers,  bow 
like  you  this  ? 

Dar,  Believe  it  excellent. 

Cor.  Is  it  not  natural  ? 

Val.  If  my  father  heard  me. 
Foot,  he'd  renounce  me  for  his  natural  son. 

Dar.  By  heaven,  Valerio,  and  I  were  thy  fa- 
ther. 
And  loved  ^od  qualities  as  I  do  my  life, 
I'd  disinhent  thee ;  for  I  never  heard 
Dog  howl  with  worse  grace. 

Cor.  Go  to,  Signior  Courtier, 
You  deal  not  courtly  now  to  be  so  plain ; 
Nor  nobly,  to  discourage  a  young  gentleman 
In  virtuous  qualities,  that  has  but  stolen  'em. 

Claud.  Call  you  this  toi^kg  a  theorbo  ? 

Omnes.  Ha,  ha,  ha !      ^^ 

[Exeunt  all  but  Valerio  and  Rynaldo. 

Val.  How  now,  what's  here  ? 

Jiwn.  Zoons !  a  plot  laid  to  gull  thee. 
Could  thy  wit  think  thy  voice  was  worth  the  hear- 
ing? 
This  was  the  courtier's  and  the  cuckold's  project. 

VaL  And  is*!  e'en  so?  'TIS  very  well,  Master 
Courtier,  and  Don  Comuto ;  111  cry  quit  with 
both :  and,  first,  FU  cast  ajar  betwixt  them  both^ 
with  firing  the  ||K>or  cuckold's  jealousy. 
I  have  a  tale  will  make  liim  mad. 
And  turn  his  wife,  divorced,  loose  amongst  us. 
But  first  let's  home,  and  entertain  my  v^ife. — 
O,  father,  pardon,  I  was  born  to  gull  thee. 

[Exeunt. 


ACTUI. 


§CENE  I. 


JBater  Fortunxo,  Bellomora,  Oratiaxa  ;  (^os- 
Tkyio  following  closely. 

For.  How  happy  am  I,  that,  by  this  sweet  means, 
I  gain  access  to  your  most  loved  sight, 
And  therewithal  to  utter  my  full  love, 
lyhich  but  for  vent  would  bom  my  entrails  op  ! 


Gost.  By  the  mass,  they  talk  too  sofUy. 

Bel  Little  thinks 
The  austere  mind  my  thrifty  father  bears, 
That  I  am  vowed  to  you ;  and  so  am  bound 
From  him,  who  for  more  riclies  he  would  forc^ 
On  my  disliking  fancy. 

For.  Tis  no  fault 
Wrth  just  deeds  to  defraud  an  injury. 

Gos(.  My  daughter  is  persuading  him  to  yield 
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In  dadfol  lubmission  to  hb  father. 
Enter  Valbrio. 

VaL  Do  I  not  dream  f  do  I  behold  this  sight 
Wi^  waking  eyes  ?  or  from  the  ivory  gate 
Hach  Morpheas  sent  a  vision  to  delude  me  ? 
Is*t  possible  that  I,  a  mortal  man, 
Should  shrine  within  mine  arms  so  bright  a  god- 
dess, 
The  fair  Gratiana,  beauty's  little  world ! 

GasC,  What  have  we  here  ? 

VaL  My  dearest  mine  of  gold, 
All  this  that  thy  white  arms  enfold, 
AccottDt  it  as  thine  own  free-hold. 

Gos^.  Gods,  my  dear  soul,  what  sudden  change 
is  here ! 
I  smell  how  this  gear  will  fall  out,  i'faith. 

VaL  Fortunio,  sister,  come,  let's  to  the  nirden. 

[Exeunt, 

Go€i.  Sits  the  wind  there,  i'faith  ?  See  what 
example 
Will  work  upon  the  dullest  appetite. 
My  SOD  last  day  so  bashful,  that  he  durst  not 
I/iok  on  a  wench,  now  courts  her ;  and,  byV  lady. 
Will  make  his  friend  Fortunio  wear  his  head 
Of  tbe  right  modem  fashion. — What,  Rynaldo ! 

Enter  Rynaldo. 

Byn.  I  fear  I  interrupt  your  privacy. 

(hut.  Welcome,  Rynaldo;  would  'thad  been 
your  hap 
To  come  a  little  sooner,  that  you  might 
Have  seen  a  handsome  sight :  But  let  that  pass ; 
Tbe  short  is,  that  your  sister  Gratiana 
Shall  stay  no  longer  here. 

Hyn.  No  longer,  sir } 
Repent  you  then  so  soon  yottir  favour  to  her, 
And  to  my  brother  ? 

Go$t.  Not  so,  good  Uynaldo ; 
But  to  prevent  a  mischief  that  I  see 
Hangs  over  your  abused  brother^s  head. 
In  bnef,  my  bon  has  learned  but  too  much  court- 
ship. 
It  was  my  chance  even  now  to  cast  mine  eye 
Into  a  place  whereto  your  sister  entered ; 
My  metamorphosed  son, — I  must  conceal 
What  I  saw  there, — but,  to  be  plain,  I  saw 
More  than  I  would  see :  I  had  thought  to  make 
My  boose  a  kind  receipt  for  your  kind  brother ; 
Boc  Fd  be  loth  his  wife  should  find  more  kindness 
Than  she  had  cause  to  like  of. 

Ryn.  What's  the  matter? 
Perhaps  a  little  compliment,  or  so. 

Go$t.  Well,  sir,  such  compliment  perhaps  may 
cost 
Married  Fortunio  the  setting  on : 
Nor  can  I  keep  my  knowledge :  He  that  lately, 
Before  my  face,  I  could  not  get  to  look 
Upon  your  sister,  l>y  this  light,  now  kissed  her; 
Embraced,  and  courted  with  as  good  a  grace, 
As  any  courtier  could ;  and  I  can  tell  you, ' 
Not  to  di^race  her,  I  perceived  the  dame 
Was  as  far  forward  as  himself,  by  the  mass  ! 


Byn.  You  should  have  schooled  him  for'L 

Gott.  No,  ril  not  see't; 
For  shame,  once  found,  is  lost    1*11  have  him 

think 
That  my  opinion  of  him  is  the  same 
That  it  was  ever ;  it  will  bd  a  mean 
To  bridle  this  fresh  humour  bred  in  him. 

Ri/n.  Let  me  then  school  him ;  foot.  Til  rattle 
him  up. 

Gott,  No,  no,  Rynaldo,  the  only  remedy 
Is  to  remove  the  cause ;  carry  the  object 
From  his  late  tempted  eyes. 

Jiyn.  Alas,  sir,  whither  ? 
You  know,  m;|r  father  is  incensed  so  much, 
He'll  not  receive  her. 

Gott.  Place  her  with  some  friend 
But  for  a  time,  till  I  reclaim  your  father : 
Meantime  your  brottier  shall  remain  with  me. 

Ryn.  [To  himtelf,]  The  care's  the  less  then,  he 
has  still  his  loneing 
To  be  wirh  this  gull's  daughter. 

Gott,  What  resolve  you  ? 
I  am  resolved  she  lodges  here  no  more ; 
My  friend's  son  shall  not  be  abused  by  mine. 

Ryn,  Troth,  sir,  1*11  tell  you  what  a  sudden  toy 
Comes  in  my  head ;  what  think  yuu  if  I  brought 

her 
Home  to  ray  father's  house  ? 

Gott,  1  marry,  sir ; 
Would  he  recehre  her  ? 

Ryn.  Nay,  you  hear  not  all : 
I  mean,  with  use  of  some  device  or  other. 

Gott,  As  how,  Rynaldo  ? 

Ryit.  Marry,  sir,  to  say. 
She  is  your  sou*s'wife,  umrried  past  your  know- 
ledge. 

Gott.  I  doubt,  last  day  he  saw  her,  and  will 
know  her 
To  be  Fortunio's  wife. 

R^.  Nay,  as  for  that, 
I  will  pretend  she  was  even  then  your  son**  wife. 
But  feigned  by  me  to  be  Fortunio's, 
Only  to  try  how  be  would  take  the  matter. 

6ott.  'Pote  heaven,  'twere  pretty. 

Ryn.  Would  it  not  do  well  ? 

G6tt,  Exceeding  well,  in  sadness. 

Ryn.  Nay,  good  sir. 
Tell  me  unfeigncdly,  do  ye  like*t  indeed  ^ 

Gott.  The  best  that  e^er  I  heard. 

Run,  And  do  you  think 
He*!!  swallow  down  the  gudgeou^ 

Gott.  Aye,  my  life. 
It  were  a  gross  gob  would  not  down  with  him ; 
An  honest  knight,  but  simple,  not  acquainted 
With  the  fine  slights  and  policies  of  tbe  world 
As  I  myself  am. 

Ryn.  Ill  go  fetchher  strait ; 
And   this  jest  thrive,  'twiU   make  us  princely 

sport. 
But  you  must  keep  our  counsel,  second  all ; 
Which  to  make  likely,  you  must  needs  sometimea 
Give  your  son  leave,  as  if  you  knew  it  not. 
To  steal  and  see  her  at  mv  father's  house.^ 
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Gcit,  Aye,  but  see  you  then  that  you  keep  good 
guard 
Over  his  forward  new-begun  affections ; 
For,  by  the  Lord,  he'll  teach  your  brother  else 
To  sine;  ibe  cuckoo's  note ;  spirit  will  break  out. 
Though  never  so  suppressed  and  pinioned. 

Jlyn.  £8pecially  your  son's ;  what  would  he  be. 
If  you  should  not  restrain  hini  by  good  counsel  ? 

Gost.  I'll  have  an  eye  on  him,  1  warrant  thee. 
I'll  in,  and  warn  the  gentlewoman  to  make  ready. 

Ryn.  Welly  sir,  and  I'll  not  be  lone  after  you. 

[Exit  GOSTAMZO. 

Heaven,  heaven !  I  <«e  these  politicians. 

Out  of  blind  fortune's  hands,  are  our  most  fools. 

Tis  she  that  gives  the  lustre  to  their  wits^ 

Still  plodding  at  traditional  devices; 

But,  take  'cm  out  of  tliem  to  present  actions, 

A  man  may  grope  and  tickle  'em  like  a  trout. 

And  take  'em  from  their  close  dear  holes  as  far 

As  a  physician ;  and  as  giddy-headed, 

As  if,  by  miracle,  heaven  had  taken  from  them. 

Even  that  which  commonly  belongs  to  fools. 

Well,  now  let's  note  what  black-ball  of  debate 
Vklerio*8  wit  hath  cast  betwixt  Cornelio 
And  the  enamoured  courtier ;  I  believe, 
His  wife  and  he  will  part;  his  jealousy 
Hath  ever  watched  occasion  of  divorce. 
And  now  Valerio's  villainy  will  present  it 
See,  here  comes  the  twin-courtier  his  companion. 
Enter  Claudio. 

Claud,  Rynaldo,  well  encountered. 

JRy?t.  Why?  what  newt? 

Claud,  Most  sudden  and  unfortunate,  Rynaldo. 
Cornelio  is  incensed  to  'gainst  his  wife. 
That  no  man  can  procure  her  quiet  with  ham. 
I  have  essayed  him,  and  made  Marc.  Antonio 
NVith  all  his  gentle  rhetoric  second  me ; 
Yet  all,  I  fear  me,  will  be  cast  away. — 
See,  see,  they  come ;  join  thy  wit,  good  Rynaldo, 
And  help  to  pacify  his  yellow  fury. 

Jtvn.  With  all  mv  heart,  I  consecrate  my  wit 
To  the  wished  comfort  of  distressed  ladies. 
JSn^^r  Cork  CLIO,  Marc.  Antonio,  Valerio, 
and  "Page, 

Cor,  Will  any  man  assure  roe  of  her  good  be- 
haviour ? 

VaL  Who  can  aasure  a  jealous  spirit  ?  You 
may  be  afraid  of  the  shadow  of  your  ears,  and 
imagine  ihem  to  be  horns.  If  you  will  assure 
yourself,  appoint  keepers  to  watch  her. 

Car.  And  who  shall  watch  the  keepers  ? 

M.  Ant,  To  be  sure  of  that,  be  you  her  keeper. 

VaL  Well  said,  and  share  the  horns  yourself; 
For  that's  the  keeper's  fee. 

Cor,  But  say  I  am  gone  out  of  town,  and  must 
trust  others,  bow  shall  I  know  if  those  I  trust  be 
trusty  to  me  ? 

Ryn,  Marry,  sh*,  by  a  singular  instinct,  given 
naturally  to  ail  you  married  men ;  that,  if  your 
wives  play  legerdeheel,  though  you  be  a  hundred 
miles  oS,  yet  you  shall  be  sure  instantly  to  find  it  I 
in  your  foreheads. 


Cor,  Sound  doctrine,  I  warrant  you ;  I  am  ne- 
solved,  i'faith. 

Page,  Then  pve  me  leave  -to  speak,  sir,  that 
bath  all  this  while  been  silent.  I  have  heard  you 
with  extreme  patience,  now  therefore  prick  up 
your  ears,  and  vouchsafe  me  audience. 

Claud.  Good  boy,  a  mine  honour. 

Cor,  Pray  what  are  you,  sir  ? 

Page.  I  am  here,  for  default  of  better,  of  coun- 
sel with  the  fair  Gazetta ;  and  though  herself  had 
been  best  able  to  defend  herself,  if  she  had  been 
here,  and  would  have  pleased  to  put  forth  the 
buckler,  which  nature  liath  given  all  womeU|  I 
mean  her  tongue 

VaL  Excellent  good  boy. 

Page.  Yet  since  she  either  vouchsafes  it  not, 
or  thinks  her  innooenoe  a  sufficient  shield  againat 
your  jealous  accusations,  I  will  presume  to  under- 
take the  defence  of  that  absent  and  honourable 
lady«  whose  sworn  knight  I  am ;  and  in  her  of  all 
that  Tiame;— for  lady  is  grown  a  common  name 
to  their  whole  sex;— which  sex  I  have  ever  loved 
from  my  youth,  and  shall  never  cease  to  love  till 
I  want  wjt  to  admire. 

M.  Ant.  An  excellent  spoken  boy. 

Val  Give  ear,  Cornelio,  here  is  a  young  Mer- 
curio  sent  to  persuade  thee. 

Cor,  Wei!,  sir,  let  him  say  on. 

Page.  It  is  a  heavy  case,  to  see  how  this  light 
sex  is  troubled  and  tost  from  post  to  pillar,  under 
the  unsavoury  breath  of  every  humourous  pea- 
sant Gagetta,  you  said,  is  unchaste,  disloyal, 
and  I  wot  not  what;  alas,  is  it  her  fault?  is  she 
not  a  woman  ?  did  she  not  suck  it,  as  others  of 
her  sex  do,  from  her  mother's  bresist  ?  and  will 
you  condemn  that  as  her  fault,  which  is  her  na- 
ture ?  Alas,  sir,  you  nuist  consider,  a  woman  is 
an  unfinished  creature,  delivered  hastily  to  the 
world,  before  nature  had  set  to  that  seal  which 
should  have  made  them  perfect  Faults  they  have 
no  doubt;  but  are  we  free?  Turn  your  eve  into 
yourself,  good  Signior  Cornelio,  and  weigh  your 
own  imperfections  with  hers :  If  she  be  wanton 
abroad,  are  not  you  wanting  at  home  ?  if  she  be 
amorous,  are  not  you  jealous  ?  if  she  he  high  set, 
are  not  you  taken  down?  if  shf  be  a  courtezan, 
are  not  you  a  cuckold  ? 

Cor,  Out,  you  rogue !  ^ 

Bvn,  On  with  thy  speech,  boy. 

M.  Ant.  You  do  not  well,  Cornelio,  to  discou- 
rage the  bashful  youth. 

Claud.  Forth,  boy,  I  warrant  thee. 

Page.  But  if  our  own  imperfections  will  not 
teach  us  to  bear  with  theirs,  yet  let  their  virtues 
persuade  us;  let  us  endure  their  bad  qualities  for 
their  good;  allow  the  prickle  for  the  rose;  the 
brack  for  the  velvet ;  the  paring  for  the  cheese ; 
and  so  forth :  if  you  say  they  range  abroad,  con- 
sider it  is  nothmg  but  to  avoid  idleness  at  home; 
their  nature  is  still  to  be  doing;  keep  them  a 
doing  at  home ;  let  them  practise  one  good  qua- 
lity or  other,  either  sewing,  singinf;,  playing  chid- 
ing^ dancing,  or  so;  and  these  will  put  such  idto 
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toys  oot  of  their  beads  into  joyn :  but  if  you  can- 
not find  them  variety  of  business  within  doors, 
yet  at  ieast  imitate  the  ancient  wise  citizens  of 
this  city,  who  utted  carefully  tg  provide  their  wives 
fpsrdens  '^  near  the  town,  to  plant,  to  graft  in,  as 
occasion  served,  only  to  keep  them  from  idleqess. 
VaL  Everlasting  good  boy. 
€^,  I  perceive  jour  knavery,  sir,  and  will  yet 
have  patience. 

Sjfm,  Forth,  my  brave  Curio. 
Tage.  As  to  her  unquietness,  which  some  have 
rudely  termed  shrewishness,  though  the  fault  be 
ia  her,  yet  the  cause  is  in  you.  What  so  calm  as 
the  sea  of  its  own  nature  ?  Art  was  never  able  to 
equal  it:  your  dlcinj^tables,  nor  your  bowling- 
sdlies,  are  not  comparable  to  it ;  vet  if  a  blast  of 
wind  do  but  cross  it,  not  so  turbulent  and  violent 
ao  element  in  the  world :  so  nature*  in  lieq  of 
women's  scarcity  of  wit,  having  endued  them  with 
m  iarce  portion  of  will,  if  tbey  may,  without  im- 
peach, enjoy  their  wills,  no  quieter  creatures  un- 
der h^ven ;  but  if  the  breath  of  their  husbands' 
mouths  once  cross  their  wills,  nothing  more  tem- 
pestuous. Why  then,  sir,  should  you  husbands 
cross  jrour  wives  wills  thus,  considering  the  law 
allows  them  no  wills  at  all  at  their  deaths  ?  be- 
cause it  intended  they  should  have  their  wills 
while  they  lived. 

VaL  Answer  him  but  that,  Cornelio* 
Cor.  All  shall  not  serve  her  turn ;  I  am  think- 
ing of  other  matters. 

M.  Ant,  Tliou  hast  hiUf  won  him,  Wag;  ply 
lum  yet  a  little  further. 

Page.  Now,  sir,  for  these  cuckooish  songs  of 
yours,  of  cuckulds,  honi^  grafting,  and  such  like, 
what  are  they,  but  mere  imaginary  toys,  bred  out 
of  your  own  heads  as  your  own,  and  so  by  tradi* 
a«>n  delivered  from  man  to  roan,  like  scarecrows, 
to  terrify  fools  from  this  earthly  paradise  of  wed- 
lock, coined  at  first  by  some  spent  poets,  super- 
annuated bachelors,  or  some  that  were  scarce 
men  uf  their  hands ;  who,  like  the  fox  having  lost 
his  tail,  would  persuade  others  to  lose  theirs  for 
company?  Again,  for  your  cuckold,  what  is  it  but 
a  mere  fiction?  shew  me  any  such  creature  in 
nature ;  if  there  be,  I  could  never  see  it,  neither 
could  I  ever  find  any  sensible  difference  betwixt 
a  cuckold  and  a  christian  creature.  To  cpodude, 
let  poets  coin,  or  fools  credit,  what  they  list ;  for 
mioe  own  part,  1  am  clear  of  this  opinion,  that 
your  cuckold  is  a  mere  cliimera,  and  that  there 
are  no  cuckolds  in  the  world,  but  those  that  have 
wives;  and  so  I  will  leave  them. 

Cor.  Tis  excellent  good,  sir ;  l  do  take  you, 
sir,  d'ye  see?  to  be,  as  it  were*  bastard  to  ttie 
saucy  courtier,  that  would  have  me  father  more 


of  your  fraternity,  d'ye  see  ?  and  so  are  instrqtted, 
as  we  hear,  to  second  that  villain  with  your 
tongue,  which  he  has  acted  with  his  teuurv-ptccfy 
d'ye  see  ? 

Page  No  such  matter,  a  my  credit,  sir. 

Cor.  Well,  sir,  be  as  be  may,  I  scorn  to  set 
my  head  against  vours,  d'ye  see  ?  when  in  the 
mean  time  I  will  firk  your  father,  whether  you 
see  or  no.  [E^Ht  drawing  kii  Ramet. 

rn^n.  God's  my  life,  Comelio  \  [Exit. 

VaL  Have  at  your  father  i'faith,  bqj>  if  he  caa 
find  him. 

M.  Ant.  See,  he  comes  here ;  he  has  mitied 
hinv 

Enter  Dasiotto. 

iJar,  How  now,  my  hearts,  what,  not  a  \ 
amongst  you  ? 
Tis  a  sign  you're  not  in  the  grace  of  we 
That  they  will  let  you  be  thus  long  alone. 

FaL  Well,  Dariotto,  glory  not  too  much. 
That  for  thy  brisk  attire  and  Upe  perfumed. 
Thou  piayest  the  stallion  ever  where  thou  couipst; 
And,  like  the  husband  of  the  flock,  run'st  through 
The  whole  town  herd,  and  no  man*s  bed  seoure; 
No  woman's  honour  unattempted  by  tbee. 
Think  not  to  be  thus  fortunate  for  ever; 
But  in  thy  amorous  conquests  at  the  last 
Some  wound  will  slice  your  '^  mater;  Mars  hiia- 

self 
Fell  into  Vulcan's  snare^  and  so  may  you. 

Dor.  Alas,  alas  !  faith  I  have  hut  the  name : . 
I  love  to  court  and  win ;  and  the  consent, 
Without  the  act  obtained,  is  all  I  seek. 
I  love  the  victory  that  draws  no  blood. 

Claud,  O,  'tis  a  high  desert  in  any  man 
To  be  a  secret  lecher ;  I  know  some. 
That,  like  thyself,  are  true  in  nothing  else. 

M.  Ant.  And,  methinks,  it  is  nothing  if  not 
told; 
At  least  the  joy  is  never  full  before. 

VaL  Well,  Dariotto,  th'hadst  as  good  confess^ 
The  sun  shines  broad  upon  your  practices ; 
Vulcan  will  wake  and  intercept  you  one  day. 

Dar.  Why,  the  more  jealous  knave  and  cox* 
comb  he. 
What,  shall  the  shaking  of  his  bed  a  little 
Put  him  in  motion  ?  It  becomes  him  not; 
Let  him  be  duH'd  and  stall'd,  and  then  be  quiet. 
The  way  to  draw  my  custom  to  his  house 
Is  to  be  mad  and  jealous;  'tis  the  sauce 
That  whets  my  appetite. 

VaL  Or  any  man's : 
Sine  periculojriget  lutus. 
They  that  are  jealous,  use  it  still  of  purpose 
To  draw  you  to  their  houses. 


■^  Oardem  near  tie  iew»r  See  the  extract  from  Stubbs,  quoted  in  Note  36  to  The  Miseries  eflnforced 
Marriage. 
'*  iteen— See  Note  OS  to  7%«  Honest  Whore,  Vol.  I.  p.  545. 
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Dar,  Aye,  by  heaveif, 
I  am  of  that  opinion.    Who  would  steal 
Out  of  a  common  orchard  ?  let  me  {^ain 
My  love  with  labour,  and  enjoy't  with  fe^, 
Or  I  am  gone. 

Enter  Rynaldo. 

Ryn,  What,  Danotto  here  ? 
Foot,  darest  thou  come  near  Comelio*s  house  ? 

Dar,  Why  ?  b  the  bull  run  mad  ?  what  ails  he, 
trow? 

Ryn.  I  know  not  what  he  ails ;  but  I  would 
wish  you 
To  keep  out  of  the  reach  of  bis  sharp  horns ; 
For  by  this  hand  hell  gore  you. 

Dar.  And  why  me,  « 

More  than  thyself,  or  these  two  other  whelps? 
You  all  have  basted  him  as  well  as  I. 
I  wonder  what's  the. cause. 

Ryn.  Nay,  that  he  knows, 
And  swears  withal,  that  wheresoe'er  he  meets  you, 
HeMl  mark  you  for  a  marker  of  mens'  wives. 

VaL  Pray  heaven  he  be  not  jealous  by  some 
tales 
That  have  been  told  hiui  lately ;  did  you  never 
Attempt  his  wife  ?  hath  no  love's  harbinger, 
No  looks,  no  letters,  "past  'twixt  you  and  her  f 

Dar,  For  look  I  cannot  answer;  I  bestow  them 
At  large,  and  carelessly,  much  like  the  sun ; 
If  any  be  so  foolish  to  apply  them 
To  any  private  fancy  of  tneir  own. 
As  many  do,  it's  not  my  fault,  thou  k  no  west. 

VaL  Well,  Dariotto/this  set  face  of  thine, 
If  thou  oe  guilty  of  offence  to  him, 
Comes  out  of  very  want  of  wit  and  feeling 
What  danger  haunts  thee;  for  Cornelio 
Is  a  tall  man,  I  tell  you ;  and  'twere  best 
You  bhunned  his  sight  awhile,  till  ^e  might  get 
His  patience,  or  his  pardon ;  for  past  doubt 
Thou  diest,  if  he  but  see  thee. 

EnUr  Cornelio. 

Ryn.  Font,  be  comes. 

Ikir,  Is  this  the  cockatrice  that  kills  with  sight  ? 
How  doest  thou,  boy?  ha? 

Cor.  Well. 

Dar,  What,  lingering  still 
About  this  paltry  town  r  hadst  thou  been  ruled 
By  my  advice,  thou  hndst  by  this  time  been 
A  gallant  courtier,  and  at  least  a  knight : 
I  would  have  got  thee  duhb*d  by  this  time  certain. 

Cor,  And  why  then  did  you  not  yourself  that 
honour? 

Dar.  Tush,  'tis  more  honour  still  to  make  a 
knight, 
Than  'tis  to  be  a  knight ;  to  make  a  cuckold, 
Than  'tis  to  be  a  cuckold. 

Cor,  You're  a  villain. 

Dar,  God  shield  man ;  villain  ? 

Cor,  Aye,  I'll  prove  thee  one-. 

Dar.  What,  wilt  thou  prove  a  villain? 
By  this  light  thou  deceivest  me  then. 

Cor,  Well,  sir,  thus  I  prove  it.  {Draws, 


Omnet,  Hold,  hotd^  rake  the  streets. 

(Jlaud,  Cornelio. 

Ryn,  Hold,  Dariotto,  hold. 

VaL  What,  art  thou  hurt? 

Dar,  A  scratch,  a  scratch. 

VaL  Go,  sirrah,  fetch  a  surgeon. 

Cor,  You'll  set  a  badge  on  the  jealous  fooYw 
head,  sir ; 
Now  set  a  coxcomb  on  your  own. 

VaL  What's  the  cause  of  these  wars,  Dariotto  f 

Dar,  Toot,  I  know  not 

Cor,  Well,  sir,  know  and  spare  not;  I  will  pre- 
sently be  divorced. 
And  thenf  take  her  amongst  ye« 

Ryn,  Divorced  ?  nay,  good  Cornelio. 

Cor.  By  this  sWord  I  will ;  the  world  shall  not 
dissuade  me.  [Exit^ 

VaL  Why,  this  has  been  your  fault  now,  Da- 
riotto: 
You  youths  have  fashions  when  you  have  obtained 
A  lady's  favour,  straight  your  hat  must  wear  it, 
like  a  jack-daw,  that,  when  he  lights  upon 
A  dainty  morsel,  kaas  and  makes  his  brags. 
And  then  some  kite  doth  scoop  it  from  him  straight; 
Where  if  he  fed  without  his  dawish  noise. 
He  might  fare  better,  and  have  less  disturbance  : 
Forbear  it  in  this  case ;  and  when  you  prove 
Victorious  over  fair  Gazetta's  fort, 
Do  not  for  pity  sound  your  trump  for  joy. 
But  keep  your  valour  close,  and  'tis  your  honour. 

Enter  Page  and  Francis  Pock. 

F.  Pock.  God  save  you,  Siguier  Dariotto. 

Dar,  I  know  you  not,  sir ;  your  name,  I  pray  ? 

F.  Pock,  My  uame  is  Pock,  sir ;  a  practitioner 
in  surgery. 

Dar,  Pock  the  surgeon  ?  youVe  welcome,  sir ;  I 
know  a  doctor  of  your  name,  Master  Pock. 

F,  Pock.  My  name  has  made  many  doctors,  sir* 

Ryn.  Indeed  'tis  a  worsliipful  name. 

VaL  Marry  is  it,  and  of  an  ancient  descent. 

F,  Pock.  Faith,  sir,  I  could  fetch  my  pedigree 
far,  if  I  were  so  disposed. 

^fi.  Out- of  France  at  least. 

F,  Pock,  And  if  I  stood  on  my  arms  as  others 
do 

Dar,  No,  do  not.  Pock ;  let  others  stand  on 
their  arms,  and  thou  on  thy  legs,  as  long  as  thou 
canst 

F.  Pock.  Though  I  live  by  my  bare  practice,  yet 
I  could  shew  gocxi  cards  for  my  gentility. 

VaL  Tush,  thou  canst  not  shake  off  thy  gentry. 
Pock,  'tis  bred  i'the  bone :  but  to  the  mam.  Pock ; 
what  thinkest  thou  of  this  gentleman's  wound,  ' 
Pock  ?  canst  thou  cure  it.  Pock  ? 

F.  Pock.  The  incision  is  not  deep,  nor  the  ori- 
fice exorbitant,  the  pericranion  is  not  dislocated  ; 
I  warrant  his'  life  for  forty  crowns,  without  pe- 
rishing of  any  joint. 

Dar,  Faith,  Pock,  'lis  a  ioint  I  would  be  loath 
to  lose  for  the  best  joint  of  mutton  in  Italy. 

Ryn,  Would  such  a  scratch  as  ttiis  hazard  a 
man's  head  ? 
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Jl  PocJt  Ajr«,  byV  lady,  air,  I  hare  known  ioqM 
hare  lo6t  their  heads  for  a  less  matter  I  can  tell 
you ;  therefore,  sir,  joo  most  keep  gpod  diet :  if 
yoo  please  to  come  home  to  my  house  till  yoa  be 
perfectly  cured,  1  shall  have  the  more  care  on 
yoa. 

VaL  That's  your  only  course,  to  have  it  well 


F.  Pock.  By  what  time  would  he  have  it  well, 


Dmr.  A  very^  necessary  question; 


canst  thou 


^        .  veiT 

fimit  the  time  r 

F.  Poek.  O,  sir,  cures  are  like  causes  in  law, 
which  mar  be  lengthoied  or  shortened  at  the  dis^ 
cretion  of  the  lawyer;  he  can  either  keep  it  green 
with  replicatioos  or  rejoinders,  or  sometimes  skin 
it  fair  a'the  outside  for  fashion  sake,  but  so  he 
may  be  snie  'twill  break  out  again  by  a  writ  of 
error,  and  then  has  he  his  suit  new  to  begin ;  but 
I  wUi  covenant  with  you,  that  by  such  a  time  Til 
nuJ^e  your  head  as  sound  as  a  oell ;  I  will  bring 
it  to  suppuration,  and  after  I  will  make  it  coi^gu- 
late  and  grow  to  a  perfect  Cycairke^  and  all  with- 
in these  ten  days,  so  you  keep  a  good  diet 

Dor.  Well,  come.  Pock,  we'll  talk  farther  on't 
within,  it  dmws  near  dinner-time ;  what's  a  clock, 
boy? 

'Page.  By  your  dock,  nr,  it  should  be  almost 
one ;  for  your  head  rung  noon  some  half  hour 
PS9' 


Dor.  Is't  true,  sir  ? 

VaL  Away,  let  him  alone;  though  he  came  in 
at  the  window,  he  sets  the  gates  of  your  honour 
open  I  can  tell  you. 

Dor,  Come  in.  Pock,  come  apply ;  and  for  thi» 
deed 
ni  ^ve  the  knave  a  wound  shall  never  bleed : 
So,  sir,  I  think  this  knock  rings  loud  acquittance 
For  my  ridiculous—— 

[Exeunt  all  but  Rtnauk)  and  Valerio. 

Ryn,  >¥ell,  sir,  to  turn  our  lieads  to  save  your 
licence ; 
Since  you  have  used  the  matter  so  unwisely. 
That  now  your  father  has  discerned  your  humour, 
In  your  too  careless  usage  in  his  house. 
Your  wife  must  come  from  his  house  to  Antonio's; 
And  he,  to  entertain  her,  must  be  told 
She  is  not  wife  to  his  son,  but  to  you : 
Which  news  will  make  his  simple  wit  triumph 
Over  ^our  father;  and  your  father  thinking 
He  still  is  gulled,  will  still  account  him  simple : 
Come,  sir,  prepare  your  villainous  wit  to  feign 
A  kind  submisuon  to  your  fathei's  fury, 
And  we  shall  see  what  hearty  policy 
He  will  discover,  in  his  feigned  anger, 
To  blind  Antonio's  eyes,  anid  make  him  think 
He  thinks  her  heartilv  to  be  your  wife. 

VaL  O  I  will  gull  him  rarely  with  my  wench, 
I  Low  kneelinx  at  my  heels  before  his  fury, 
■  And  injury  shall  be  salved  with  injury.  [Exewit* 


ACT  IV. 


SCENE  I. 
Enter  Marc  Antonio  and  GrosTANza 

Af.  Ant.  You  see  how  too  much  wisdom  ever- 
more 
Oatriioots  the  truth :  you  were  so  forwards  still 
To  tax  my  ignorance,  my  green  experience, 
In  these  grey  hairs,  for  giving  such  advantage . 
To  my  son's  si^rity  that  he  durst  undertake 
A  secret  match,  so  far  short  of  his  worth : 
Your  son  so  seasoned  with  obedience. 
Even  from  his  youth,  that  all  bis  actions  reUsh 
Nothing  but  duty,  and  your  anger's  fear; 
What  shall  I  say  to  jou,  if  it  fall  out 
That  this  most  precious  son  of  yours  has  played 
A  part  as  bad  as  this,  and  as  rebellious; 
Nay,  more,  has  grossly  gulled  your  wit  withal. 
Wliat  if  my  son  has  undergone  the  blame 
Tluit  appertained  to  yours  ?  and  that  this  wench, 
With  which  my  son  is  charged,  may  call  you  fa- 
ther; 
Shall  I  then  say  you  want  experience  ? 
You're  green, you're  credulous;  easy  to  be  blinded? 

Goit.  Ua,  ha,  ha !  good  Marc.  Antonio, 
When't  comes  to  that,  laugh  at  me,  call  me  fool, 

proclaim  me  so. 
Let  all  the  world  take  knowledge  I  am  an  ass* 

M.  Ant.  O  the  good  God  of  godi^ 


How  blind  is  pride !  what  eagles  we  are  still 

In  matters  that  belong  to  other  men ! 

What  beetles  in  our  own  !  I  tell  you,  knight. 

It  is  confessed  to  be  as  I  have  told  you ; 

And  Gratiana  is  by  young  Rynaldo, 

And  your  white  son,  broi^it  to  me  as  his  wife ; 

How  think  you  now,  sir  ? 

Goit.  Even  just  as  before. 
And  have  more  cause  to  think  honest  Credulity 
Is  a  true  loadstone  to  draw  on  Decrepity : 
You  have  a  heart  too  open,  to  embrace 
All  that  your  ear  receives;  alas,  good  man, 
All  this  is  but  a  plot  for  entertainment 
Within  your  house,  for  your  poor  son's  young  wife 
My  house  without  huge  danger  cannot  hold. 

M.  Ant.  Is't  possible !  what  danger,  sir,  I  prayf 

Gost.  ril  tell  you,  sir,  'twas  time  to  take  her 
thence: 
M^  son,  that  last  day  you  saw  could  not  frame 
His  looks  to  entertain  her,  now,  b/r  lady,  ^ 

Is  grown  a  courtier;  for  myself  unseen. 
Saw  when  he  courted  her,  embraced  and  kissed 

her. 
And  I  can  tell  you  left  not  much  undone. 
That  was  tlie  proper  office  of  your  son. 

3f.  Ant.  What  world  is  this ! 

Goit,  1  told  this  to  Rynaldo, 
Advising  him  to  fetdi  her  from  my  house. 
And  his  young  wit  nPt  knowing  where  to  lodgp  ^ef 
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Unless  with  jon,  and  saw  that  could  not  be 
WitboDt  some  wile,  I  presently  su^ested 
This  quaint  device,  to  say  she  was  my  son's; 
And  all  thin  plot,  good  Marc.  Antonio, 
l>lowed  fVom  this  rount,  only  to  blind  your  eyes. 
M.  Ant  Out  of  bow  sweet  a  dream  have  you 

awaked  me ! 
By  heaven  !  1  durst  have  laid  my  part  in  heaven 
Alt  had  been  true ;  it  was  so  lively  handled, 
And  drawn  with  such  a  seenung  face  of  truth: 
Y<Hir  son  had  east  a  perfect  vail  nf  grief 
Over  his  lace,  for  bis  so  rash  offence, 
To  seat  his  fove  with  act  of  marriage. 
Before  his  father  had  subscribed  his  choice  c 
My  son,  my  circumstance  lessemni;  the  fact, 
lotreating  me  to  break  the  matter  to  yoU| 
And,  joining  my  eflRMstual  persuasions 
With  your  son's  penitent  submission. 
Appease  your  fury ;  I  at  first  assented, 
,  -And  now  eipect  their  coming  to  that  purpose. 
Goti.  Twas  well,  'twas  well,  seem  to  believe 

it  still, 
Let  art  end  what  credulity  began ; 
When  thev  come,  suit  your  words  and  looks  to 

theirs, 
Second  my  sad  son's  feixned  submisfion, 
And  see  in  aH  points  how  my  brain  will  answer 
His  diflguibed  grief,  with  a  set  countenance 
Of  rage  and  oholer ;  now  observe  and  leam 
To  school  your  son  by  me. 

Enter  Rtnaldo,  Valerio,  and  Gratiana. 

3f.  Ant,  On  with  your  mask ;  here  come  the 
other  maskers,  sir. 

Kym.  Come  on,  I  say ; 
Your  father  with  submission  wHl  be  caksed; 
Come  on ;  down  on  your  knees. 

Ooit.  Villain,  durst  thou 
Presume  to  gull  thy  father  ?  dost  thoo  not 
Tremble  to  see  my  bent  and  doudy  brows 
Ready  to  thunder  on  thy  graceless  head, 
And  with  the  bolt  of  my  displeasure  cot 
The  thread  of  all  my  hving  from  thy  life, 
For  taking  thus  a  b^gar  to  thy  wife  ? 

Vol.  Father,  if  that  part  1  have  in  your  blood, 
If  tears,  which  so  abundantly  distil 
JDut  of  my  inward  eyes,  and  for  a  meed 
(Can  drown  these  outward,  (lend  me  thy  handker- 
chief,) 
And  being  indeed  as  many  drops  of  blood. 
Issuing  from  the  creator  of  my  heart, 
Be  able  to  beget  so  much  compassion. 
Not  on  my  life,  but  on  this  lovely  dam^ 
Whom  I  hold  dearer 

Gott,  Out  upon  thee,  villain. 

3L  Ant.  Nay,  good  Gostanzo,  think  you  are  r 
father. 

Goit.  I  will  not  hear  a  word ;  out,  out  upon 
thee: 
Wed  without  my  advice,  my  love,  my  knowledge, 
Aye,  and  a  be^iiar  too,  a  trull,  a  blowze  P 

Ryn.  You  thought  not  so  la«t  day,  when  }*oa 
offered  her 

to 


A  tweWe  months  board  for  one  night's  lodging 
with  Iter. 

Goti,  Go  to,  no  more  of  that,  peace,  good  Ry- 
naldo, 
It  is  a  fault  that  only  she  and  you  know. 

Jiyn.  Well,  sir,  go  on,  I  pray. 

(Mt,  Have  I,  food  wretch. 
With  utmost  care  and  labour  brou^t  thee  up, 
Ever  instructing  thee,  omitting  never 
The  office  of  a  kind  and  careful  father. 
To  make  thee  wise  and  yirtooas  like  thy  father? 
And  hast  thou  in  one  act  everted  all? 
Proclaimed  thyself  to  all  the  world  a  fool? 
To  wed  a  beg^  ? 

VaL  Father,  say  not  so. 

Gof^.  Nay,  she's  thy  own ;  here,  rise  fool,  take 
her  to  thee^ 
Live  with  her  still,  I  know  thou  eount'st  thyself 
Happy  in  soul,  only  in  winuing  her  t 
Be  happy  stiU,  here,  take  her  hand,  enjoy  her. 
Would  not  a  too  hacard  his  fathcr^s  wrath. 
His  reputation  in  the  worid,  his  birthright, 
1*0  have  but  such  a  mess  of  broth  as  this  ? 

Jf.  Ant,  Be  not  so  violent,  I  pray  you,  goo4 
Guittanso, 
Tske  truce  with  passion,  licence  yonr  sad  so% 
To  speak  in  his  excuse. 

Goit.  What?  what  excuse? 
Can  any  orator  in  this  case  excuse  him  ? 
What  can  he  say  ?  what  can  be  said  of  any? 

VaL  Alas,  sir,  hear  me,  all  that  I  can  say 
In  my  excu6e,  is  but  to  shew  love's  warrant. 

Gott,  Notable  wag. 

VaL  I  knew  I  have  committed 
A  great  impiety,  not  to  move  you  6rst 
Before  the  dame,  I  meant  to  m^e  my  wife. 
Consider  what  I  am,  ^et  young,  and  green. 
Behold  what  she  is ;  is  there  not  in  l^r, 
Aye,  in  her  very  eye,  a  power  to  conquer 
Even  age  itself  and  wisdom?  Call  to  mind, 
Sweet  father,  whxit  yourself,  being  young,  have 

been; 
Think  what  you  may  be :  for  I  do  net  think 
The  world  so  far  spent  with  you,  but  you  may 
Look  bapk  ou  such  a  beauty,  and  I  hope 
To  see  you  young  again,  and  to  live  long 
With  young  afiections;  wisdom  makes  a  n&an 
live  young  for  ever :  and  where  is  this  wisdom 
If  not  in  you  ?  Alas,  I  know  not  what 
Rest  in  your  wisdom  to  subdue  affxtions; 
But  I  protest  it  wrought  with  me  so  strongly, 
That  I  had  quite  been  drowned  in  seas  of  tears, 
Had  I  not  taken  hold,  in  happy  time, 
Gf  this  sweet  hand;  my  heart  had  been  con^ 

sumed. 
To  a  heap  of  ashes  with  the  6ames  of  love. 
Had  it  not  sweetly  been  assuaged  and  cooled 
With  the  moist  kisses  of  these  sugared  lips. 

Gost,  O  puissant  wag  I  what  huge  large  thongs 
hecuu 
Out  of  his  friend  Fortunio*s  stretching  leather. 

if.  Ant.  He  knows  he  does  it  but  to  blind  my 
eyes. 
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Gatt.  O  ezGellent !  these  men  will  put  up  any 

thing. 
VtiL  Had  I  not  had  her,  I  had  lost  my  life ; 
Which  life,  indeed,  I  would  have  loet  before 
I  had  disuleased  you,  had  I  not  received  it 
From  such  a  kind,  a  wise,  and  honoured  father. 
G<ist,  Notoble  boy  1 
VaL  Yet  do  I  here  renounce 
Love,  life,  and  all,  rather  than  one  hour  longer 
BiKlure  to  have  your  love  eclipsed  from  me.- 
Gra.  O  I  can  hold  no  loager»  if  thy  words 
Be  used  in  earnest,  my  Valerio, 
Thoa  wound*st  my  heart ;  but  1  know  'tis  in  jest. 
Go$t.  No,  rU  be  sworn  she  has  her  liripoop 

too. 
Gra.  Didst  thou  not  swear  to  love  me,  spite  of 
father,  and  all  the  world  ? 
That  nought  should  sever  us  but  death  itself? 

VaL  I  did ;  but  if  my  father 
Will  have  his  son  forsworn,  upon  his  soul 
The  blood  of  my  black  perjury  shall  lie, 
For  I  will  seek  his  favour  though  I  die* 

Gott,  No,  no,  live  still  myson^  thou  well  shalt 
know, 
I  have  a  father*s  heart:  Come,  join  your  hands, 
Still  keep  thy  vows,  and  live  together  still, 
TiU  cruel  death  set  foot  betwixt  you  both. 
VaL  O  speak  you  this  in  earnest? 
Goit.  Aye,  by  heaven  I 
VaL  And  never  to  recal  it  ? 
GoU.  Not  till  death. 

Jljrn.  Excellent  sir,  you  have  done  like  your- 
self: 
What  would  you  more,  Valerio  ? 
VaL  Worshipful  father. 
liyn.  Come,  sir,  come  yon  in,  and  celebrate 
your  joys, 

[Exeunt  all  iave  the  Old  Men. 
GoU.  O,  Marc.  Antonio ! 
Ilad  I  not  armed  you  with  an  expectation. 
Would  not  this  make  you  pawn  your  very  soul, 
The  wench  had  been  my  son's  wife  ? 

3£.  Ant,  Yes,  by  heaven ! 
A  knavery  thus  e&cted  might  deceive 
A  wiser  man  than  I ;  for  I,  alas. 
Am  no  good  politician ;  plain,  believing ; 
Siinple  honesty  is  my  policy  still. 
Go$t.  The  visible  marks  of  folly,  honesty,  and 
quick  credulity  his  younger  brother. — 
I  tell  you.  Marc.  Antonio,  there  is  much 
In  that  young  boy,  my  son. 
3f.  Ant.  Not  much  boneshr,  if  I  may  speak 

without  offence  to  his  Uicher. 
Gott,  O,  God !  you  cannot  please  me  better,  sir : 
He  has  honesty  enough  to  serve  his  turn ; 
The  less  honesty  ever  the  more  wit. 
But  go  you  home,  and  use  your  daughter  kindly, 
Mean  time  I'll  school  your  son ;  and  do  you  still 


Dissemble  what  you  know,  keep  o£f  your  son : 
The  wench  at  home  must  still  be  my  sou's  wife ; 
Remember  that,  and  l>e  you  blinded  still. 

Af.  Ant.  You  roust  remember,  too,  to  let  your 
son 
Use  his  accustomed  visitations. 
Only  to  blind  my  eyes. 

Uott,  He  shall  not  fail : 
But  still  take  you  heed,  have  a  vigilant  eye 
On  that  sly  child  of  mine,  for,  by  this  li^ht, 
Ue'll  l»e  too  l»old  with  your  son*s  forcliead  else. 

A/.  Ant.  Well,  sir,  let  a>e  alone.  Til  '»  bear  a 
brain.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Valerio  and  Rynaldo. 

Val.  Come,  they  are  gone. 

Jiyfi.  Gone,  they  were  far  gone  here. 

VaU  Gulled  I  my  father,  or  gulled  he  himself? 
Thou  told*st  him  Gratiana  was  ray  wife ; 
I  have  confessed  it,  he  has  pardoned  it. 

Rt^n.  Nothing  more  true,  enow  caH!^vitnc3s  it. 
And  therefore,  when  he  comes  to  learn  the  truth, 
(As  certainly,  for  all  these  sly  disguises. 
Time  will  strip  truth  into  her  nakedness,) 
Thou  hast  good  plea  against  him  to  confess 
The  honoured  action,  and  to  claim  his  pardon. 

VaL  Tis  true,  for  all  was  done  he  deeply  swore 
Out  of  his  heart. 

Ryn.  He  has  much  faith  the  whiles. 
That  swore  a  thing  so  quite  against  his  heart* 

VaL  Why,  this  is  policy. 

lU/n.  Well,  see  you  repair 
To  Gratiana  daily,  and  enjoy  her 
In  her  true  kind ;  and  now  we  must  expect 
The  resolute  and  ridiculous  divorce 
Cornel io  hath  sued  against  his  wedlock. 

Val.  I  think  it  be  not  so ;  the  ass  dotes  on  her. 
Ryn.  It  is  too  true,  and  thou  shalt  answer  it. 
For  setting  such  debate  twixt  man  m^d  wife : 
See,  we  shall  see  the  solemn  mannizt  of  it. 

En/frCoRNELio,  Dariotto,  Claudio,  Notart, 
Page,  Gazetta,  Bellonora,  and  Gratiana. 

BeL  Good  Signior  Comelio,  let  us  poor  gen- 
tlewoman intreat  you  to  forbear. 

Cor.  Talk  no  more  to  me.  Til  not  be  made 
cuckold  in  my  own  house ;  Notary,  read  me  the 
divorce. 

Gai.  My  dear  Comelio,  examine  the  cause 
better  before  you  condemn  roe. 

Cor.  Sing  to  me  no  more,  syren;  for  I  will 
hear  thee  no  more,  I  will  take  no  compassion  on 
thee. 

Page.  Good  Signior  Comelio,  be  not  too  man- 
kind against  your  wife,  say  you're  a  cuckold,  as 
the  best  that  is  may  be  so  at  a  time ;  will  you 
make  a  trumpet  of  your  own  horns  ? 

Cor.  Go  to,  sir,  you're  a  rascal,  I'll  give  you  n 
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fee  for  pleading  for  ber  one  day ;  Notary,  do  you 
your  office. 

Val,  Go  to,  signior,  look  better  to  your  wife, 
and  be  better  advised  before  you  grow  to  this 
extremity. 

Cor,  Extremity  !  go  to,  I  deal  but  too  merci- 
fully with  her ;  if  1  should  use  extremity  with 
her,  I  might  hang  her,  and  her  copesmate  my 
drudge  here ;  how  say  you,  M.  Notary,  might  I 
not  do  it  by  law  ? 

Notary.  Not  bang  'em;  but  you  may  bring 
them  both  to  a  white  sheet. 

Con  Nay  by  the  mass  they  have  had  too  much 
of  the  sheet  already. 

Notary.  And,  besides,  you  may  set  capital 
letters  on  their  foreheads. 

Cor.  What's  that  to  the  capital  letter  that's 
written  in  mine  ?  I  say  for  all  your  law,  master 
Notary,  that  I  may  hang  'em ;  may  1  not  hang 
him  that  robs  me  of  mine  honour,  as  well  as  he 
that  robs  toe  of  my  horse  ? 

Notary.  No,  sir ;  your  horse  is  a  chattle. 
Cor,  So  is  honour;  a  roan  may  buy  it  with  his 
penny,  and  if  I  may  hang  a  man  for  stealing  my 
horse,  as  I  say,  much  more  for  robbing  me  of  my 
honour ;  for  why  ?  if  my  horse  be  stolen,  it  may 
be  my  own  fault ;  for  why  ?  either  the  stable  is 
not  strong  enough,  or  the  pasture  not  well  fenced 
or  watched,  or  so  forth :  but  for  your  wife  that 
keeps  the  stable  of  your  honour,  let  her  be  locked 
in  a  brazen  lower ;  let  Argus  himself  keep  her, 
yet  can  you  never  be  secure  of  your  honour ;  for 
why  ?  she  can  run  through  all  with  her  serpent 
noddle ;  besides,  you  may  hang  a  lock  upon  your 
horse,  and  so  can  you  not  upon  your  wife. 

Byn.  But  I  pray  you,  sir,  what  are  the  pre- 
sumptions on  which  you  would  build  this  divorce? 
Cor,  Presumption  enough,  sir ;  for  besides  their 
intercourse,  or  commerce  of  glances  that  past  be- 
twixt this  cockeril-drone  and  her  at  m;jr  table  the 
last  Sunday  night  at  supper,  tlieir  winks,  their 
becks,  due  guard,  their  treads  a'the  toe,  as  by 
heaven  I  swear  she  trod  once  upon  my  toe  in- 
stead of  his:  this  is  chiefly  to  be  noted,  the  same 
night  she  would  needs  lie  alone ;  and  the  same 
night  her  dog  barked;  did  not  you  hear  him, 
Valerio  ? 

VaL  And  understand  him  too>  1*11  be  sworn  of 
a  book. 

Cor.  Why  very  good,  if  these  be  not  manifest 
presumptions  now,  let  the  world  be  judge ;  tliere- 
fore,  without  more  ceremony,  master  Notary, 
pluck  out  yonr  instrument. 

Notary,  I  will,  sir,  if  there  be  no  remedy. 
Cor.  Have  you  made  it  strong  in  law,  master 
Notary  ?  have  you  put  in  words  enough  ? 

Notary.  I  hope  so,  sir,  it  has  taken  me  a  whole 
skin  of  parchment,  you  see. 

Cor.  Very  good ;  and  is  egress  and  regress  in? 
Notary.  TJl  warrant  you,  sir,  it  itjbrmajurit. 
Cor.  Is  there  no  hole  to  be  found  m  the  ortho- 
graphy ? 


Notary.  None  in  the  world,  sir. 
Cor.  You  have  written  sunt  with  an  $y  have 
you  not  ? 

Notary.  Yes,  that  I  have. 
Cor,  You  have  done  the  better  for  Qbietneds 
sake ;  and  are  none  of  the  authentical  dashes 
over  the  head  left  out?  if  there  be,  master  Notary, 
an  error  will  lie  out. 

Notary,  Not  for  a  dash  over  head,  sir,  I  viaf- 
rant  ^ou,  if  I  should  oversee ;  I  have  seen  tbftt 
tried  in  Butiro  and  Caseo,  in  Butler  and  Cason's 
case,  decimo  sexto  of  Duke  Anonymo. 

Ryn.  YonVe  gotten  a  learned  Notary,  signior 
Cornelio. 

Cor,  He's  a  shrewd  fellow,  indeed ;  I  had  as 
leave  have  his  head  in  a  matter  of  felony,  or  trea- 
son, as  any  Notary's  in  Florence;  read  out,  master 
Notary;  hearken  you,  mistress;  gentlemen,  mark 
I  beseech  you. 

Omnes,  We  will  all  mark  you,  sir,  I  warraiu 
you. 

Notary.  I  think  it  would  be  something  tedious 
to  read  all;  and  therefore, gentlemen,  the  sum 
is  this :  That  you,  Signior  Cornelio,  gentleman, 
for  divers  and  sundry  weighty  and  mature  coosr* 
derations  you  especially  moving,  specifying  atl 
the  particulars  of  your  wife's  enormities  in  a 
schedule  hereunto  anneted,  the  transcript  where- 
of is  in  your  own  tenure,  custody,  occdpationy 
and  keeping;  that  for  these  the  aforesaid  pre- 
mises,  I  say,  you  renounce,  disclaim,  and  dis- 
charge Gazetta  from  being  your  leeful,  or  your 
lawful  wife;  and  that  you  eftsoons  divide,  dis- 
join, separate,  remove,  and  finally  eloign,  se- 
quester, and  divorce  her  from  your  bed  and  your 
board;  that  you  forbid  her  all  access,  repair, 
egress  or  regress,  to  your  person  or  persons, 
mansion  or  mansions,  dwellings,  habitations,  re- 
mainnances  or  abodes,  or  to  any  shop,  cellar,  sol- 
lar,  easements^  chamber,  dormer,  and  so  forth, 
now  in  the  tenure,  custody,  occupation,  or  keep- 
ing of  the  said  Cornelio;  notwithstanding  ali 
former  contracts,  covenants,  bargains,  condiSons, 
agreements,  compacts,  promises,  vows,  affiances, 
assurances,  bonds,  bills,  indentures,  poll-deeds, 
deeds  of  gillt,  defeasances,  feoffinents,  endow- 
ments, vouchers,  double  vouchers,  privy  entries 
actions,  declarations,  explications,  rejoinders,  sur^ 
rejoinders,  rights,  interests,  demandfs,  claims,  or 
titles  whatsoever,  heretofore  betwixt  the  one 
and  the  other  party,  or  parties,  being  had,  made, 
past,  covenanted,  and  agreed,  from  the  banning 
of  the  world,  till  the  day  of  the  date  hereof,  given 
the  17ih  of  November,  1500;  and  so  forth: 
here,  sir,  you  must  set  to  your  hand. 

Cor.  What  else,  master  Notary,  I  am  resolute 
i'faith. 

Gaz.  Sweet  husband  forbear. 
Cor,  Avoid,  I  charge  thee  in  name  of  this  di- 
vorce :  thou  mightest  have  looked  to  it  in  time ; 
yet  this  I  will  do  for  thee,  if  thou  canst  spy  out 
any  other  man  that  thou  wouldest  cuckold,  thoa 
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sbalt  have  my  letter  to  him :  I  can  do  no  more ; 
iBore  ink,  master  Notary,  I  write  my  name  at  large. 

Notary.  Here  is  more,  sir. 

Cor.  Ab,  ass,  that  thou  couldst  not  know  thy 
happiness  till  thou  hadst  lost  it :  ho«r  now  ?  my 
Bose  bleed?  shall  I  write  in  blood?  what  only 
three  drops?  S'foot,  this  is  ominous:  1  will  not 
sec  my  hand  to't  now,  certain ;  master  Notar^r,  I 
like  not  this  abodement;  I  will  defer  the  settin^r 
to  of  my  hand  till  the  next  court-day ;  keep  the 
dnrorce  I  pray  you,  and  the  woman  in  your  house 
together. 

Oinnes.  Bom  the  dirorce,  bum  the  divorce. 

Cor,  Not  so,  sir,  it  shall  not  serve  her  turn, 
master  Notary,  keep  it  at  your  peril ;  and,  gen- 
tlemen, you  may  begone  a  God's  name;  what 
bare  you  to  do  to  flock  about  me  thus?  I  am 
oeitlia'  howlet,  nor  cuckoo;  gentlewomen,  for 
God*s  eake,  meddle  with  your  own  cases ;  it  is 
not  fit  you  should  haunt  tliese  public  assemblies. 

Oames.  Well/ farewell  Comelio, 

VaL  Use  the  gentlewoman  kindly,  master  No- 
tyy. 


Noi.  Aft  mine  own  wife  I  assure  yon,  sir.  [Exeunt  • 

Claude  Signior  Cornelio,  I  cannot  but  in  kind-» 
ness  tell  you,  that  BeUonora,  by  counsel  of 
Rynaldo,  hath  whispered  all  this  jealousy  in  your 
ears,  not  that  he  knew  any  just  cause  in  yonr 
wife,  but  only  to  be  revenged  on  you,  for  the  gull 
you  put  upon  him,  when  you  drew  him  with  his 
glory  to  touch  the  Theorbo. 

Cor,  May  I  believe  this  ? 

Claud,  As  I  am  a  gentleman ;  and  if  this  ac- 
cident of  your  nose  had  not  fallen  out,  I  would 
have  told  you  this  before  you  set  to  your  hand. 

Cor,  It  may  well  be,  yet  have  I  cause  enough 
To  perfect  my  divorce,  but  it  shall  rest 
Till  I  conclude  it  with  a  counterbufT 
Given  to  these  noble  rascals ;  Claudio,  thanks : 
What  comes  of  this?  watch  but  my  brain  a  little^ 
And  ye  sliall  see,  if  like  two  parts  in  me 
I  leave  not  both  these  guUers  wits  imbriere  d, 
Now  I  perceive  well  where  the  wild  wind  sits. 
Here's  gull  for  guU,  and  wits  at  war  with  wits. 

[Exeunt. 


ACT  V. 


SCENE  I. 

RriTALDO  $oluu 

Fortane,  the  great  commandress  of  the  world> 
Hath  divers  ways  to  advance  her  followers : 
To  some  slie  gives  honour  without  deserving, 
To  other  some,  deserving  without  honour  ; 
Some  wit,  some  wealth,  and  some  wit  without 

wealth; 
Some  wealth  without  wit;  some  nor  wit  nor 

wealth. 
But  good  smock-faces ;  or  some  qualities. 
By  nature  without  judgment,  with  the  which 
Tliey  live  in  sensual  acx^ptation, 
And  make  shew  only,  without  touch  of  substance; 
My  fortune  is  to  win  renown  by  gulling 
Gostanzo,  Dariotto,  and  Comelio : 
All  which  suppose  in  all  their  di£ferent  kinds, 
Their  wits  entire,  and  in  themselves  no  piece, 
All  at  one  blow ;  my  helmet  yet  unbraised, 
I  have  unhorsed,  laid  flat  on  earth  for  gulls ; 
Now  in  what  taking  poor  Comelio  is. 
Betwixt  his  large  divorce  and  no  divorce, 
I  loi^  to  see,  and  what  he  will  resolve  : 
I  lav  my  life  he  cannot  chew  his  meat, 
Ann  looks  much  like  an  ape  had  swallowed  pills ; 
And  all  this  comes  of  bootless  jealousy; 
And  see  where  bootless  jealousy  appears. 

Enter  Cornelio. 

m  ^  bourd  him  straight ;  how  now,  Comelio  ? 


Are  you  rehired  on  the  divorce  or  no  ? 

Cor.  What's  that  to  you?  look  to  your  own 
af&irs, 
The  time  requires  it;  are  not  yon  engaged 
In  some  bonds  forfeit  for  Valerio  ? 

Ryn,  Yes,  what  of  that  ? 

Cor,  Why,  so  am  I  myself. 
And  both  our  dangers  great ;  he  is  arrested 
On  a  recognizance,  by  a  usaring  slave. 

'Ryn,  Arrested  !  I  am  sorry  with  my  heart. 
It  is  a  matter  may  import  me  much ; 
May  not  our  bail  suffice  to  fi'ee  him,  think  you  ? 

Cor,  I  think  it  may,  but  I  must  not  be  seen  in't, 
Nor  would  I  wish  you,  for  we  both  are  parties^ 
And  liker  far  to  bring  ourselves  in  trouble, 
Than  bear  him  out ;  I  have  already  made 
Means  to  the  officers  to  sequester  him 
In  private  for  a  time,  till  some  in  secret 
Might  make  his  father  understand  his  state. 
Who  would  perhaps  take  present  order  for  him. 
Rather  than  su£fer  him  t'endure  the  shame 
Of  his  imprisonment :  now,  would  you  but  go 
And  break  the  matter  closely  to  his  father 
As  you  can  wisely  do't,  and  bring  him  to  him ; 
This  were  the  only  way  to  save  his  credit, 
And  to  keep  off  a  shrewd  blow  from  ourselves. 

J^.  I  know  his  father  will  be  moved  past 
measure. 

Cor,  Nay,  if  you  stand  on  such  nice  ceremonies, 
Farewell  our  substance :  extreme  diseases. 
Ask  extreme  remedies ;  better  he  should  storm 
Some  little  time,  than  we  be  beat  for  ever 


»o  Boarrf— See  Note  W  to  TU  pity  She's  a  Whore. 
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Under  the  horrid  shelter  of  a  prison. 

Hyn.  Where  is  the  place  ? 

Cor,  Tis  at  the  Half-Moon  tavern ; 
Hnste,  for  the  matter  will  abide  no  stay. 

Jiyn.  Heaven  send  my  speed  be  equal  with 
my  haste !  [Exit, 

Cor,  Go,  shallow  scholar^  you  that  make  all 
gulls, 
You  that  can  out-see  clear-eyed  jealousy. 
Yet  make  this  slight  a  mill  stone,  where  your  brain 
Sticks  in  the  midst  amazed  :  this  gull  to  him, 
And  to  his  fellow  guller,  shall  become 
More  bitter  than  their  baiting  of  my  humour ; 
Here  at  this  tavern  shall  Gobtanzo  iind 
Fortunio,  Dariotto,  Claudio, 
And  amongst  them  the  ringleader  his  son, 
His  hu&band,  and  his  saint  Valerio, 
That  knows  not  of  what  fashion  dice  are  made, 
Nor  ever  yet  looked  towards  a  red  lattice, 
Thinks  his  blind  sire,  at  drinking  aud  at  dice, 
Withal  their  wem:hes,  and  at  full  discover 
His  own  gross  folly,  and  his  son's  distempers, 
And  both  shall  know,  although  I  be  no  scholar, 
Yet  I  have  thus  much  Latin,  as  to  say 
Jam  sumui  ergo  para*  [Exit, 

^nter  Valerio,  Fortunio,  Claudio,  Page, 
Gratiana,  Gazetta,  Bello]iiora.  J  Drawer 
or  tKO  ieiting  a  Table, 

VaL  Set  me  the  table  here,  we  will  shift  rooms, 
To  see  if  fortune  will  shift  chances  with  us ; 
bit,  ladies,  sit;  Fortunio,  place  thy  wench; 
And,  Claudio,  place  yuu  Dariotto  s  mistress; 
I  wonder  where  that  neat  spruce  slave  becoines; 
I  think  he  n-as  some  barber's  son  by  the  mass, 
*ris  such  a  ^'  picked  fellow,  not  a  hair 
About  his  whole  bulk,  but  it  stands  in  print; 
Each  pin  hath  his  due  place,  not  any  point 
But  hath  bis  perfect  tie,  fashion,  and  grace ; 
A  thing  whose  soul  is  specially  employed 
Jo  knowing  where  best  gloves,  best  stockings, 

waistcoats, 
Curiously  wrought,  are  sold;  sacks  millener's 

shops 
For  all  new  tires  and  fashions,  and  can  tell  ye 
What  new  devices  of  all  sorts  there  are: 
And  chat  there  is  not  in  the  whole  Rynlto, 
Put  one  new-fashiooed  waistcoat,  or  one  night- 
cap, 


One  pair  of  gloves,  pretty  or  well  perfumed. 
And  from  a  pair  of  gloves  of  half-a-crown 
To  twenty  crowns ;  will  to  a  very  **  scute 
Smell  out  the  price;  and  for  these  womanly 

parts 
He  is  esteemed  a  witty  gentleman. 
For,  See  where  be  comes. 

Enter  Dariotto. 

Dar,  God  save  you,  lovely  ladies. 
VaL  Aye,  well  said,  lovely  Paris,  your  wall  ^e 
Must  ever  first  be  gloting  on  men's  wives ; 
You  think  to  come  upon  us,  being  half  drunk, 
And  so  to  part  the  freshest  man  amongst  us ; 
But  you  shall  over-take  us,  TU  be  sworn. 
Dar,  Tush  man,  where  are  your  dice  ?  let's  fall 

totbem. 
Claud,  We  ha;re  been  at  'em ;  drawer,  call  for 

more. 
VaL  First  let's  have  wine,  dice  have  no  per- 
fect edge, 
Without  the  liqmd  whetstone  of  the  syrup. 

For. True;  and  to  welcome  Dariotto's  lateness. 
He  shall,  unpledged,  carouse  one  ^^  crowned  cup 
To  all  these  ladies'  health. 
Dar,  1  am  well  pleased. 
VaL  Come  on,  let  us  vary  our  sweet  time 
With  sundry  exercises  :  boy !  tobacco. 
And,  drawer,  you  must  get  us  music  too ; 
Call's  in  a  cleanly  *♦  noise,  the  slaves  grow  lowsy. 
Drawer,  You  shall  have  such  as  we  can  get 
you,  sir.  [Exit, 

Dar,  Let's  have  some  dice,  I  pray  thee :  they 

are  cleanly. 
VaL  Page,  let  me  see  that  leaf. 
Page,  It  is  not  leaf,  sir ;  'tis  padding  ^'  cane 

tobacco. 
VaL  But  I  mean  your  linstock,  sir;  what  leaf 

is  that,  I  pray. 
Page,  I  pray  you  see,  sir,  for  I  cannot  read. 
Val.  S'foot,  a  rank  stinking  satire;  this  had 
been 
Enough  to  have  poisoned  every  man  of  us. 
Dar,  And  now  you  speak  of  that,  my  boy  once 
lighted 
A  pipe  of  cane  tobacco  with  a  piece 
Of  a  vile  ballad ;  and  I'll  swear  I  had 
A  singing  in  my  bead  a  whole  week  afUr. 


*'  Picked-^U  e.  spruce  In  drese.    See  Mr  Steevens's  Note  on  King  J^,  A.  I.  8. 1. 

"  Scute— A  scudo  Is  a  coin  veil  known  in  Italy,  and  of  difiereot  value  in  different  states,  but  in  general 
worth  more  than  five  shUlingi.  They  ^re  coined  in  bavoy,  Modena,  Genoa,  Lucca,  Florence,  Rome,  and 
Venice.  The  Genoese  scudo  is  worth  seven  shillings;  that  of  Modena  but  fourteen  pence;  at  Venice, 
n  here  it  it  wurtb  five  shilUngs  and  sixpence,  that  coin  is  subdivided  into  tolves,  qnarlefi,  and  eighths,  N» 

*•*  Crowned  cup — i.  e.  a  bumper. 

*♦  Mo/je — i.  c  a  number  or  concert  of  musicians. 

*5  Cmc  (oftocco— Cane  tobacco  if  mentioned  in  The  Merry  Devil  ofEdmonten  I 
"  The  nostrils  of  his  chimnies  are  still  stuffed 
"\\  ith  smoke  more  chargeable  than  can«  tobaccq,** 
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VaL  Well,  tbe  old  Terse  is^  a  patibus  inc^ 

Enter  Drawer  wilh  Wine  and  four  Cvpt, 

VaL  Drawer,  fill  oat  this  ^otleman's  caroase, 
And  harden  him  for  our  soaety. 

DdT.  Welly  ladies,  here  is  to  your  honoured 
healths. 

JFor.  What,  Dariotto,  without  hat  or  knee? 

VaL  Well  said,  Fortunio;  O  you're  a  rare 
courtier; 
Tour  knee,  good  signior,  I  beseech  your  knee. 

Dor,  Nay,  pray  you,  let*5  take  it  b]r  degrees, 
Valerio;  on  our  feet  first,  for  this  will  bring's 
too  soon  upon  our  knees. 

VaL  Sir,  there  are  no  degrees  of  order  in  a 
fayem. 
Here  you  must,  I  charge  ye,  run  all  a  head. 
Slight,  courtier,  down ; 
I  l^pe  you  are  no  elephant,  you  have  joints  ? 

Xfar,  Well,  sir,  berers  to  the  ladies  on  mj  knees. 

VaL  m  he  their  pledge. 

Enter  Gostakzo  and  Rynaldo. 

jRir.  Not  yet,  Valerio, 
This  he  must  drink  unpledged. 

VaL  He  shall  not,  I  will  give  him  this  advan- 
tage. 
Oott.  How  now?  what's  here?  are  these  the 

oflkers? 
Bjfn,  Slight,  I  would  all  were  welL 

Enter  Cor^elio. 

Vol.  Here  is  his  pledge : 
Here's  to  our  common  friend  Comelio's  health. 
Claud,  Health  to  Oazetta !  poison  to  her  hus- 
band! [He  kneeU. 
Car,  Excellent  guests:  these  are  my  daily 

guests. 
VaL  Drawer,  make  even  the  impartial  scales 
of  justice, 
Crive  it  to  Claudio,  and  from  him  fill  round. 
-Come,  Dariotto^  set  me,  let  me  rest. 
Come  in  when  they  have  ^  done  the  ladies  right. 
Gat,  Set  me,  do  you  know  what  belongs  to 

setting? 
jRjm.  What  a  dull  slave  was  I  to  be  thus 

guUed! 
Cor,  Why,  Rynaldo,  what  meant  you  to  intrap 
your  mend, 
And  bring  his  father  to  thb  spectacle  ? 
You  are  a  friend  indeed. 

jR^.  rris  very  rood,  sir ; 
PerhtRps  my  friend,  or  I,  before  we  part, 
May  make  even  with  you. 

ibr.  Come,  lefs  set  him  round. 

VaL  Do  so :  at  all«  A  plague  upon  these  dice. 


Another  health ;  s'foot,  I  shall  have  no  luck 
Till  I  be  drunk :  come  on,  here's  to  the  comfor^ 
The  cavalier  my  father  should  take  in  me, 
If  he  now  saw  me,  and  would  do  me  right. 

For.  I'll  pledge  it,  and  his  health,  Valerio. 

Go$t,  Here's  a  good  husband. 

Ryn.  I  prav  you  have  patience,  sir. 

VaL  Now  have  at  all,  an't  were  a  diousand 
pound. 

Gott.  Hold,  sir,  I  bar  the  dice. 

Vol.  What,  sir,  are  you  there  ? 
Fill's  a  fresh  pottle,  by  this  light,  sir  knight^ 
You  shall  do  right 

Enter  Marc.  Aktonio. 

Go$t,  O  thou  ungracious  villain  ! 
Come,  come,  we  shfUl  have  you  now  tbonder  forth 
Some  of  your  thrifty  sentences  as  gravely : 
Forasmuch,  Valerio,  as  every  thing  has  time,  and 
a  pudding  has  two;  yet  ought  not  satisfaction  to 
swerve  so  much  from  defalcation  of  well-disposed 
people,  as  tliat  indemnity  should  prejudice  what 
securi^  doth  insinuate :  a  trial  yet  once  agpdn. 

M,  Ant.  Here's  a  good  sight,  you're  well  en* 
countered,  sir ; 
Did  not  I  tell  you  you'd  o'er  shoot  yourself 
With  too  much  wisdom. 

VaL  Sir,  your  wisest  do  so. 
Fill  the  old  man  some  wine. 

Gott.  Here's  a  good  infant 

M,  Ant,  Why,  sir :  alas,  I'll  wager  with  your 
wisdom, 
His  consorts  drew  him  to  it,  for  of  himself 
He  is  both  virtuous,  bashful,  innocent : 
Comes  not  at  city  t  knows  no  city  art. 
But  plies  your  husbandry ;  dares  not  view  a  wench. 

VaL  Father,  he  comes  upon  you. 

Goet,  Here's  a  son ! 

M,  Ant,  Whose  wife  is  Gratiana  now,  I  pray  ? 

Goit.  Sing  your  old  song  no  more,  your  orainfs 
too  short 
To  reach  into  these  policies. 

M.  Ant,  Tis  true. 
Mine  eyes  soon  blinded ;  and  yourself  would  say 

If  you  knew  all:  where  lodged  yoor  son  lait 

night? 
Do  you  know  chat  with  all  your  policy  ? 

uoit,  Youll  say  he  lodged  with  you ;  and  did 

not  I 
Foretel  you,  all  this  must  for  colour  sake 
Be  brought  about,  only  to  blind  your  eyes? 
M,  Ant.  By  heaven !  I  chanced  thb  mom,  I 

know  not  why, 
To  pass  by  Gratiana's  bed-chamber. 
Ana  whom  saw  I  fast  by  her  naked  side> 
But  your  Valerio? 


^  Dom  the  laMetHgH'^See  Note  23  to  The  Wida^*9  Tean. 
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Gtut.  Had  ^OQ  not  warning  given  ? 
Did  not  I  bid  you  watch  my  courtier  well, 
Or  he  would  set  a  crest  o'  your  son's  head  ? 

M,  Ant,  That  was  not  all ;  for  by  them  on  a 
stool 
My  son  sat  laughing,  to  see  you  so  gulled. 

Go$t,  Tis  too  too  plain. 

Jf.  Ant,  Why,  sir,  do  you  suspect  it  the  noore 
for  that? 

Gost.  Suspect  it  ?  is  there  any 
So  gross  a  wittol,  as,  if  'twere  bis  wife, 
%Vould  sit  by  her  so  tamely  ? 

M.  Ant,  Wh^  not,  sir,  to  blind  my  eyes  ? 

Go$t,  Well,  sir,  I  was  deceived. 
But  I  shall  make  it  prove  a  dear  deceit  to  the  de- 
ceiver. 

Ryn.  Nay,  sir,  let's  not  have 
A  new  infliction  set  on  an  old  fault. 
He  did  confess  his  fault  upon  his  knees; 
Yon  pardoned  it,  and  swore  'twas  from  your  heart 

Go$t,  Swore ;  a  great  piece  of  work,  the  wretch 
shall  know 
I  have  a  daughter  here  to  give  my  land  to. 
m  give  my  daughter  all ;  the  pnidigal 
ShaU  not  have  one  poor  bouse  to  hide  his  head  in. 

For.  I  hombly  thank  you,  sir,  and  vow  all  duty 
Hy  life  can  yield  you. 

Go$t,  Why  are  you  so  thankful  ? 

For,  For  giving  to  your  daughter  all  your  lands. 
Who  is  my  wife,  and  so  you  gave  them  me. 

Gott,  Better,  and  better. 

For,  Pray,  sir,  be  not  moved, 
You  drew  me  kindly  to  your  house,  and  gave  me 
Access  to  woo  your  daughter,  whom  I  loved ; 
And  since,  by  honoured  marriage,  made  my  wife. 

Gost,  Now  all  my  choter  fly  out  in  your  wits ; 
Good  tricks  of  youth,  i'faith,  no  indecorum, 
Knight's  son,  knight's  daughter ;  Marc.  Antonio, 
Give  me  your  hand,  there  is  no  remedy, 
Marriage  »  ever  made  by  Destiny. 

Ryn,  Silence,  my  masters,  now  here  all  are 
pleased, 
Only  Cornelio ;  who  lacks  but  persuasion 
To  reconcile  himself  to  hit  fair  wife : 
Good  sir,  will  you,  of  all  men  our  best  speaker, 
Persnade  him  to  receive  her  into  grace  ? 

Gost,  That  I  will  gladly,  and  be  shall  be  rul- 
ed ;  good  Cornelio,  I  have  heard  of  your  way- 
ward jealousy,  and  I  must  tell  you  plain  as  a 
friend,  you're  an  ass:  you  must  pardon  me;  I 
knew  your  father. 

Ryn.  Then  yon  must  pardon  him,  indeed,  sir. 

Gost.  Understand  me :  put  case  Dariotto  lov- 
ed your  wife,  whereby  you  would  seem  to  refuse 
her ;  would  you  desire  to  have  such  a  wife  as  no 
man  could  love  but  yourself? 

AT.  Ant.  Answer  but  that,  Cornelio. 

Gost.  Understand  me :  say  Dariotto  hath  kis- 
sed your  wife,  or  performed  other  offices  of  that 
nature,  whereby  they  did  converse  together  at 
bed  and  at  board,  as  friends  may  seem  to  do. 

M.  Ant.  Mark  but  the  now,  understand  me. 


Gost.  Yet  if  there  come  no  proofs,  but  that 
her  actions  were  cleanly,  or  indiscreet  private, 
why,  'twas  a  sign  of  modesty :  and  will  you  blow 
the  bom  yourself,  when  you  may  keep  it  to  your- 
self? Go  to,  you  are  a  fool,  understand  me. 

Val,  Do  understand  him,  Cornelio. 

Gost,  Nay,  Cornelio^  I  tell  you  again,  I  knew 
your  father ;  he  was  a  wise  gentleman,  and  so 
was  your  mother.  Methinks  I  see  her  yet,  a 
lusty  stout  woman,  bore  great  children,  you  were 
the  very  scoundrel  of  'em  all ;  but  let  that  pass. 
As  for  your  mother,  she  was  wise,  a  most  flip- 
pant tongue  she  had,  and  could  set  out  her  tail 
with  as  good  grace  as  any  she  in  Florence,  come 
cut  and  long  tail;  and  she  was  honest  enough 
too ;  but  yet  by  your  leave  she  would  tickle  Dob 
now  and  then,  as  well  as  the  best  on  'em ;  by  Jove 
'tis  true,  Cornelio,  I  speak  it  not  to  flatter  you: 
your  father  knew  it  well  enough ;  and  would  he 
do  as  vou  do,  think  you  ?  set  rascals  to  under- 
mine her,  or  look  to  her  water,  as  they  say  ?  No, 
when  he  saw  'twas  but  her  humour,  for  his  own 

Jjuietness  sake,  he  made  a  back-door  to  his  bouse 
or  convenience,  got  a  bell  to  his  fore-door,  and 
had  an  odd  fashion  in  ringing,  by  which  she  and 
her  maid  knew  him,  and  would  stand  talkioe  to 
his  next  neighbour  to  proloiis  time,  that  all  dungs 
might  be  rid  cleanly  out  of  the  way  before  he 
came,  for  the  credit  of  his  wife  :  this  was  wisdom 
now,  for  a  man's  own  quiet 

M.  Ant.  Here  was  a  man,  Cornelia 

Gost,  What  I  say,  young  men  think  old  men 
are  fools;  but  old  men  know  young  men  are 
fools. 

Cor.  Why,  hark  you,  you  two  knights;  do  yoo 
think  I  will  forsake  Gazetu  ? 

Gost.  And  will  you  not  ? 

Cor.  Why,  there's  your  wisdom;  why  did  I 
make  shew  of  divorce,  think  you? 

M.  Ant.  Pray  you  why,  sir? 

Cor,  Only  to  bridle  her  stout  stomach :  and 
how  did  I  draw  on  the  colour  for  my  divorce  f  I 
did  train  the  woodcock  Dariotto  into  the  net^ 
drew  him  to  my  house,  gave  him  opportunity  with 
my  wife,  (as  you  say  mj  father  clealt  with  his 
wife's  friends),  only  to  train  him  in,  let  him  alone 
with  my  wife  in  her  bed-chamber,  and  somedmes 
found  him  a-bed  with  her,  and  went  my  way 
back  again  softly,  only  to  draw  him  into  the  pit. 

Gost,  This  was  well  handled  indeed,  Cornelio^ 

M.  Ant.  Aye,  marry,  sir,  now  I  commend  your 
wisdom. 

Cor,  Why,  if  1  had  been  so  minded  as  you 
think,  I  could  have  flung  his  pantable  down  the 
stairs,  or  done  him  some  other  disgrace :  but  I 
winked  at  it,  and  drew  on  the  good  fool  more  and 
more,  only  to  bring  him  within  my  compass. 

Gost.  Why,  this  was  policy  in  grain. 

Cor,  And  now  shall  the  world  see  I  am  as  wis^ 
as  my  father. 

VaL  Is't  come  to  this?  then  will  I  make  a 
speech  in  praise  of  this  reconciiement,  including 
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tbermn  the  praise  and  honour  of  the  most  fashions- 
able  and  authentical  HORN.  Stand  close,  gentles, 
and  be  nlent.  [He  gett  into  a  Chait, 

Coat.  Come  on,  let's  hear  his  wit  in  this  pot- 
able humour. 

VaL  The  course  of  the  world,  like  the  life  of 
knan,  is  said  to  be  divided  into  several  ages  :  as 
we  into  infancy,  childhood,  jouth,  and  so  forward 
to  old  age ;  so  the  world  into  the  golden  age,  the 
silver,  the  brass,  the  iron,  the  leaden,  the  wooden ; 
and  now  into  this  present  a^  which  we  term  the 
hdmed  age ;  not  but  that  former  ages  have  en- 
joyed this  benefit  as  well  as  our  tiroes,  but  that  in 
oars  it  is  more  common,  and  nevertheless  precious. 
It  is  said,  that,  in  the  golden  age  of  the  world,  the 
use  of  gold  was  not  tl^n  known ;  an  argument  of 
the  simplicity  of  that  age.    Lest,  therefore,  suc- 
ceeding ages  should  hereafter  impute  the  same 
fault  to  us  which  we  lay  upon  the  first  age,  that 
we,  living  in  the  homed  age  of  the  world,  should 
not  understand  the  use,  the  virtue,  the  honour, 
and  the  very  royalty  of  the  horn ;  I  villi,  in  brief, 
Mund  the  praises  thereof,  that  they  who  are  al- 
ready in  possession  of  it  may  hear  their  beads 
aloft,  as  being  proud  of  such  lofty  accoutrements, 
and  they  that  are  but  in  possibility  may  be  ravish- 
ed with  a  desire  to  be  in  possession ;  a  trophy  so 
honourable  and  unmatchably  powerful,  that  it  is 
able  to  raise  any  man  from  a  beggar  to  an  einpe- 
ror^s  fellow,  a  duke's  fellow,  a  nobleman's  fellow, 
alderman's  fellow ;  so  j^orious,  that  it  deserves  to 
be  worn,  by  most  opinions,  in  the  most  conspicu- 
ous place  about  a  man ;  for  what  worthier  crest 
can  you  bear  than  the  horn  ?  which,  if  it  might 
be  seen  with  our  mortal  cnres,  what  a  wondenul 
spectacle  would  there  be !  and  how  highly  they 
would  ravish  the  beholders !  But  their  substance 
is  incorporeal,  not  falling  under  sense,  nor  mixed 
of  the  gross  concretion  of  elements,  but  a  ouint- 
esaence  beyond  them,  a  spiritual  essence  invisible 
and  everlasting. 

And  this  hath  been  the  cause  that  many  men 
bave  called  their  being  in  question,  whether  there 
be  such  a  thing  in  rerum  natura  or  not  ?  because 
they  are  not  to  be  seen,  as  though  nothing  were 
that  were  not  to  be  seen.  Who  ever  saw  the 
wind  f  yet  what  wonderful  effects  are  seen  of  it ! 
It  drives  the  clouds,  yet  no  man  sees  it ;  it  rocks 
the  house,  bears  down  trees,  castles,  steeples,  yet 
who  sees  it  ?  In  like  sort  does  your  horn :  it  swells 
the  forehead, ^et  none  sees  it;  it  rocks  the  cradle, 
yet  none  sees  it ;  so  that  you  plainly  perceive  sense 
IS  no  judge  of  essence.  The  moon  to  any  man's 
sense  seems  to  be  homed ;  yet  who  knows  not 
the  moon  to  be  ever  perfectly  round  ?  So,  like- 
wise, your  heads  seem  ever  to  be  round,  when  in- 
deed they  are  oftentimes  homed.  For  their  ori- 
ginal, it  IS  unsearchable ;  natural  they  are  not,  for 
there  is  no  beast  born  with  horns  more  than  with 
teeth ;  created  they  were  not,  for  ex  nihilo  nihil 
fit.  Then  will  you  ask  me,  how  come  they  into 
the  world  ?  I  know  not ;  but  I  am  sure  women 
broi»*»ht  them  ioM  this  nart  of  the  woHH.  hovrso- 


ever  some  doctors  are  of  opinion  that  they  came 
in  with  the  devil :  and  not  unlike ;  for,  as  the  de- 
vil brought  sin  into  the  world,  but  the  woman 
brought  It  to  the  man,  so  it  may  very  well  be,  that 
the  devil  brought  horns  into  the  world,  but  the 
woman  brought  them  to  the  roan. 

For  their  power,  it  is  general  over  the  world; 
no  nation  so  barbarous,  no  country  so  proud,  but 
doth  equal  homage  to  the  horn.  Europa,  when 
she  was  carried  through  the  sea  by  the  Satumian 
bull,  was  said,  for  fear  of  falling,  to  have  held  by 
the  hom ;  and  what  is  this  but  a  plain  shelving  to 
us,  that  all  Europe,  which  took  name  from  that 
Europa,  should  hkewise  hold  by  the  horn?  So 
that  I  say,  it  is  universal  over  the  face  of  the 
world,  general  over  the  face  of  Europe,  and  com- 
mon over  the  face  of  this  country.  What  city, 
what  town,  what  village,  what  street,  nay,  what 
house  can  quit  itself  of  this  prerogative?  I  have 
read  that  the  lion  once  made  a  proclamation 
through  all  the  forest,  that  all  homed  beasts 
should  depart  forthwith  upon  pain  of  death.  If 
this  proclamation  should  be  made  through  our  fo- 
rest, I/)rd  I  what  pressing,  what  running,  what 
flying,  would  there  be,  even  from  all  the  parU  of 
it  I  He  that  had  but  a  bunch  of  flesh  in  his  head 
would  away ;  and  some,  foolishly  fearful,  would 
imagine  the  shadow  of  his  ears  to  be  horns. — 
Alas,  how  desart  would  this  forest  be  left ! 

To  conclude ;  For  their  force,  it  is  inevitable  ; 
for  were  they  not  irrevitable,  then  might  either 
properness  of  person  secure  a  man,  or  wisdom 
prevent  them ;  or  greatness  exempt,  or  riches  re- 
deem them ;  but  present  experience  hath  taught 
us,  that,  in  this  case,  all  these  stand  in  no  stead : 
for  we  see  the  properest  men  take  part  of,  the 
best  wits  cannot  avoid  them,  (for  then  should 
poets  be  no  cuckolds,)  nor  can  money  redeem 
thera,  for  then  would  rich  men  fine  for  their  horns, 
as  they  do  for  oflices ;  but  this  is  held  for  a  maxim, 
that  there  are  more  rich  cuckolds  than  poor. 
Lastl;r>  for  continuance  of  the  horn,  it  is  unde- 
terminable till  death.  Neither  do  they  determine 
with  the  wife^s  death,  howsoever  ignorant  writers 
hold  opinion  they  do ;  for  as  when  a  knight  dies, 
his  lady  still  retains  the  title  of  lady;  when  a 
company  is  cast,  yet  the  captain  still  retains  the 
title  of  captain;  so,  though  the  wife  die,  by 
whom  this  title  came  to  her  husband,  yet,  by 
the  courtesy  of  the  city,  he  shall  be  a  cuckold 
during  life,  let  all  ignorant  asses  prate  what  thev 
list.  •  ^ 

Gott.  Notable  wag !  Come,  tir,  shake  hands 
with  him, 
In  whose  high  honour  ^ou  have  made  this  speech. 
3f.  Ant,  And  you,  sir,  come  join  hands,  you're 

one  amongst  them. 
Gost,  Very  well  done,  now  take  your  several 
wives. 
And  spread  like  wild  geese,  though  you  now  grov 

tame; 
Dve  merrily  together  and  agree, 
Hom$  cannot  be  kept  offmitkjealoy*^ 
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Since  all  oar  labours  are  09  you  can  like, 
We  all  submit  to  you ;  nor  dare  presume 
To  think  there's  any  real  worth  in  them. 
Sometimes  feasts  please  the  cooks,  and  not  the 

guesto; 
Sometimes  the  guests,  and  curious  cooks  contemn 

them* 


Our  dishes  we  entirely  dedicate 
To  our  kind  guests;  but  since  ye  differ  so, 
Some  to  like  only  mirth  without  taxations. 
Some  to  count  such  works  trifles,  and  such  like. 
We  can  but  bring  you  meat,  and  set  you  stools. 
And  to  our  best  cheer  say,  you  all  are  (    )  wel- 
come. 
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iwoc  out  of  envy  (for  there*8  do  effect, 
Where  theFe*!i  uo  cause),  nor  out  of  ioutatioDy 
For  we  have  evermore  been  imitated ; 
Nor  out  of  our  contention  to  do  better, 
Than  that  which  is  opposed  to  ours  in  title; 
For  that  was  good,  and  better  cannot  be. 
^nd  for  the  dtle^  if  it  seem  aSected| 


We  might  as  well  hare  called  it,  God  you  good  eren  i 
Only  tluit  eastward,  westwards  still  exceeds  ; 
Honour  the  sun's  fair  rising,  not  his  setting. 
Nor  is  our  title  utterly  enforced. 
As  by  the  points  we  touch  at  prou  shall  see. 
Bear  with  our  willing  pains ;  if  dull  or  witty. 
We  only  dedicate  it  to  the  city. 


DRAMATIS    PERSONJE.* 


Touchstone,  ait  honest  Goldtmith  in  the  City. 

QuicKSiLVBRy  a  JtoAe,  his  'Prentice. 

GoLoiVG,  his  sober' Prentice, 

Sir  P£TaoM£L  Flash,  a  poor  Ktaght. 

Security,  an  old  Usurer. 

Bhamble,  a  Lawyer, 

Seagul,  Captain  qfa  Ship. 

SCRAPETBEIFT,  I      »,  /•&•     n 

Spehdall,         i    ^o  of  hu  Passengers. 
Slitcut,  a  Butcher's  'Prentice. 
PoLDAVV,  a  French  Tailor. 


Holdfast,  > 
Wolf,       $ 


Two  Officers  belonging  to  the 
Compter, 


Mrs  Touchstone,  the  Goldsmith's  Wife. 
Girthed,  her  Daughter,  that  affects  to  be  a  fine 

Lady, 
Mildred,  her  Oood^daughter. 
Winifred,  Security's  Wi/h, 
Syndefy,  a  cast  AfiffreuofQuiCKSiLVER's. 
Mrs  Fon»,  Mrs  Gazer,  Bettrice,  Hamlbt, 

PoTKiN,  Page,  footman,  Constables,  Priso^ 

nerSf&c, 


*  Eastward  Hoe.— Thb  THy  was  the  johit  productioB  of  Ben  Jobboo,  George  Cbapmaa,  and  John 
Manton.  What  {>art  each  author  bad  in  the  composition  cannot  be  known ;  but  tlie  consequence  of 
writing  it  bad  like  to  have  been  very  serious  to  tbem  all.  They  were  accused  of  reflecting  on  the  ^ots, 
for  which  they  were  committed  to  prison,  and  were  In  danger  of  losing  their  ears  and  noses.  Tbey,  how- 
ever, receiTod  pardons  $  and  Jonson,  on  bb  releasement  from  prison,  gave  an  entertainment  to  his  friends^ 
-anoiigbt  whom  were  Camden  and  Seldea.  In  the  midst  of  the  entertainment,  his  mother,  more  an  an* 
ti||oe  Roman  than  a  Briton,  drank  to  bim,  and  shewed  bim  a  paper  of  poison,  which  she  intended  to  have 
giTen  bim  in  bis  liquor,  having  first  taken  a  portion  of  it  herself,  if  the  sentence  for  bis  punishment  bed 
been  executed.  'Whatever  there  might  be  offensive  in  this  performance  at  its  first  appearance,  every 
part  of  it  seems  to  have  been  remov^  in  the  printing,  as  nothing  now  remains  wbieb  could  possibly  be 
liable  to  objection.  In  the  year  1685,  Mr  Tate  brought  It  on  the  stage  at  Dorset  Gardens,  with  altera^ 
tions,  ondcr  the  title  of  CuekoUk  Hamtni  or.  An  JUermon  no  Conjuror,  li  was  again  revived  at  Dmry 
Lane,  about  the  year  1758,  and  a  third  time  at  the  same  theatre  in  the  year  1177,  by  Mn  Lenox,  under 
the  title  of  Old  City  Manners.  From  this  play  Mr  Hogarth  is  supposed  to  bUve  takes  the  bint  of  his  se 
ries  of  plates,  describhig  tbe  progress  of  the  industrious  and  idle  apprentices. 

^  This  enumeration  of  tbo  Drainatb  Penoms  b  not  in  tbe  fint  edition. 
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SCENE  I. 

Enter  Master  Touchstone  and  Quicksilver, 
at  several  Doors;,  Quicksilver  with  his  Hatf 
PumpSf  short  Sword  and  Dagger^  and  a  Racket 
trussed  up  under  his  Cloak.  At  the  middle 
Door,  enter  Golding;  discovering  a  Gold" 
sndtKs  Shopf  and  he  walking  short  turns  h^ 
fore  it. 

Touch,  And  whither  with  you  now  ?  what  loose 
action  are  you  bound  for?  come,  what  comrades 
are  you  to  meet  withal?  where's  the  supper? 
Where's  the  rendezvous? 

Quick.  Indeed,  and  in  very  good  sober  truth, 
sir — 

Touch.  Indeed,  and  in  very  good  sober  tmtli, 
sir !  Behind  m?  back  thou  wilt  swear  faster  than 
a  French  foot-boy,  and  talk  more  bawdily  than  a 
ooroiDon  midwife ;  and  now,  indeed,  and  in  very 
fcood  sober  tnithy  sir;  but  if  a  privy  search  should 
be  made,  with  what  furniture  are  you  rigged 
now  ?  sirrah,  I  tell  thee  I  am  thy  master,  William 
Touchstone,  goldsmith,  and  thou  my  *prentice, 
Francis  Quidcsilver,  and  I  will  see  whither  you 
.  are  running.    Work  upon  that  now. 

Quick.  Why,  sir,  I  hope  a  man  may  use  hjs  re- 
creation with  his  master  s  profit. 

Touch.  'Prentices  recreations  are  seldom  with 
their  master's  profit.  Work  upon  that  now.  You 
-shall  give  up  yotir  cloak,  ^  though  you  be  no  al- 
4lerman.  Heyday !  ruffians !  ha !  sword !  pumps  I 
here's  a  racket,  indeed  ! 

SToucKdTosB  unchaks  Quicmilver. 
Vork  upon  that  n4w, 
foueh.  Thou  shameless  varlet,  dost  thou  jest 
at  thy  kwful  master,  contrary  to  thy  indentures  ? 
Quick.  *Sblood,  sir,  my  mother's  a  gentlewo- 
man, and  mv  father  a  justice  of  peace,  and  of 
ifuorum  ;  and  though  I  am  a  younger  bruUier,  and 


a  'prentice,  yet,  I  hope,  I  am  m^  father^s  son ; 
and,  by  god'slid,  'tis  for  your  worship,  and  for  your 
commodity,  that  I  keep  company.  I  am  enter- 
tained among  eallants,  true ;  thcfjf  call  ine  cousin 
Frank,  right ;  I  lend  them  monies,  good ;  they 
spend  it,  well :  but  when  they  are  spent,  must 
not  they  strive  to  get  more?  must  not  their  land 
fly?  and  to  whom?  shall  not  your  worship  ha' 
the  refusal  ?  Well,  I  am  a  good  member  of  the 
city,  if  I  were  well  considered.  How  would  mer- 
chants thrive,  if  gentlemen  would  not  be  nn- 
thrifcs?  how  could  gentlemen  be  unthrifts  if  their 
humours  were  not  fed  ?  how  should  their  humours 
be  fed,  but'  by'  white  meat,  and  cunning  second- 
ings?  Well,  the  city  might  consider  us.  I  am  go« 
ing  to  an  ordinary  now ;  the  gallants  fall  to  play; 
I  carry  light  gold  with  me ;  tl^  gallants  call,  cou*- 
sin  Frank,  some  gold  for  silver:  I  change,  gain 
by  it ;  the  gallants  lose  the  ^old,  and  then  call, 
cousin  Frank,  lend  me  some  silver.    Why — 

Touch.  Why  ?  I  cannot  tell ;  sevenscore  pound 
art  thou  in  the  cash ;  but  look  to  it,  I  will  not  be 
gallanted  out  of  my  monies.  And  as  for  my  rising 
by  other  men's  fall,  Ood  shield  me !  Dici  I  gain 
my  wealth  by  ordinaries?  no;  by  exchanging  of 
gold?  no;  by  keeping  of  gallanta company ?  no; 
1  hired  me  a  little  shop,  fought  low,  took  small 
gain,  kept  no  debtpbook,  garnished  my  shop,  for 
want  of  plate,  with  good,  wholesome,  thrifty  sen- 
tences :  as.  Touchstone,  keep  th^  shop,  and  thy 
shop  will  keep  thee.  Light  giuns  make  heavy 
purses,  'Tis  good  to  be  merry  and  wise.  And 
w^n  I  was  wived,  having  something  to  stick  to,  I 
had  the  Imm  of  sure^sfip  «ver  bdbre  my  •yes. 
Yuu  all  know  the  device  of  the  ham,  whore  the 
young  fetlow  slips  in  at  the  butt  end,  and  comes 
sqaeezdd  dot  at  the  backall :  and  I  grew  up ;  and 
I  praise  Providence,  I  bear  my  brows  now  as  high 
as  the  best  of  my  neighbours :  hot  thoth-^Wdl, 


<  Though  ffmtbeno  aldirman.^^mfmg  the  ancieot  city  regalatloos  eoDcenii^  •P9«l«l»  ^  t\ 
f  "g  '--^^  The  Lord  Mayer,  aod  Ikeie  knighu  that  have  borne  the  olBce  of  mayoralty,  oogbt  to  I 


the  follow* 

.     .  „ .^^     _„,     „        »havetbeir 

cloaks  fvrred  wUk  giey  ami»|  and  th^se  akierraen  that  bate  not  beea  mayors,  are  to  have  their  chaks 
forred  with  calabre.   And  likewise  tack  as  have  been  majors  are  to  h^ye  their  cloflkf  lioed  with  chai^c- 
j^ble  taflaty ;  and  the  rest  are  to  have  tbem  Biied  wHb  green  taflkty/' 
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look  to  the  accoQDts ;  70ur  fadiei's  bond  lies  for 
yoo ;  ser  .nscore  pound  is  yet  in  the  rear. 

Cbiick.  Why,  'slid,  sir,  I  have  as  good,  as  proper 
gallants  words  for  il^  as  anv  are  in  London ;  gen- 
tlemen of  good  phrase,  perfect  language,  passingly 
beharcd ;  gallants  that  wear  socks  and  clean  linen, 
and  call  me  kind  coii^n  Frank  !  good  cousin 
Frank !  for  they  know  my  father;  and,  by  godV 
fid,  shall  not  I  trust  'em  r  not  trust? 

Muter. a  Pugp^  «i  en^^^ringfm'  Touchstone's 

Gold,  What  do  ye  lack,  nr?  what  is^t  youll 
boT,8ir? 

Tmch.  Ay,  many,  sir,  there's  a  youth  of  an- 
other piece  f  there's  th?  fellow-'prcntice,  as  good 
a  gentleman  bom  as  tnou  art ;  nay,  and  better 
mean'd.  But  does  he  pump  it,  or  racket  it?  Well, 
if  he  thrire  not,  if  he  out-last  not  a  hundred  such 
crackling  bavins  as  thou  art,  God  and  men  neglect 
industrr- 

Cold,  lit  is  his  shop,  and  here  my  master  walks. 

\To  the  Page* 

Touch.  With  roe,  bo^  ? 

Page  Mr  noaster.  Sir  Petronel  Flash,  recom- 
mends hb  love  to  you,  and  will  instantly  visit 
yon. 

Touch,  To  make  up  the  match  with  my  eldest 

ater,  my  wife's  dilling,  whom  she  longs  to  call 
n.  He  shall  find  me  unwillingly  ready,  boy. 
\Exit  Fage, 
Tbere*s  another  affliction  too.  As  I  have  two 
'prentioes ;  the  one  of  a  boundless  prodigality, 
uie  other  of  a  most  hopeful  industry :  so  have  I 
only  two  daughters ;  the  eldest,  of  a  proud  ambi- 
tioa,  and  nice  wantonness ;  the  other,  of  a  mo- 
dest homility.and  comely  soberness.  The  one  must 
be  ladified,  forsooth,  and  be  attired  just  to  the 
cofirt-cut,  and  long  tail.  So  far  is  she  illrnatured 
to  the  f\ace  and  means  of  my  preferment  and 
fortune,  that  she  throws  all  the  contempt  and  de- 
spite^ hatred  itself  can  cast  upon  it.  Well,  a  piece 
of  Iwd  the  has;  'twas  her  grandmother's  gift; 
Im  bar,  and  her  Sir  Petronel,  flash  out  that :  but 
as  for  my  substance,  she  that  scorns  me,  as  I  am 
a  dtisen  and  tradesman,  shall  never  pamper  her 
pride  with  my  industry ;  shall  never  use  me  as 
men  do  foies,  keep  themselves  warm  in  the  skin, 
and  tfanm  the  body  that  bare  it  to  the  dunghill. 
I  most  fo  eatertain  this  Sir  PetroneL  Goldiog, 
mj  utmost  care's  for  thee,  and  only  trust  in  thee ; 
fook  to  the  shop.    As  fbr  you,  Master  Quicksil- 


ver, think  of  husks ;  for  thy  course  is  running  di- 
rectly to  the  prodigal's  hog-trough,  Ho^  sirrah ! 
Work  uvon  that  now,  [Exit  Touchston  e. 

Quick  Marry,  pho^  goodman  Flat-cap;  'sfoot, 
though  I  am  a  'prentice,  I  can  give  arms :  my 
father's  a  justice  o'  peace  by  descent;  and, 
'sblood— 

Gold.  Fie,  how  you  swear ! 
Quick.  'Sfoot,  man,  I  am  a  gentleman,  and  may 
swear  by  my  pedigree.  God*»  my  life,  sirrah 
Goiding,  wilt  be  ruled  by  u  fool?  turn  good  fel- 
low, turn  swaguering  gallant;  wad^  kt  the  weU 
kin  rooTy  and  Erebus  also.  Look  not  westward 
to  the  fall  of  Don  Phcebus ;  but  to  the  east,  East^ 
ward  Hoe: 

Where  radiant  beams  of  lusty  Sol  appear. 

And  bright  Faus  malces  the  welkin  clear. 
We  are  both  gentlemen,  and  therefore  should  be 
no  coxcombs:  let's  be  no  longer  fools  to  thi 
fla^cap,  Touchstone,  eastward  bully !  this  sauin 
belly  and  canvas-backed  Touchstone — 'Slife,  man, 
his  father  was  a  maltman,  and  his  mother  sold 
gingerbread  in  Christ-church. 

Gold  What  would  you  ha'  me  do? 

^uick.  Why,  do  nothing :  be  like  a  gentleman, 
be  idle ;  the  curse  of  man  is  labour.  Wipe  thyt 
bam  with  testoons,  and  make  diicks  and  drakes 
with  shillii^  What,  Eastward  Hoe !  wilt  thou 
cry,  what  is't  ye  kick  ?  stand  with  a  bare  pate^ 
and  a  dropping  nose  under  a  wooden  pent-boose, 
and  art  a  gentleman?  '  wilt  thou  bear  tankardsi 
and  mayst  bear  arms?  Be  ruled,  turn  gallant. 
Eastward  hoe  \  to,  fy  re,  fy  re^  ro*  Who  csUU 
Jerinomo  f  Speak,  here  I  am,  Gods  so,  how  likei 
a  sheep  thou  look'stl  A'  my  conscience,  some 
cow-herd  begat  thee,  thou  Uolding  of  Goldinc* 
hall!  Ha, boy?  ^ 

Gold  Go,  ye  are  a  prodigal  ooxoomb !  I  a 
cow-fierd's  son  I  because  I  turn  not  a  dranken^ 
whore-hunting  rake-hell,  like  thybelf  ? 

[He  offers  to  draw,  and  Goldino  tript 
up  his  heels,  and  holds  him. 

Quick.  Rak&bell,  rake-hell  1 

Gold  Pish ;  in  soft  terms,  you  are  a  cowardly 
bragging  boy.    I'll  ha'  ye  whipt. 

QtticA.  Whipt !   that's  good,  i'faith !   Untruss 


Gold,  No;  thou  wilt  undo  thyself.  Alas!  I 
b^ld  thee  with  pity,  not  with  anger.  Thou 
common  ^  shot-clog,  gull  of  all  companies !  me- 
thinks  I  see  thee  already  walking  in  Moorfields 
without  a  cloak ;  with  half  a  hat ;  without  a  baud  ; 


^  IMtkewdkin  fmr*,  and  Ersims  a2co.^FragBieats  ftam  Pfttori phraseology. 
(0  proooonce  all  such  parte  of  this  play  as  are  written  in  ridicule  of  Shakespeare, 
^  §9fiii  Om  kmnrimikards.'^l,  c.  wilt  thoa  contiooe  to  fetch  water  from  the  eonduits. 


I  part  of  the  duty  of  an  apprentice. 
«  £*«Mii.^lAcaBa>rance  oa  a  leckoalDg. 
bilL    S. 


I  thoohl  not  hesitate 
t»  be  Jomon's.    8. 

This  appears' 
See  'fbe  Fow  Prmtites  of  tjondon, 
8koi  to  the  aacieat  term  for  the  amount  of  a  tavern- 
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a  doublet  with  three  buttons ;  without  a  girdle ; 
n  hose,  with  one  point  and  no  garter;  witli  a  cud- 
gel under  thine  arm,  borrowing  and  begging  three 
pence. 

Quick.  Nay,  'slife,  take  this,  and  take  all ;  as  I 
rnn  a  gentleman  bom,  Til  be  drunk,  grow  valiant, 
and  beat  thee.  [Exit, 

Gold.  Go,  thou  most  madly  vain !  whom  no- 
thing can  recover,  but  that  which  reclaims  athe- 
ists, and  makes  great  persons  sometimes  religious, 
calamity.  As  for  my  place  and  life,  thus  I  have 
read: 

Whatever  $ome  vainer  j/tjuth  may  term  disgrace^ 
The  gain  of  hone$t  point  is  never  base ; 
From  tradety  from  arts,  frotu  valour,  honour 

springs  ; 
These  three  are  founts  ofgentryyyea  of  kings. 

Enter  Girthed,  Mildred,  Bettrice,  and  Pol- 

DAVy,  a  Tailor.    Poldavy  with  afair  Gown, 

ScoUh  FarthingaUj  and  a  ^  French  Fall  in  his 

Jrms.  GiKTRED  in  a  French  Head  attire,  and 

A  Citizens  Gown;   Mildred  sewing;    and 

*  BEftRiCE  leading  a  Monkey  after  her. 

Gir.  For  the  passion  of  patience,  look  if  Sir 

Petronel  approach.    That  sweet,  that  fine,  that 

delicate,  that— for  love's  sake,  tell  mc  if  he  come  ! 

Oh^  sister  Mill,  though  my  father  be  a  low-capt 

tradesman,  yet  I  must  be  a  lady ;  and  I  praise 

God  my  mother  must  call  me  madam.    Does  he 

come  ?  off  with  this  gown  for  shame's  sake,  off 

.  with  this  gown  !  let  not  my  knight  take  me  in  the 

city-cut,  in  any  hand  :  tear't !  jwix  on't  (does  he 

come?)  tear't  off!  Thus  whilst  she  sleeps,  I sor- 

row  for  her  sake,  &c. 

Mil.  Lord,  sister,  with  what  an  immodest  im- 
patiency,  and  disgraceful  scorn,  do  you  put  off 
your  city  tire !  I  am  sorry  to  think  you  imagine  to 
right  yourself  in  wronging  that  which  hath  made 
both  yon  and  us. 

Gir.  1  tell  you,  I  cannot  endure  it ;  I  must  be 
a  lady :  do  you  wear  your  quoifl^  wiih  a  London 
licket  ?  your  *  stamel  petticoat,  with  two  guards? 
the  buffin  gown,  .with  the  tuftaffity  cap,  and  the 


velvet  lace  ?  I  must  be  a  lady,  and  I  will  be  • 
lady.  I  like  some  humours  of  the  city  dames 
well :  To  cat  cherries  only  at  an  angel  a  prAnd^ 
good ;  to  dye  rich  scarlet  black,  pretty ;  to  line  a 
grogram  gown  clean  through  with  velvet,  toler- 
able ;  their  pure  linen,  their  smocks  of  three 
pound  a  smock,  are  to  be  borne  withal :  but  your 
mincing  niceries,  taffity  pipkins,  durance  petti- 
coats, and  silver  bodkins — God^s  my  life !  as  I 
shall  be  a  lady,  I  cannot  endure  it.  Is  he  coma 
yet  ?  Lord,  what  a  long  knight  'tis !  And  ever  she 
cried,  shoot  home — and  yet  I  knew  one  longer — 
And  ever  she  cried,  shoot  home ;  fa,  la,  fy,  re, 
b,  la. 

Mil  Well,  sister,  those  that  scora  their  nest 
oft  fly  with  a  sick  wing. 

Gir.  '^Bow4)ell  \ 

MiL  Where  titles  presume  to  thrust  before 
fit  means'  to  second  them,  wealth  and  respect^ 
often  grqw  sullen,  and  wilt  not  follow.  For  sure 
in  this,  I  would  for  your  sake  I  spake  not  truth. 
Where  ambition  of  place  goes  before  fitness  of 
birth,  contempt  and  disgrace  follow.  I  heard  a 
scholar  once  say,  that  Ulysses,  when  he  counter- 
feited himself  mad,  yoked  cats,  and  foxes,  and 
dogs  together,  to  draw  his  plough,  whiles  he  fol* 
lowed  and  sowed  salt :  but  sure  I  judge  thiera  tru- 
ly mad,  that  ^oke  citizens  and  courtiers,,  trades- 
men  and  soldiers,  a  goldsmith's  daughter  and  a 
knight.  Well,  sister,  pray  God  my  father  sow 
not  salt  too. 

Gir.  Alas,  poor  Mill !  when  I  am  a  lady,  V\\ 
pray  for  thee  yet  iTaith:  nay,  and  ni  vouchsafe 
to  call  thee  sister  Mill  still ;  for  though  thou  art 
not  like  to  be  a  lady,  as  I  am,  yet  sure  thou  art 
a  creature  of  God's  making,  and  mayst  perad ven- 
ture be'  sav^d  as  sooi^as  I,  (does  he  come  f)  And 
ever  and  anon  she  doubled  in  her  song, 

MiL  "  Now  (lady's  my  comfort),  what  a  pro- 
fane ape's  here ! 

Gir.  Tailor  Poldavis,  pr'ythee  fit  it,  lit  it !  '*  i» 
this  a  right  Scot?  Does  it  cKp  close ?  and  bear 
up  round  ? 

PoL  Fine  and  stifly,  i'faith ;  it  will  keep  your 


J  Fffticfc/ofl,— See  Note  to  The  noarhg  Oirl. 
BettHce  Uading  a  monkey  after  Aer.-^Bettrice  is  not  characterized  among  the  persons  of  the  Drania> 
nor  i«  tbe  meaning  of  her  present  office  very  intdligible.  When  a  younger  sister  married  before  her  elder,, 
such  Insults  an  the  latter  were  formerly  practised ;  and  to  lead  apes  is  ttill  the  supposed  punishment  oi 
aotiquuted  virgins  In  another  world.  Mildred,  however,  whose  marriage  is  act  yet  tiiought  of,  is  the 
y<n<n^er>  or  these  ladles :  so  that  the  maid  and  the  monkey  should  seem  more  properlv  attendants  on  the 
Idle  aod  affected  GIrtred,  her  fWfr  sister.    8.  r    r     j 

!o^(f "*^*~*"  '•/^'    ^^  ^°*"  •^^^  Stecveos  and  Mr  Toilet  on  J%e  Tempest,  A-  2.  S.  «. 
Eom-BeU.-^t.  e.  the  note  of  a  cockney,  one  bom  within  the  sound  of  Bow-bells. 
Now  (lady  s  my  comfort),  &c.— lathe  4to,  the  three  speeches  here  assigned  to  Girtred  and  MUdred 
are  given  to  GiHred  only.    Bat  tbe  alteratioa  now  made  seems  to  be  necessary,  as  G^rfred  cannot  be 
supposed  to  censure  tbe  licentiousness  of  her  own  conversation. 

'  Jtthu  a  right  Scot.'^Sir  David  Dalrymple,  In  his  Notes  on  Bannatyne's  Ancient  SeotUh  Poems^ 
I?mo,  1770,  p.  ^65.  observes,  "  It  will  scarcely  be  believed  In  thu  age,  that  In  tbe  last,  the  City  ladiem 
telorroed  Iheir  hereditary  faHhingales  after  the  Scottish  fashion.'*  That  gentleman  seems  to  suppose  the 
i»  bole  of  tbe  last  two  speeches  to  belong  to  M  ildred. 
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ikuf^  sa  cool)  and  make  your  waist  so  sim^l ! 
Here  was  a  fault  in  ^onr  b<m ;  but  I  have  sup- 
plied the  defect  with  the  efl^t  of  my  steel  in- 
stmment;  which,  though  it  have  but  one  eye, 
cao  see  to  rectify  the  imperfection  of  the  pro- 
portion. 

Gm,  Most  edifying  tailor!  I  protest,  you  tailors 
are  most  sanctined  members,  and  make  many 
crooked  thiqg  go  upright.  How  must  I  bear  my 
bands?  fight?  light? 

PoL  O  ay,  now  yon  are  in  the  lady  fashion, 
yoa  must  do  all  things  light.  Tread  light,  light; 
ay,  and  fall  so :  thars  the  court-amble. 

[She  trips  about  the  Stage. 

Gir.  Has  the  court  ne'er  a  trot  ? 

FoL  No,  but  a  false  gallop,  lady. 

Gir.  And  ^the  will  not  go  to  bed —    [Singing. 

het.  The  knight's  come,  forsooth. 

]^ter  Sir  Petronei.  Flash,  Mr  Touchstohe, 
and  Mn  Touchstone.  4» 

Gir,  Is  my  knight  come  ?  O  the  lord,  my  band  ? 
Sster,  do  my  cheeks  look  well  ?  gi?e  me  a  little 
box  o'  the  ear,  that  I  may  seem  to  blush.  Now, 
now !  so,  there,  there !  here  he  is !  O  my  dear- 
est delight !  lord !  lord  !  and  how  does  my 
kidght? 

Touch.  Fie,  with  more  modesty. 

Gir,  Modesty !  why,  I  am  no  citizen  now.—- 
Modesty !  am  I  not  to  be  married  ?  youVe  best  to 
keep  me  modest  now  I  am  to  he  a  lady. 

Sir  Fet,  Boldness  is  a  good  fashipn,  and  court- 
fike. 

Gir.  Ay,  in  a  country  lady  I  hope  it  is,  as  I 
shall  be.  And  how  chance  ye  came  no  sooner, 
kni^t? 

&r  Fet.  Faiih,  I  was  so  entertiuned  in  the  pro- 
gress with  one  Count  Epemoum,  a  Welch  knight ; 
we  had  a  match  at  baloon  too  with  my  Lord 
Whachum,  for  four  crowns. 

Gir.  At  baboon?  Jesu!  you  and  I  will  play 
at  baboon  in  the  country. 

Sir  Fet.  O,  sweet  lady,  'tis  a  strong  play  with 
the  arm. 

Gir.  With  arm  or  leg,  or  any  other  member, 
if  it  be  a  court-sport.  And  when  shalPs  be  mar- 
ried, my  knieht  ? 

5ir  Pet*  I  come  now  to  consummate  it ;  and 
your  father  may  call  a  poor  knight  son-in-law. 

Touchi  Sir,  ye  are  come ;  what  is  not  mine  to 
keep,  I  must  not  be  sorty  to  forego.  A  hundred 
pounds  land  her  nrandniother  left  her ;  'tis 
youKs :  herself,  as  her  mother's  gift,  is  your's. 
But  if  you  expect  atight  from  me,  know,  my  hand 
and  mme  eyes  open  together;  I  do  not  give 
blindly.     Work  upon  that  now. 


Sir  Pet.  Sir,  you  mistrust  not  my  means  ?  I  am 
a  knight. 

Touch.  Sir,  sir,  what  I  know  not,  you  will  give 
me  leave  to  say  I  am  ignorant  of. 

Mrs  Touch.  Yes^  tlwt  he  is  a  knight ;  I  know 
where  he  had  money  to  pay  the  gentlemen  ushers 
and  heralds  their  fees.  Ay,  that  he  is  a  knight ; 
and  so  might  you  have  beeu  too,  if  you  had  been 
au^ht  else  than  an  ass,  as  well  as  some  of  your 
neighbours.  An  I  thought  you  would  not  ha* 
l>een  knighted,  as  I  am  an  honest  woman,  I  would 
ha'  dubbed  you  myself.  I  praise  God,  I  have 
wherewithal.    But  as  for  you,  daughter*-^ 

GiV.  Ay,  mother,  I  must  be  a  lady  to-morrow ; 
and  by  your  leave,  mother  (I  speak  it  not  without 
my  duty,  but  only  in  the  right  of  my  husband)^  I 
must  take  place  of  you,  mother. 

Jlfrs  Touch.  That  you  shall,  lady«daughter ;  and 
have  a  coach  as  well  as  I  too. 

Gir.  Yes,  mother.  But,  by  your  leave,  mother 
(I  sneak  it  not  without  mv  duty,  but  only  in  my 
husband's  right),  my  coach-horses  must  take  the 
wall  of  your  coach-horses. 

Touch.  Come,  come,  the  day  grows  low ;  'tis' 
supper-time.  Use  mv  house;  the  wedding  so- 
lemnity is  at  my  wife's  co&t;  thank  me  for  no- 
thing but  my  willing  blessin|| :  for,  I  cannot  feign, 
my  hopes  are  faint.  And,  sir,  renieol  my  daugh- 
ter :  sne  has  refused  for  you  wealthy  and  honest 
matches,  known  '^  good  men,  well  monied,  better 
traded,  best  reputed. 

Gir.  Body  a  truth,  citizens !  dtizens !  sweet 
knight,  as  soon  as  ever  we  are  married,  take  me 
to  thy  mercy,  out  of  this  miserable  city;  present* 
ly  !  carry  me  out  of  the  scent  of  Newcastle  coal, 
and  the  hearins  of  Bow'bell,  I  beseech  thee, 
down  with  me,  for  God's  sake. 

Touch.  AVell,  daughter,  I  have  read  that  old 
wit  sings: 
The  greatest  rivers  flow  from  little  springs. 
Though  thou  artfully  scorn  not  thy  means  at  first ; 
He  that  has  most  drank,  may  soonest  be  athirst. 
Work  upon  that  now. 

lExeunt  all  but  Touchstone,  Mildred, 
and  GoLDiNG. 
No,  no ;  yonder  stand  my  hopes.  Mildred,  come 
hither,  daughter:  and  how  approve  you  your 
sister's  fashion  ?  how  do  you  fancy  her  choice  ? 
what  dost  thoi)  think  ? 

Mil.  I  hope,  as  a  sister,  well. 

Touch.  Nay  bu^  nay,  but  how  dost  thou  like 
her  behaviour  and  humour  ?  speak  freely. 

Mil.  I  am  loath  to  speak  ill ;  and  yet  I  am 
sorry  of  this  I  cannot  speak  well. 

Touch.  Well :  very  good ;  as  I  would  wish ;  a 
modest  answer.    Golding,  come  hither ;  hither. 


^  Good  men.— i.  e.  io  the  mercantUe  sense,  rich  mea.    So,  iu  The  Merchant  of  fenfce,  Shy  lock  sajs, 
'  4^tooio's  a  good  oiaa.*' 
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Gdding.  How  dost  thou  like  the  knight,  Sir 
Flash?  do«8  he  not  look  big?  how  likest  thoir 
the  elephant?  he  ttfys,  he  has  a  castle  in  the 
country. 

Ooid,  Ftnj  heaven  the  elephant  aanj  not  his 
castle  on  his  back  ! 

Touch.  Tore  heaven,  very  well :  but  seriously, 
how  dost  repute  him  ? 

Gold.  The  best  I  can  say  of  him  is,  I  know^ 
hiiD  not 

Tbifc^.  Ha,  Golding,  I  commend  thee ;  1  ap- 
prove thte ;  and  wilt  make  it  appear  my  afi^don 
IS  strong  to  thee.  My  wif^  has  her  humour,  and 
I  will  ha'  mine.  Dost  dion  see  my  daughter 
here  ?  she  is  not  fair,  well-favosred,  or  so ;  mdif- 
ferent ;  which  modest  measure  of  beauty,  shall 
not  make.it  thy  only  work  to  watch  her,  nor  suf- 
Bdent  mischance  to  suspect  her.  Thou  art  to* 
wardly,  she  is  modest ;  thou  art  provident,  she 
is  careful.  She's  now  mine :  give  me  thy  handy 
she's  now  thine.     Work  upon  that  now. 

Gold.  Sir,  as  your  son,  I  honour  you ;  and  as 
your  servant  obey  you. 


Tbueh,  Snyest  thou  so  ?  Come  hither,  Mildred? 
Do  you  see  yon  fellow  f  Ae  is  a  gentleman, 
though  my  'prentice,  and  has  somewhat  to  take 
to;  a  youth  of  good  hope:  well  friended,  '^welt 
parted.  Are  you  mme  ?  you  are  his.  Work  you 
upon  that  now.  .     ^ 

MiL  Sir,  I  am  aH  your's;  your  body  ^vc  me 
life ;  your  care  and  love,  happiness  of  hfe :  let 
your  virtue  still  direct  it ;  Ibr  to  your  wisdom  I 
wholly  disDose  myself. 

Touch,  gayest  thou  so  ?  Be  you  two  better  ac« 

Snainted ;  lip  her,  lip  her,  knave !  so,  shut  up 
tiop;  in.    We  must  make  holiday. 

[Exeunt  Goldik^ and  Mildked, 
7^  match  shall  on  ;  for  lintend  to  prove 
Which  thrives  the  hest^  the  meun,  or  lofty  love : 
Whether  Jit  wedlock,  vowed  ^twixt  like  and  Uke, 
Or  prouder  hopes,  which  daringly  o*entrihe 
Their  place  and  rntam.    *Tu  honest  (99^1  C4- 

When  seeming  Ughtness  bears  a  moral  sente. 
Work  upon  that  now. 


ACT  IT. 


SCENE  I. 


Touchstone,  Goldimg,  and  Mildred^  sitting 
eA  either  side  of  the  StalL 

Touch.  Quicksilver !  Master  Francis  Quicksil- 
ver !  Maaty  Quicksilver ! 

Enter  Quicksilver. 

Quick,  Here,  sir ump. 

Touch.  So,  sir;  nothing  but  flat  Master  Quick- 
silver, without  any  familiar  addition,  will  fetch 
you !  Will  you  truss  my  points,  sir  ? 

Quick.  Ay,  forsooth — ump. 

Touch.  How  now,  sir !  the  drunken  hiccup  so 
soon  this  morning? 

Quick.  'lis  but  the  coldness  of  mv  stomach, 
forsooth. 

Touch.  What !  have  you  the  cause  natural  for 
it  ?  vouVe  a  very  learned  drunkard.  I  believe  I 
slmll  miss  some  of  my  silver  spoons  with  ^ur 
learning.  The  nuptial  night  will  not  moisteil 
your  throat  sufficiently;  but  the  mombg  like- 
wise must  rain  her  dews  into  your  gluttonous 
wesand. 

QirtcA;.  Aii*t  please  you,  ftir,  we  did  but  drink 
(ump)  to  the  coming  oflf  uf  the  knightly  bride- 
groom. 

Touch.  To  the  coming  off  an  him  ? 

Quick,  Ay,  forsooth ;  we  drunk  to  his  coming 
on  (ump)  (vhcn  wc  went  to  bed ;  and  now  we  are 


up,  we  must  drink  to  bis  coming  off;  for  tbat^s 
the  chief  honour  of  a  soldier,  sir,  aud  therefore 
we  must  drink  so  much  tlie  more  to  it,  forsooth—? 
ump. 

Touch.  A  very  capital  reason  I  "So  that  you 
go  to  bed  late,  and  rise  early,  to  commit  drunl&^n-^ 
ness;  too  fulfil  the  scripture  very  sufficient 
wickedly,  forsooth. 

QuicH  The  knight's  men,  forsooth,  be  still  a^ 
their  knees  at  it— ump ;  and  because  'tis  for  your 
credit,  sir,  I  would  be  loth  to  flinch. 

Touch.  I  pray,  nr,  e'en  to  'em  agfun  then;  you're 
one  of  the  separated  crew ;  one  of  my  wife  s  f^C' 
tion,  and  my  young  lady's;  with  wboip,  and  with 
their  great  match,!  wiU  have  nothing  to  do. 

Quick,  So,  sir,  now  I  will  go  keep  my  (ump) 
credit  with  them ;  an't  please  you,  sir. 

Touch.  In  any  case>  tii*,  lay  one  cup  of  sack 
more  a'  your  cold  stomach,  I  beseech  you. 

Quick.  Yes,  forsooth.      [Exit  Qvick&ilver. 

Touch.  This  is  for  my  credit !  Servants  ever 
maintain  drunkenness  in  their  master's  house,  for 
their  master's  credit ;  a  good  idl^  serving^man's 
reason !  I  thank  time,  the  night  is  past:  I  ne'er 
waked  to  such  cost :  I  think  we  nave  stowed 
more  sorts  of  flesh  in  our  bellies  than  ever  Noeh'g 
ark  received :  and  for  wloe—why,  m  v  house  turns 
giddy  with  it ;  imd  more  noise  in  it  than  at  a  con-j 
duit.  Ah  me !  even  beasts  condemn  our  glutto- 
ny !  Well,  'tis  our  city's  fault;  which,  because  we 
commit  seldom,  we  oommit  the  more  sinfully* 


»♦  Wen  ptnrfed,-^}ihs  sense  and  good  parU   8.  P. 

'^  So  that  ifou  go  to  bed  late,  and  rise  earljf.-^A  profane  allotion  to  Scripture. 
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We-loae  no  time  in  our  sensuality,  but  we  •ouike 
ttmeiMfe  for  it :  O  that  we  would  do  so  io  virtue^ 
amd  relig^oas  negligences !  But  see,  here  are  all 
the  sober  pan^  my  house  can  shew.  Ill 
eares-drop,  bear  what  thoughts  thej  utter  this 
■lonuiig. 

JBnter  Gou>tvo  and  Mildbed. 

Gold.  But  is  it  possible,  that  jou  seeing  your 
Mler*preferred  to  toe  bed  of  a  knight  should  oon- 
tom  yoaf  >4i0eoltons  in  the  anns  of  a  'prentice  f 

MIL  I  bad  rather  make  up  the  garment  of  my 
afiections  in  aome  of  the  same  piece,  than,  like  a 
lbol»  wear  gownffof  two  colours,  or  mix  sackcloth 


GoU.  And  do  die  costl?  garments,  the  title 
'aad  fiune  of  a  ladj,  the  fashion,  obsenration,  and 
kce  proper  to  such  preferment,  no  more 
you,  than  snch  convenience  as  my  poor 
\  aiid  uidottry  can  offer  to  your  iwtues  ? 

3GL  1  ba^  observed  that  the  bridle  given  to 
^ose  violent  flatteries  of  fortune  is  seldom  re- 
eo««red:  tb^  bear  one  headlong  in  desire, -from 
oae  novels  to  another :  and  where  those  ranging 
ippetites  reign,  there  b  ever  more  passion  than 
KMon;  no  stay,  and  so  no  happiness.  These 
buty  advuncements  are  not  natural.  Nature  hath 
pfen  Of  iegs^  to  go  to  our  objects;  not  wings^  to 
0y  to  tbem. 

OM,  How  dear  an  obH^ct  you  are  to  my  de* 
sites,  I  cannot  express ;  wtio^' fruition  would  mj 
nastei's  «baolute  consent  and  yours  vouchsafe 
me,  I  should  be  absolutely  hdppy.  And  though 
it  were  a  grace  so  far  bevoud  my  merit,  diat  I 
sbooLd  blush  with  unwortfiiness  to  receive  it;  yet 
dun  hr  both  my  love  and  my  means  shall  assure 
your  requital :  you  shall  want  nothing  6t  for  your 
hktk  and  education.  What  increase  of  wealth 
aad  advancement  the  honest  and  orderly  industry 
aad  skill  of  our  trade  will  afford  in  any,  I  cbubt 
not,  will  be  aspired  to  by  me.  I  will  ever  make 
ywr  contentment  the  end  of  my  endeavours :  I 
will  love  you  above  all ;  and  only  your  grief  shall 
be  ray  misery,  and  your  delight  my  felicity. 

IbacAu  Work  upon  that  now  !  By  my  hopes, 
be  wooes  honesdy  and  orderly.    He  shall  be  the 


aochor  of  my  ho'pe.    Look  ye>  see  the  ill-yoked 
flMmster,  his  fellow  I 

tnter  QtnCKsiLVER  unlaced^  a  towel  akmt  Ms 
neckf  in  hiiflat  cap,  drunk. 

Quick.  Eastward  hoe !  ^^  EoUth  y^  pampered 
jedtLcfJMi. 

TmtdL  Drunk  now  downright,  o*  my  iidelity  ! 


QMtck.  Ump,  poldo,  puldo !  showse,  qoodi  the 
Caliver. 

Gold,  Fie !  (ellow  Quicksilveiv  what  a  pickle 
are  you  in  ? 

Quick.  Pidde !  piddle  in  thy  throat.  Zounds, 
pickle !  wa,  ha,  ho !  Good-morrow,  knight  Pe- 
tronel:  morrow,  lady  Goldsmith.  Come  off 
knight,  with  a  counterbu£^  for  the  honour  of 
knighthood. 

^old.  Why,  how  now,  sir^  do  yon  know  where 
you  are  ? 

Quick,  Where  I  am !  wl^,  'sblood,  f  on  jolt- 
head,  where  am  I  ? 

Gold.  Go  to,  go  to;  for  shame  go  to  bed,  and 
sleep  out  this  immodesty :  thou  sham'st  both  my 
master  and  his  house. 

Quick,  Shame !  what  shame  ?  I  thought  thou 
woohfst  shew  diy  bringing  up :  an  thou  wert  a 
gentleman  as  I  am,  thou  would  st  think  inno  shame 
to  be  drunk.  Lend  me  some  money;  save  my 
credit  I  most  dine  with  the  serving-men  and 
their  wives  i  and  their  wives,  sirrah. 

Gold,  E'en  who  you  will;  I'U  not  land  thee 
three-pence. 

Qmck,  'Sfoot,  lend  me  some  money :  '^  **  Hast 
thou  not  Hyren  here  T 

2bttc^  Why,  how  now,  sirrah?  what  vem's 
this,  hah? 

Quick,  *'  Who  cries  on  murder  ?  lAdy,  was  it 
you?^  How  does  our  master?  .pr'ythee  cry. 
Eastward  hoe ! 

Touch,  Sirrah,  sirrah,  youVe  post  your  bicciip 
no^r,  I  see ;  you're  drunk. 

Quick,  'Tis  for  your  credit,  master. 

Touch.  And  I  hear  you  keep  a  whore  in  town. 

Quick.  Tis  for  your  credit,  master. 

Touch.  And  what  you  are  out  in  cash,  iL  know. 

Quick.  So  do  I:  my  father's  a  ebotleman; 
Work  upon  that  now.    Eastward  hoe! 

Touch.  Sir,  Eastward  hoe  '"  will  make  you  go 
Westward  hoe.  I  will  no  longer  dishonest  my 
house,  nor  endanger  my  stock  wiih  your  Ueeace. 
There,  sir ;  there^  your  indenture.  All  your  ap- 
.  parol,  that  I  most  know,  is  on  lyoor  baok :  and 
from  this  time  my  door  is  shut  to  you*  From  me 
be*  free ;  but  for  other  freedom,  apd  the  monies 
you  have  wasted,.  Eastward  h^  shall  iM>t  serve 
you. 

Quick.  Am  I  free  o*  my  fetters  ?  Bent »  fly  with 
a  djock  in  thy  mouth :  and  now  i  tell  ihee^  Touch- 


IbtfcA.  Good  sir! 

Quick.  ^'  ^  When  dus  eternal  substasoe  of  my 
so»r 


^  HoBa,  yt  w&mpgredjude$'ef'JHa^lhk  b  a  liae  taken  from  Mariow's  Play  ef  TkmhrUUu^  and  ridl- 
caled  in  the  character  of  Pistol,  in  Tke  Second  Pari  of  King  Henry  IV.  A^  8.  8. 4^ 
'7  HoMt  thou  not  Hp'on  here  ?— So  Pistol  says,  ffooe  we  not  Hyren  f 
'*  WiU  utoke  you  go  Westward  hoe-^i.  e.  will  make  yon  go  to  Tybam. 
^  When  thii  eternal  tuh$tance,  2(fc«— Taken  from  the  Prologne  to  The  Spaniih  Tragedy.     See  VoL  I. 
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Touch,  Well  said ;  change  your  gold-ends  for 
your  play-ends. 

Quicks  ^  Did  live  imprisoned  in  my  wanton 
flesh" 

Touch.  What  then,  sir? 

Quick.  ^  I  was  a  courtier  in  the  Spanish  court, 
Bnd  Don  Andrea  iras  my  name* 

Touch.  Good  master  Don  Andrea,  ^tll  you 
inarch  ? 

Quick,  Sweet  Touchstone,  will  you  lend  me 
two  shilling  ? 

TbtfcA.  Not  a  penny. 

Quick,  Not  a  penny  ?  I  have  friends,  and  [  have 
Bcquaiutance*  I  will  piss  at  thy  shop-posts,  tind 
throw  rotten  eggs  at  thy  sign :  Work  upon  that 
now.  [Exit  itaggering. 

Touch.  Now,  sirrah,  you,  hear  you ;  you  shiul 
serve  me  no  more  neither ;  not  an  hoar  longer. 

Gold.  What  mean  jan  sir  ? 

Touch.  I  mean  to  give  thee  thy  freedom,  and 
with  thy  freedom  my  daughter;  and  with  my 
daughter,  a  father^s  love*  And  with  ail  these 
such  a  portion  as  shall  make  knight  Petronel 
himself  envy  thee.  You're  both  agreed ;  are  ye 
not? 

Jmbo.  With  all  subnussion  both  of  thanks  and 
daM[. 

Touch.  Well  then,  the  great  power  of  heaven 
bless  and  confirm  you !  And,  Golding,  that  m? 
love  to  thee  may  not  shew  less  than  my  wife  s 
love  to  my  eldest  daughter,  thy  marriage  feast 
shall  equal  the  knight's  and  hers. 

Gold.  Let  me  l^seech  you,  no,  sir*  The  so* 
perfluity  and  cold  meat  left  at  their  nuptials  will 
with  bounty  furnish  ours.  The  grossest  prodi- 
gality is  superfluous  cost  of  the  belly  :  nor  would 
I  wish  any  invitement  of  states  or  friends,  only 
your  reverend  presence  and  witness  shall  suffi- 
ciently mce  and  confirm  us. 

Touch*  Son  to  mine  own  bosom,  take  her  and 
my  blessing.  The  nice  fondling,  my  lady,  sir— — 
reverence,  that  I  must  not  now  presume  to  call 
daughter,  is  so  ravished  with  desire  to  hansel  her 
new  cottch,  and  see  her  knight's  Eastward  castle, 
that  the  next  morning  will  sweat  with  her  busy 
setting  forth.  Away  will  she  and  her  mother; 
and  mi\e  their  preparation  is  makine,  ourselves, 
with  some  two  or  three  other 'friends,  will  con- 
summate the  humble  match  we  have  in  God's 
name  concluded. 

'Tis  to  my  wish ;  for  I  have  often  read. 

Fit  birth,  fit  age,  keep  long  a  quiet  bed. 

n*is  to  my  wish ;  for  tradsraen,  well  'tis  known. 

Get  with  more  ease,  than  gentry  keeps  his  own. 

[Exeunt,' 

Enter  Secubitt. 

Sec  My  privy  guest,  lusty  Quicksilver,  has 
drunk  too  deep  of  the  bride-bowl;  but  with  a 


little  sleep  he  is  much  recovered,  and  I  think  it 
making  himself  ready  to  be  drunk  in  a  gallanter 
likeness.  My  house  is  as  'twere  the  cave,  where 
the  young  out- law  hoards  the  stolen  vails  of  his 
occupation:  and  here,  when  he  will  revel  it  in 
his  prodigal  similitude,  he  retires  to  his  trunks; 
and,  I  moy  say  softly,  bis  punks.  He  dares  trust 
me  with  the  keeping  of  both;  for  I  am  security 
itself :  my  name  is  Purity,  the  famous  usurer. 

£ft/er  Quicksilver,  tn  his  *Prentice*i  coat  and 
capy  his  gallant  breeches  and  stockings  garter- 
ing himself.    SECvnnr  following. 

Quick.  Come,  old  Security,  thou  father  of  de- 
struction !  the  indented  sheepskin  is^bomed  where* 
in  I  was  wrapt;  and  I  am  now  loose  to  get  mwe 
children  of  perdition  into  thy  usurous  bonds; 
Thou  feed'st  my  letchery,  and  I  thy  covetousness. 
Thou  a^  pander  to  me,  for  my  wench ;  and  I  to 
thee,  for  thy  cousenage.  K»  me  K.  thee,  runt 
through  court  and  country. 

Sec  Well  said,  ray  subtle  Quicksilver.  Those 
ICs  ope  the  doors  to  all  this  world's  fetidty. 
The  dullest  forehead  sees  it.  Let  not  Mr  Courtier 
think  be  carries  all  the  knavery  on  his  shoulders. 
I  have  known  poor  Hob  in  the  country,  that  ha» 
worn  hob-nails  on's  shoes,  have  as  much  villainy 
in's  head  as  he  that  wears  gold  buttons  in's  cap. 

Quick.  Why,  man,  'tis  the  London  highway  to 
thrift ;  if  virtue  be  used  'tb  but  at  a  scrap  to  tbe 
net  of  villainy.  They  that  use  it  simply,  thrive 
simply,  I  warrant  Weight  and  fashion  makes 
golasiniths  cuckolds. 

Enter  SrvDEFV,  with  Quicksilver's  doublet, 
cloak,  rapier,  and  dagger, 

Syn.  Here,  sir,  put  off  the  other  half  of  your 
'prenticeship. 

Quick.  Well  said,  sweet  Syn,  bring  forth  my 
bravery. 
Now  let  my  trunks  shoot  forth  their  silks  con- 
cealed : 
I  now  am  free;  and  now  will  justify 
My  trunks  and  punks.     Avant,  dull  flat-cap^ 

then! 
*^  Via,  the  curtain  that  shadowed  Borgia ! 
There  lie,  thou  husk  of  my  envassaled  state. 
I,  Sampson,  now  have  burst  the  Philistines  band^: 
And  in  thy  lap,  my  lovely  Dalila, 
I'll  lie ;  and  snore  out  my  enfranchised  state. 
When  Sampson  was  a  tall  young  man. 

His  power  and  strength  increased  then  ; 
He  sold  no  more,  nor  cup,  nor  can. 

But  did  them  all  despise. 
Old  Touchstone,  now  write  to  t/w friends. 
For  one  to  sell  thy  base  gold  ends  ; 
Quicksitoer,  now  no  more  attends 

Thee,  Touchstone, 


^  rto— See  Note  \l  to  The  Merry  Devil  of  Edmonton, 
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But,  6mA,  hart  thoa  aeea  mj  mmiiog  f/ASng 
dmBedtodav? 

Sec  lliat  I  btve,  Franks  The  ostler  jo'tbe 
Ceck  dressed  him  for  a  breakfast 

Quick.  What  did  he  eat  him? 

See,  No ;  but  he  ate  his  breakfast  for  dressing 
him ;  and  so  dressed  him  for  breakfisst. 

Qtuek,  **  O  witty  age,  where  aae  is  young  in  wit; 
And  all  youths  wends  have  gray  beards  fuU  of  it  V 

Syn.  but,  alasi  Frank !  how  will  all  this  be 
maintained  now }  your  place  maintained  it  before. 

Quick.  Why,  and  I  maintained  my  place*  111 
to  the  court;  another  manner  of  plM  for  main- 
tenance, I  hope,  than  the  silly  city.  I  heard  my 
father  say,  I  neard  my  mother  siog,  an  old  song 
and  a  true :  **  Thou  art  a  she-fool,  and  know'st 
not  what  belongs  to  our  male  wisdom."  I  shall 
be  a  merchant,  forsooth !  trust  my  estate  in  a 
wooden  trough,  as  he  does !  What  are  these  ships, 
but  tennis-bidls  for  the  wind  to  play  withal  ?  tost 
from  one  wave  to  another  t  now  under^Iioe,  now 
over  the  house:  sometimes  brickwalled  against 
a  rock,  so  that  the  ^ts  fly  out  again :  sometimes 
struck  under  the  wide  hazard,  and  farewell,  Mr 
Merchant! 

^n.  Well,  Frank,  well ;  the  seas  you  say  are 
nncertain;  but  he  tliat  siuls  in  your  court-seas 
shall  find  'em  ten  tiroes  fuller  of  hazard  ?  wherein 
to  see  what  b  to  be  seen  is  torment  more  than  a 
free  spirit  can  endure  >  but  when  you  come  to 
suffer,  how  many  injuries  swallow  you?  What 
care  and  devotion  must  you  use  to  humour  an  im- 
perious lord;  proportion  your  looks  to  IKs  looks; 
smiles  to  his  smiles ;  fit  your  saib  to  the  wind  of 
his  breath! 

Qiuck,  Tush  !  he*s  no  journeyman  in  his  craft 
that  cannot  do  that 

iS^fis.  But  he's  worse  than  a  'prentice  that  does 
it :  not  only  humouring  the  lord,  but  every  tren- 
cher-bearer, every  groom,  that  by  indulgence  and 
intelligence  crept  into  his  favour,  and  by  pander- 
ism  into  his  chamber;  he  rules  the  roast  And 
when  my  honourable  lord  says  it  shall  be  thus,  mv 
worshipful  rascal,  the  groom  of  his  close-stool, 
says  it  shall  not  be  thus ;  claps  the  door  after  him, 
and  who  dares  enter  ?  A  'prentice,  quoth  you  ? 
'tis  but  to  learn  to  live,  and  does  that  disgrace  a 
man?  he  that  rises  hardly,  stands  firmly;  but  he 
that  rises  with  ease,  alas:  falls  as  easily. 

Qmck,  A  pox  on  you !  who  taught  you  this 

oraUty! 

See.  ^Hs  along  of  this  witty  age,  Mr  Francis. 
But  indeed,  Mrs  Syndefy,  all  trades  complain  of 
inconvenience;  and  therefore  'tis  best  to  have 
none*    The  merchant  he  complains^  and  says, 


traffic  b  tdbject  to  much  imcerCainiy  and  loss : 
let  'em  keep  their  goods  on  dry  laud  vidth  a  ven- 
geance, and  not  to  expoae  other  meu's  substances 
to  the  meror  of  thewmds,  under  protection  of  a 
wooden  wail,  as  Mr  Francis  says,  and  all  for  greedy 
desire  to  enrich  themselves  with  unconscionable 
gain,  two  for  one,  or  so ;  where  I,  and  such  other 
honest  men  as  live  by  lending  of  money,  are  con- 
tent with  moderate  profit,  thirty  or  forty  i'the 
hundred,  so  we  may  have  it  with  quietness,  and 
out  of  peril  of  wind  and  weather,  rather  than  run 
those  dangerous  courses  of  trading  as  they  do 

Quickt  Av,  dad,  thou  ma/st  well  be  called  Se- 
curity, for  tbOM  takest  the  safest  course. 

Sec.  Faith,  the  quieter,  and  the  more  content- 
ed ;  and,  out  of  doubt,  the  more  godly.  For 
merchants  in  their  courses  are  never  pleased,  but 
ever  repininc  against  heaven :  one  prays  for  a 
westerly  wind  to  carry  his  ship  forth,  another  for 
an  easterljT  to  bring  his  ship  home;  and  ^'  at 
evenr  shaking  of  a  leaf  he  falls  into  an  agony,  to 
think  what  danMr  his  ship  is  in  on  such  a  coa»t; 
and  so  forth.  The  farmer  he  is  ever  at  odds  with 
the  weather;  sometimes  the  clouds  have  been 
too  barren ;  sometimes  the  heavens  for^  them- 
selves; their  harvesu  answer  not  their  hopes; 
somecimes  the  season  falls  out  too  fruitful ;  com 
will  bear  no  price;  and  so  forth*  The  artificer 
he's  all  for  a  stirrinc  world :  if  his  trade  be  too 
full,  or  fall  short  of  his  expectation,  then  falls  he 
out  of  joint  \There  we,  that  trade  in  nothing 
but  money,  are  free  from  all  this.  We  are  plea- 
sed with  all  weathers :  let  it  rain,  or  hold  up ;  be 
calm  or  windy :  let  the  season  be  whatsoever ; 
Jet  trade  go  how  it  will ;  we  take  all  in  good  part ; 
e'en  what  please  the  heavens  to  send  us;  so  the 
sun  stand  not  still,  and  the  moon  keep  her  usual 
returns;  and  make  up  days,  months,  and  years. 

Qmck.  And  you  have  good  security  ? 

Sec  Ay,  marry,  Frank,  that's  the  special  point 

Quick.  And  yet,  forsooth,  we  must  have  trades 
to  live  withal ;  for  we  cannot  stand  without  legs, 
nor  fly  without  wings;  and  a  number  of  such 
scurvy  phrases.  N(^  I  say  still,  he  that  has  wit, 
let  him  live  by  his  wit;  he  that  has  none,  let  him 
be  a  tradesman. 

iS^.  Witty  Master  Francb!  lis  pity  any  trade 
hould  dull  that  quick  brain  of  yours.  .  Do  but 
ring  Knight  Petronel  into  my  parchment-toils 
nee,  and  you  shall  never  nMd  to  toil  in  any 
rade,  o*  my  cr^t    You  know  his  wife's  lands  ? 

Qmck.  Even  to  a  foot,  sir :  I  have  been  often 
there*  A  pretQr  fine  seat ;  good  land ;  all  entire^ 
within  itself. 

See.  Well  wooded  ? 


^'  Jt  every  Mkaking  ofm  leaf,  &c— So,  in  The  MerchmU  efFemiee,  A  1.  S.  1 : 

*<  My  wind,  tooHog  my  broth. 

Would  blow  me  to  an  ague,  when  I  thought, 

IVbat  harm  a  whid  too  c;reat  might  de  at  sea*** 

VOL.  II.  K 


u 


EASTWARD/ hoc; 


Qm$1u  Two  IraiulMdl  poaads^  wwtb  of  wood 
mmW to foU ; and  afioo swoetihoaiet dwt ttoiido 
jnstiiw  tlA^midstooX  UIm  a  prkk  ioitho  rnkke  o( 
a^ciida..  WooU  EfMte  yoar  fanDer,.l6r  an  baiH- 
ckwi'poaadB  tt-jFoac 

&a  EandieBt^Mr Fvaneit, how  I  do  long  tty 
do  Ibeo  good!  How  1  dD'  kung§rtmd  tMrti  ta 
Aovo  tJks  kmmm  to  mrkh  tkpel  ajv even  CD  die^ 


line  thoo  augktttk  inhom  wf  living ;  wen  hunger 
an^thttti  Ujftiii  wof  ttikffLom,lltt  Francb,  and 
oo  tett  finiglitPetfooel,  Ldop k  to  do  him^a  pita- 


<2imIl  Maiq7y  dad>  his  horteaapQDovrooaiNig 
up,  to  bcnr  dowi^  bW  My;  will  iioa  lend  hioir 
ibjT  tialilo'to  sel  'om  in? 

&c..Faitk,Mf  Fraiioiflilwoaldbo  loth-lolend 
m^  itaibl*  ooi  otf  doort;  ia  a*  grtaitr  Matter  I 
will  pleasore  biaiy  bat  not  in  tbie» 

Quidc  A  fe»  of  yomr  hmgeFomd  thint/^^ 
Welly  dad,  let  bim  have  aionej^  AJI  he  coidd 
aoy.waj  get  i»beftowedoii  a  ship  now  bound  for 
Virginia^;  tbe  fame  of  whicb  voyage  is'  so  closely 
conveyed^  that  bis-aew  lady,  nor  any  of  herfnends 
kaew  it.  Notwicbstandingy  a»  soon  ae  hie  lady's 
hand  iS'gotten  to  the  sale  of  her  iaheritanee^  and 
yea  hara  tenished.  Ima  with^BMrney^  be  wilt  in* 
stantly  beiti  sail  and  awayv 

Sto,  Now.  a  frank,  gale  of  wind  ga  with  biin, 
Master  Fraak !  We  hare  too  few  sach  knight- 
adveatac^Si.  Who  woald  not  sell  aviay  compe- 
lent  certasntie^  to  purchase^  wiA  an^  danger,  ex- 
eeUcnt  nnoertaiaties-?  Yoar  true  knichMraatnrer 
aver  does  it  Lei  his  wife  seal  to-'Otiyy  be  shall 
bare  his  money  to-day. 

Qtudu  Tomorrow  she  shall,  dad,  before  she 
goes  into  the  country.  To  work  her  to  which 
action  with  the  more  engines^  I  parpeea  present* 
ly-  to  prefer  my  tweet  S]^ne  hera  to  the  place  of 
her  gentlawoama^  whom  you,  for  the  more  cre- 
dit,-shall  preseatas  yoar  friend's  daughter,  a  gen- 
lltworaaa  of  the  coaotir,  new  come  up  with  a  will, 
for  a  while,  to  learn  fasaions,  forsooth,  and  be  to- 
ward soma  lady ;  and  sheshail  hva  pretty  devices 
into  her  lad/#  ear/  feeding  hor  hoimoun  so  sc^> 
viceably;  aa>  tba  maaaer  of  sach  aa  she  isy  you 
know. 

Stc,  TmOf  good  Master  Franeii^ 

Qajc^  That  she  shall  keep  ber  pert  open  to 
any.tbjna  she  commeadi'to  her. 

Sec.  (y  my  rebgion^  a  most  fashiooalbla  pro- 
lect!  As  ^ood  she  spoil  the  lady,  as  the  lady  qidl 
her;  for  'u%  three  to  oae  of  oae  side.— Sweet  Mrs 
Syndefy,  bow  are  yon  boaad  to  Master  Francis ! 
I  do  not  doubt  to  see  you  shortly  wed  out  of  tbt 
head  men  of  6ur  city. 


Sj^  But,  mreet^Fradk^  when  iWl  wj'Mm 
Security  present  me  ?  < 

OaioA.  With  oD  festiaadon :  I  have  broken  the 
ice  to  it  already,  and  will  presendjr  to  the  knight'^ 
house ;  whither,  my  good  M  dad,  let  me  pray 
thee,  with  all  formality,  to  man  her. 

Sec.  Command'  me,  Master  Francis ;  I  do  hwt^ 
ger  and  tkini- 1^  d&  thee-  ssrvieei  Corae,  sweet 
Mrs  Synne,  tahe  leave  of  my  Winifred,  and  we 
will  instandy  meet  frank  Master  Fraaeisi  at  yoar 
lad/0. 

Enter  Winiircd  obavck 

Win,  Where  is  my  Cu  there  ?  Cu ! 

Sec.  Ay,  Wiony ! 

Win.  Wilt  thou  come  in,  sweet  Cu  ? 

Sec.  Ay,  Winny,  presently.  [Exeunt* 

Quick.  Ay,  Winny,  quoth  he ;  that's  all  he  cta$ 
dOf  poor  man :  he  may  well  cut  off  her  name  at 
Winny.  O  'ds  an  egregious  pander !  What  will 
not  an  usurous  knave  be,  so  he  may  be  rich  ?  O 
'tis  a  notable  jewVtrump !  I  hope  to  live  to  see 
dog's  meat  made  of  the  old  usurer's  fiesb,  dice  of 
his  bbnes,  and  indentures  of  his  skin.  And  yet 
his  skin  is  too  thick  to  make  parchment;  'twould 
make  good  boots  for  a  Peter-man  **  to  catch  sal- 
mon in.  Your  only  smooth  skin  to  make  fine 
vellum,  is  your  puritan's  skin ;  they  be  the  smooth- 
est and  sleekest  knaves  in  a  country. 

Enter  Sir  Petronel  Flash  in  Boots^  with  a 
Riding'Wand. 

Sir  Pet.  in  out  of  this  wicked  town  as  fast  a» 
my  horse  can  trot.  Here's  now  no  good  action 
for  a  man  to  spend  his  time  in:  taverns  grow 
dead;  ordinaries  are  blown  up;  plays  are  at  a 
stand ;  houses  of  hospitality  at  fall :  not  a  feather 
waving  nor  a  spur  gingling  any  where^  Til  away 
instantly. 

Qniac.  You'd  best  take  some  crowns  in  your 
purse,  knight ;  or  else  your  eastward  castle  wiB 
smoke  but  miserably. 

Sir  Pet.  O,  Frank,  wj  castle;  alas !  all  the 
castles  I  have  are  buik  with  air,  thou  knowest. 

Quick.  I  know  it,  knight ;  and  therefore  won* 
der  whitheryour  lady  is  going. 

3tr  JRf<.  Faith^  to  sedc  her  fortune,  I  think.  I 
said,  I  had  a  castle  and  land  eastward ;  and  east- 
ward she  will  without  contradiction.  Her  coach 
and  the  coach  of  the  sun  must  meet  full-but ; 
aad  the  sun  being  out-shined  with  her  ladyshipV 
glory,  she  fears  he  goes  westward  to  hang  hini* 
self. 

Qttiek,  And,  I  fear,  when  Jier  enchanted  castle 


•»  PfttvHMR— I  suppose  tbU  mVam  of  (be  Apostle  Safait  Peter's  tiade,  a  fisbcmaa.    8. 
It  was  the  common  appeUaUon  of  thaae  who  fenaeriy  used  unlawful  ec^toes  aod  arts  in  catching  fis^ 
in  the  river  Thames.    M* 
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liiogaMi  iaviaiUc^  litr  Mflhip  mt  Httnm  wad 
ifbUow  his  example. 

Sir  Pet.  0»  that  abe  ipoold  have  the  fraoe ! 
iurl  ahall  nevwr  ht  aUe  4o  padff  Imr,  wmd  the 
aeet  benelf  deeekad  aat 

4ti»ciL  Aa  eaaiiy  as  aan  lie.  TeUiwrabe  mia- 
•cook  jour  direetioiit;  mU  ifaaft  ihertW  jovnelf 
nfll  <lewn  with  bar  ta  eypf  cwb  it  >  ao4  wn-dgthe 
tet  her  Grouper  in  a  new  gown,  -mnd  ^oa  aagr 
^rive  bar  ai^  wa?  you  list;  ifor  these  waiaeayeiry 
are  like  Etsax  calm^Sfpu  aMiat  wii|;gte  'tern  an  bgr 
the  tail  still,  er  tihey  will  aever  drive  orderly. 

gir  PtU  B^tt  alM,  sweet  Frank,  thoo  knowest 
wuf  abilitf  will  set  famish  her  bleed  WA  tboee 
4Doatly  bomonn. 

Oiuck,  Cast  that  cost  on  me,  sic  1  ^mmtb 
spoken  to  oqr  old  pander/JSecariQr,  ^  money,  or 
^oauBodi^;  and  ceaMBodtl|r,  jf  you  will,  Lkoow 
be  will  proctire  yon. 

&r  Pet,  Coaupadilgr !  alaa,  what  reasmadilyf 

<2aMc^.  Why,  sir,  what  eay  you  4e  £§»  aad  rai- 
fina? 

^>  Pet.  A  placye  of  ^figB  and  msins,  and  aU 
SQch  frail  *^  commodities !  we  shall  make  aotbiag 
ef'em. 

QMck,  Why,  then,  air,  wibat  aay  yon  Id  foity 
poaads  ia  roaaled  beef  f 

Sir  Pet.  Out  upon*t !  I  have  less  stomach  to 
diatthan  tothe%»andjiaisiBi.  Ulootoftown, 
though  I  sDJeum  with  a  finend  of  mine;  for  stay 
here  I  most  not :  My  creditors  ha¥e  laidito  ai^ 
leat  me;  aad  I  bare  do  friend  nader  heaven  but 
my  sword  to  hail  me. 

Quick.  God's  me,  knight,  pat  W  in  aaficient 
snreties,  rather  than  let  Your  sweid  bail  yoo. 
Let  'em  taM  their  clyMoe;  either  the  Kiaf^s  Bench, 
or  the  Fleet,  or  whkh  of  the  two  Counters  tbey 
like  best;  for,  by  the  Laid,  I  like  .nana  of 'em. 

Sir  Pet.  Well,  Frank,  rtbare  it  no  iesfinc  with 
my  earnest  necessity ;  thou  knoweet  if  I  make  not 
present  money  to  further  toy  voyape  b^gan,  aU!s 
ioK,  and  jOl  I  hate  hiid  oot  about  It 

QuicK  Why  then,  sir,  in  earnest,  if  you  can  §et 
yoor  wise  lady  to  aet  her  hand  to  the  mie  of  her 
inheritance,  the  blood^hoond.  Security,  wiU  smell 
out  ready  money  for  you  instantly. 


Sir  Pet.  There  spake  an  aapl  f  lb  Wag  her 
tawhioh  «a«fonnity,f  mast  kiffk  a^yttlf  eatveme- 
ly  amoioaa;  4md,  ali^giag  Ufgeat^ieoieslermy 
stay  behind,  part  with  her  as  passionaiei^jw  dbe 
weald  from  her  fbisting-bouBcL  ^ 

Qfuck.  You  faMre.the  M»w  by  the  right  eary-sirf 
i  warrant  there  was  never  child  longed  avMe  la 
side  a  oack^^orse,  er  wear  his  new  ona^  dian  she 
loags  to  ride  in  her  new  oeach.  8bt  wenld  long 
for  every  thing  when  she  was  a  maid ;  and  now 
she  will  run  mad  far  %n»  HI  lay  my  life  she 
will  have  every  year  four  children;  and  what 
ebai^  and  change  of  faiMisai  yea  must  endam 
wlale:she  is  with  child, aad  bow^he  wiiltieyoa 
to  your  tackling  till  she  be  with  child,  a  dog 
would  not  'endure^  Nay,  there  is  ad  tomspic 
dog  bMnd  to  ins  wheel  oMve  servileK  than  you 
should  be  to  her  wheel ;  foc^  as  that  Mgxran  ne^ 
verdiaib  the  eep  of  ius'Whedl  bat  wiwa  the  top 
oomes  aoder  him,  aa  ahsti  yen  sever  dimb  the 
top  of  her  .coateataMat, iwt when  sheis onder 
you. 

Sir  Pet.  Slight,  haw  tiioa  tenjficstme ! 

Quick.  Nay,  hark  you,  sir:  What  nurses,  what 
midwives,  what  fooUi,  what  ph^riicians,  what  ciin- 
Biag  women  omst  ^^aught  for^— learing  soase- 
dmes  she  is  bewitched,  sometimes  in«eansump- 
tian,— Ho  feelt  ber  tales,  to  talkiaiwdy  to  her,  to 
make  her  laueh,  to  give  her  glyslcvs,  to  let  her 
idoad  roader  abe  loagne,  and /betwiat  the  toes! 
How  she  will  ref  ile  and  kiss  yoa ;  spit  in  your 
Atte, aad  lick  it  off  again!  How  she  wfll  vaunt 
you  are  her  oreatare;  sbe  made  you^of  netblogt 
ttow  she  cenld  baive  had  a  thousand  marks  join* 
tare;  *'  she  could  have  been  made  a  lady  by  a 
Sootch  Jinight,  and  never  ha'  married  Mm !  she 
cmld  have  had  peynndos  in  her  bed  every  morn- 
ing !  how  she  set  you  op,  and  how  she  wiUpol 
voa  idawn !  ¥oall  never  be  able  to  stand  of  your 
legs  to  endure  it. 

iStrJRf^.  Out  of  my  fortune!  what  adeatfais 
my  life  bound  face  to  face  to !  the  best  is,  « 
large  time-fitled  censdenoe  is  baond  to^nothing• 
JtfiHrriage  is  but  a  form  in  the  school  of  poHcy,  m 
which  scholars  sit  fastened  only  with  pamted 
chains.  Old  Seonrity's  yoong  wife  ta  ne'er  the  fn* 


*s  JVoO— Albidfa^  to  the  sort  of  package  they  are  usually  put  la.  8.  P.  Or  rather,  perbapi,  to  thehr 
own  perishable  nature. 

^  Herfoiatimg''kouHi-—SOf  hi  King  Lear^  A.  1.  S.  4 :  **  the  lady  brack  may  staad  bv  the  lire  and  ttlnk*** 

See  a  Note  oathis  pamige  in  the  last  edition  of  Shakespeare,  1778,  Vot  IX.  p.  391.   S. 

*'  Ske  cmdd  have  been  made  a  lady  bv  a  Scotch  knigkt,  and  never  Aa*  morrMd  Aim.— (q  Scotland,  notori- 
eat  cohabhalcoo  is  saflteieBt  to  establish  a  matrimonial  engagement  without  any  formal  ceremony.  Sir 
George  Mackenaie  mys,  ^Itkwi  aecesiary  that  marriage  should  be  celebrated  l^y  a  demrman.  The 
—      ^     ._      .^_i__. — J  •._* 1— — A.^  —  -s — I.. k^A... .:*^^^^^  ana,  thoo 


or  parties  may  foe  declared  before  aay  magistrate,  or  simply  before  witnesses 


oogh  no 


fctmal  conent  ahaald  appear,  marriage  Is  ptcsamed  from  the  cohabitation,  or  living  together  at  bed  and 
beafd,of  a  man  ai^  womaa,  who  are  generally  reputed  basband  and  wife*  One's  ackaewledgaieBt  of 
his  marriage  to  the  aMdwIfe  whom  he  called  to  his  wife,  aad  to  the  mUuster  who  baptiaed  his  chUd,  wal 
fsaid  saOcient  presamptive  evidence  of  marriage,  without  the  aid  either  uf  cohi^tltailoii,  or  af  kqhite  and 
ftfute.'^'-'Principtet  tfthe  Im  o/Scotlmdt  edit.  ITM,  p.  0. 
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tber  offwidi  me. 

Quick,  Thereby  liee  a  tele,  sir.  The  old  usu- 
rer will  be  here  instantly  with  my  puok  SriNlefy, 
whomyyoa  kmHr,  yoar  lady  has  promised  me  to 
entertam  for  her  gentlewoman ;  and  he,  with  a 
tmrpose  to  feed  on  you,  imrites  you  most  solemn- 
ly  by  me  to  supper. 

Sir  Pet.  It  falls  out  ezoetlently  fitly.  I  see,  de- 
sire of  gain  makes  jealousy  venturous. 

Enter  GiRTEEt>. 

See,  Frank,  here  comes  my  lady.  Lord,  how  she 
Tiews  thee !  she  knows  thee  not,  I  think,  in  this 
bravery. 

Gir.  How  now  ?  who  are  you, T  prajr? 

Quick.  One  Master  Frauds  Quicksilver,  an*i 
please  your  ladyship. 

Oir,  God's  my  disnity !  as  I  am  a  lady,  if  he 
*d\d  not  make  me  blush  so  that  mine  eyes  stood 
a-water:  Would  I  were  ummrried  ag^n ! 

Enter  Secubitt  and  Syvdsft. 

Where's  mr  woman,  I  pray  ? 

Quick,  See,  madam;  ma  now  comes  to  attend 
you. 

3ec.  God  save  my  honourable  knight,  and  his 
iworabip''s  lady ! 

Gir,  You're  very  ^elpome :  Yon  must  not  pot 
on  your  hat  yet. 

Sec,  No,  madam;  till  I  know  your  ladyship's 
further  pleasure,  I  will  not  presume. 

Gir,  And  is  this  a  gentleman's  daughter  npw 
eome  out  of  the  country  ?  ' 

Sec  She  is,  madam ;  and  one  that  hef  father 
hath  a  special  care  to  bestow  in  some  honourable 
tedy's  service;  to  put  her  out  of  her  honest  hu- 
mours, forsooth ;  /or  she  bad  a  great  desire  to  be 
a  nun,  ant  pleaae  vou. 

Gir.  A  npn !  what  nun  i  a  nun  substantive,  or 
a  nun  adjective  ? 

See,  A  nun  substantive,  madiMO,  I  hope,  if  a 
nun  be  ^  nonn.  But  I  mean,  lady,  a  vowed  maid 
of  that  order. 

•  Gir,  III  teach  ber  to  be  a  maid  of  the  order, 
I  warrant  vou.— -And  can  you  do  any  work  be- 
longs to  a  lady's  chamber  f 

Sun,  What  I  cannot  do,  madam,  I  would  be 
gladto*leam. 


Gir,  Well  said ;  bold  up  then ;  bold  op  yoot' 
head,  I  say :  Come  hither  a  little. 
Syn,  I  thank  your  ladyship. 
Oir.  And  hark  you,  goodman,  you  may  put  on 
your  hat,  now  I  do  not  look  on  you.-»I  must  have 
you  of  my  faction  now,  not  of  mv  knight's,  maid. 
1^.  No,  forsooth,  madam;  of  yours. 

Gir.  And  draw  all  my  servants  in  my  bow ; 
and  keep  my  counsel;  and  tell  me  tales;  and 
put  me  riddles ;  and  read  on  a  book  sometimes, 
when  I  am  busy ;  and  laugh  at  country  gentle- 
women ;  and  command  any  thing  in  the  house  for 
my  retainers;  and  care  not  what  you  spend,  for 
it  is  all  mine ;  and  in  any  case  be  still  a  maid, 
whatsoever  yon  do>  or  whatsoever  any  man  can 
do  unto  you. 

Sec.  I  warrant  voor  ladvship  for  that. 

Gir.  Very  well ;  you  snail  ride  in  my  ooach 
with  me  into  the  country  to-morrow  morning.— 
Come,  knight,  I  pray  thee  let's  makea  short  sup- 
per, and  to  bed  presently. 

Sec.  Nay,  good  madam,  this  night  I  have  a 
short  supper  at  home  waits  on  his  worship's  ao> 
ceptation. 

Gir,  By  my  faith,  but  he  shall  not  go,  ur;  I 
shall  swoon  an  be  sop  from  me. 

Sir  Pet.  Pray  thee  forbear ;  shall  he  lose  hit 
provision? 

Gir,  Ay,  by  lady,  sir,  rather  than  I  lose  my 
longing:  Come  in,  I  say;  as  1  am  a  lady, you 
shall  not  go. 

Quick.  I  told  him,  what  a  bur  he  had  eotten. 

Sec.  If  you  will  not  sup  from  vonr  knight,  ma* 
dam,  let  me  intreat  your  kidyship  to  sup  at  my 
bouse  with  biip* 

Gir.  No,  by  mv  faith,  sir;  then  we  cannot  be 
%-bed  soop  enooffb  after  supper. 

Sir  Pft.  What  a  medicine  is  this !  Well,  Mr 
Security,  you  are  new  married  as  well  as  I ;  I 
hope  you  are  bound  as  well:  We  must  honour 
oul*  young  wives,  you  know. 

dock.  In  policy,  dad,  till  to-mocrovr  she  has 
sealed. 

Sec.  I  hope  in  the  morning  yet  your  knight- 
hood will  breakfast  with  me. 

Sir  Pet.  As  early  as  you  will,  sir. 

Sec.  I  thank  your  good  worship ;  I  do  hunger 
and  tkunt  to  do  you  good,  sir. 

Gir.  Come,  sweet  knight,  oome;  I  do  hunger 
and  thint  to  be  orhed  with  thee.  [Exeunt^ 


ACTIIL 


SCENE  L 


Enter  Sir  Peteohel  Flash,  Qutcksilveb,  Si- 
cuEiTT,  Bramble,  and  WmiFaED. 

Sir  Pet.  Thanks  for  your  feast-like  breakfast, 
good  Mr  Security.  I  am  sorry,  by  rea&on  of  my 
insunt  haste  to  so  bng  a  voyage  as  Virginia,  I 
|ini  without  means,  by  any  kind  amends,  to  shew 


how  afiectionately  I  take  your  kindness;  and  to 
confirm,  by  some  worthy  ceremony,  a  perpetual 
league  of  friendship  betwixt  us. 

Sec,  Excellent  knight,  let  this  be  a  token  be* 
twixt  us  of  inviolable  friendship.  1  am  new  mar* 
ried  to  this  fair  gentlewoman  you  know ;  and,  by 
mj  hope  to  make  her  fruitful,  though  I  be  some- 
thing in  vears,  I  vow  faithfully  unto  you,  to  make 
you  godfather,  though  in  your  absence,  to  the  firsf 
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4iyidIamble8wdvriclMa;  and  henceforth  caU 
me  gossip  I  beseech  joo,  if  you  please  to  accept 
it. 

Sir  F€t.  In  the  highest  degree  of  gratitude,  mT 
most  worthy  gossip;  for  confirmation  of  which 
/ffiendly  title,  let  me  entreat  mj  fair  gossip,  your 
wife  here,  to  accept  thb  diamond,  and  keep  U  as 
sny  gift  to  her  first  child ;  wheresoever  my  fortune, 
in  event  of  my  voyage,  shall  bestow  me. 

iSee.  How  now,  my  coy  wedlock !  ^  make  you 
strange  of  so  'noble  a  favour?  Take  it,  1  chsvge 
TOUy  with  all  affection;  and,  by  way  of  taking  your 
leave,  preeent  boldly  your  lips  to  our  honourable 
«M«ip. 

Quick,  How  venturous  he  is  to  him,  and  how 
jealous  to  others! 

Sir  Pet.  Long  may  this  kind  toudi  of  our  lips 
print  in  our  hearts  all  the  forms  of  aflfoction ! 
And  now,  my  good  jgossip^  if  the  writinp  be 
ready,  to  which  my  wife  should  seal,  let  thm  be 
brought  this  morning  before  she  takes  coach  into 
the  country,  and  my  kindness  shall  work  her  to 
dimtchit. 

See,  The  writing  are  ready,  sir,  Mv  learned 
counsel  here,  Mr  Bramble,  tne  lawyer,  hath  per^ 
used  them ;  and  within  this  hour  I  will  bring  the 
scrivener  with,  them  to  your  worshipful  lady. 

Sir  Pet.  Good  Mr  Bramble,  I  will  here  take 
iny  kave  of  you  then ;  Gad  send  you  fortunate 
pleas,  ur,  and  contentious  clients. 

Brmnble,  And  you  foreright  vrinds^  sir,  and  a 
fortunate  voyage.  [Exit. 

Enter  a  Meuenger. 

Met.  Sir  Petronel,  here  are  three  or  four  gen- 
tlemen  dwe  to  speak  with  you. 

&>  P€^.  What  are  they  ? 

Qidck.  They  are  your  followers  in  this  voyage, 
knight,  Captam Seagal,  and  his  associates;  I  met 
them  this  morning,  and  told  them  you  would  be 
here. 

Sir  Pet.  Lst  them  enter,  I  pray  you.  I  know 
they  long  to  oe  gone^  for  their  stay  is  dangerous. 

Enter  Seagul,  Scrapethrift,  and  Spendall. 

Sea.  God  save  my  honourable  coloneL 
iSir  Pet.  Welcome,  good  Captain  Seagul,  and 
worthy  gentlemen !  If  you  wiQ  meet  my  friend 
Frank  l:£re,  and  me,  at  the  Blue- Anchor  tavern 
)xy  Billinsgate  this  evening,  we  will  there  drink  to 
our  happy  voyage,  be  merry,  and  take  boat  to  our 
ship  with  all  expedition. 

Spend.  Defor  it  no  long(Br>  I  beseech  you,  sir: 

but  as  your  voyage  is  hitherto  carried  closely,  and 

in  another  knigh?s  name ;  so,  for  your  own  safe- 

.  ty  and  our^  let  it  be  pontinued;  our  meeting, 


and  speedy  purpose  of  departing,  known  to  as  few 
u  it  IS  possible,  lest  your  ship  and  goods  should 
be  attached. 

Quick.  Well  advised,  captain ;  our  cokmel 
shall  have  money  this  morning  to  dispatch  aU  our 
departures.  Brmg  those  gentlemen  at  ni^t  to 
the  place  appointed ;  and  with  our  skins  full  of 
vintage,  well  take  occasion  by  the  'vantage,  and 
away. 

;S^efidL  We  win  not  fiul  }>ut  be  there,  rir. 

Sir  Pet.  Grood-morrow,  good  captain,  and  my 
worthy  associates !  health  and  all  sovereignty  to 
my  bauitifui  gossip.  For  you,  sir,  we  sfiiU  see 
you  presently  with  the  writings. 

Sec  With  writings  and  crowns  to  my  honour- 
able gossip;  1  do  hunger  and  tkirtt  to  do  yim 
goodf  mr.  [Exeunt^ 

Enter  a  Coachm&n  in  kutte^  in't  Procky  feeding. 

Coach,  Here's  a  stir  when  citiaens  ride  out  oL 
town,  indeed,  as  if  all  the  house  were  efir^X 
'slight,  they  will  not  give  a  man  leave  to  eat  kft 
brAkfast  afore  he  rises. 

Enter  Hamlet,  o  Pootmanf  in  hate. 

Earn.  What,  coachman  I  my  lady's  coach,  fot 
shame!  her  ladyslup's  ready  to  come  down. 

Enter  Poteiv,  a  Tankard-Shearer. 

Pot.  *^  'Sfoot,  Hamlet,  are  you  mad  ?  whither 
run  you  now  ?  you  should  brush  up  my  old  mis- 
tress. 

Enter  Stnoepy, 

Skfn.  What,  Potkin  ?  you  must  put  off  your 
tankard,  and  put  on  your  blue  coat,  and  wait  upon 
Mrs  Touchstone  into  the  country.  [£xitm 

Pot.  I  will,  forsooth,  presently.  [Exit. 

Enter  Mr$  Fohb,  and  Mr$  Gazer. 

Fond.  Come,  sweet  Mrs  Gazer,  let's  watdi 
here,  and  see  my  lady  Flash  take  coach. 

Oager,  O'  my  word,  here's  a  most  fine  place  to 
stand  in.  Did  you  see  the  new  ship  huuMAed  \n^ 
day,  Mrs  Fond? 

Fond,  O  God,  an  we  citiieiis  should  lose  such 
a  sig^t ! 

Gater,  1  warrant  here  will  be  double  as  many 
people  to  see  her  take  coach,  as  there  were  to  seb 
It  take  water. 

Fond*  O !  she's  married  to  a  fine  castle  i'the 
country,  they  say. 

GoMcr.  uat  there  are  no  giants  in  the  castle, 
are  there? 

Fond,  O,  no !  they  sav  her  knight  killed  'em 
all,  and  therefore  be  was  knighted. 


**  Wedloeh^i.  e.  wife.    See  Note  27  to  2^  Roaring  GirL 

'7  >^<H^^H«ml0«,ar<  yoa  mod  ^--A  sneer  on  tl|e  mildness  of  8^ 


f» 
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XSoor.  Wottldl  t0  €iod  her  Jadfikip  wmU 

JEs/er  GiRTRED,  Mrt  ToucvsToirSy  Synp^t, 
HamlsT)  Potkin. 

jFVmdL  Sheoomes!  aheconwi!  ahO'CoaNi! 
Gazer  mUi  Ftmd.  Pray.heftiiea  U«t  jfmir  iladj^ 

Gtr.  Thank  jou^  good  people;  mj  ooacb,  for 
the  love  of  bi^mi^  «igr  owobl!  io  ijbod  mib,  I 
fbidi  twoos  else. 

M0m.Comckl  lumckl  njr  M/b coMh-! 

Gir.  Asliunfilaaj,  liHwdLlMwithGkiU 
ftlm43r»ZloBgfera«ofiobao.  May  one  lie  with 
itbiid  afore  thef  are.nMmoi*  SMther? 

Mr$  T(mch.  Aj.  b/r  lady,  madam;  m  iittb 
thing  does  that.  I  have  seen  a  iittle  prid^  no 
Ibimr  then  a  pin's  head,  swell  tngger  and  bi^er, 
-jjlTtt.hesceaMlo.aa^awennB;  Mde'eB«>'cis 
indwf4»seiu 

£ii/^  Hamlet. 

Hesi.  Your  coach  isxoming.  madam. 

Gtr.  Thatfs  weti  said;  now  heaven !  methinks 
I  ;im  e^en  op  to  itheknees  in  psefermeot 

BmS  s  lUtk  kigher,  hut  a  MtiU  k^^ker^  itd  a 
mu  higher: 

Thert^  thercy  there  Hes  CuputsJU^. 

Mre  Tmieh.  Bnt  amat  llys  yoaas  man,  an't 
yieaas  yon,  mariam^  tun  bj  your  coach  ail  the  way 
•foot^ 

€Hr.  Ay,  by  my  faith,  I  warrant  htm ;  he  gires 
no  other  milk,  as  I  have  another  servant  does. 

Mf$  Tmieh.  Aim !  'tis  e'en  pi^,  awthinks ;  -for 
Cod's  sak^  boy  bim  a  hobby-lioiie ;  let  tlie  poor 
vonlb  have  somedunc  iietwiat  his  legs  to  ease 
'em ;  alas !  we  moat  do  as  we  would  ie  done  to. 

Gir.  Go  to,  hold  your  peace^  dame,  you  talk 
Cke  an  old  fool,  I  teu  yoo. 

Enter  Sir  Petrovel  Flash,  and  QiricR- 

SILVER. 

Sir  Pet  Wik  tfwu'begoiie,  sweet  boneysnekle, 
before  I  can  go  with  thee? 

Qir.  1  pray  thee,  sweet  knight,  let  me ;  I  do  so 
long  to  dress  up  thy  castle  afore  thou  com'st ;  but 
I  marvel  how  n^  modest  sister  occupies  bmelf 
4his  moffoin^  that  she  caanafwaitM  me  to  ray 
coach,  as  well  as  her  mother. 


illM:^  Jliafty,  tnatfaiB,  eMs  flMrried  l>y  tftk 

Be  to 'pMBtiee  GoUing :  ywr  &ther,aad  some 
one  more,  stole  to  church  with  'em  in  all  hasti^ 
jthat  the  coki  meat  left  at  your  wedding  might 
/acnish  their  nuptial  table; 

<?tr.  There^s  a  base  fellow,  my  fidier,  now  i 
kut  he's  (fen  £t  to  father  such  a  daughter !  he 
juistcaH  ase  daughter  Doaaose  now ;  h^  mmlam^ 
and  pieamvoUfWtadam;  mad  plemee  your  mcTihip^ 
mBdim,  indeed.  Out  upon  him !  wmrry  his  daugh- 
ter io  a  base  'paenticef 

MnTmtdu  What  shouhl  one  do  ?  istfaereno 
law  for  one  that  marries  a  woman's  daughter 
against  her  will  ?  how  shall  we  punish  him,  mi^ 

Gir.  As  I  am  a  lady,  an*t  wouki  snow,  we'd  so 
^bble  'em  with  snow  baHs  as  they  come  from 
dMvoh  1-^bnt  sirrah,  Frank  Quicksriver. 
QukL  Ay,  madam. 

GaK.  Ooit  temember  since  tboa  and  I  dafit 
^hat  d've  ealiVs  « the  ganet  ? 

Omtk.  I  kmem  not  wbat  you  wean,  madsm. 
Gir.  ^^  His  head  as  mhke  at  milk, 
AUJUMummhishair; 
But  nemheitdead, 
And  lain  in  hie  bed, 
And  never  will  eeme  symw. 
Gad  be  at  yeur  laboar. 

£firerT0VCH8T0NB,  GoLDIVO^MxLDREII^^ati^ 

Koeemarjf, 

Sir  Pet.  Was  there  ever  such  a  lady  f 

Quick,  See,  madam,  the  bridegroom ! 

Gir.  God's  my  precious !  Gcd  give  you  ioy, 
3' liislreu  What^lack-yoo.  New,  oat  upon  thee, 
baggage!  my  sister  married  in  a  taileta  hatf 
marry,  bans  you!  westward,  '^with  a  wanion 
t'ye !  nay,  I  have  done  wi'  ye^  minion,  then  i'faith ; 
iMver  look  to  have  my  covnienance  anv  more, 
nor  anv  thing  I  can  do  for  thee.  Thou  ride  in  my 
coach  r  or  come  down  to  my  oi»tle  ?  fie  upon 
thee  I  I  charge  thee,  in  my  bidyship^s  name,  call 
.BM  sister  no  more. 

TbvcA.  Ant  |>lease  your  worshifv  this  is  not 
your  sister;  this  is  my  daughter,  and  she  calls  me 
father ;  and  so  does  not  your  ladyship^  an't  please 
yoar  worship,  madam. 

Jf rs  Tmeh.  No,  nor  she  mast  not  call  thee  fa» 
ther  by  heraldry,  because  Aoo  makest  thy  'pren- 
tice tli^  sea  as  well  as  she.  Ah,  thou  miss  proud 


**  Aneeme.*  Ibelieee  we  sbeaMrtad  an  »spaii,»|yoviacialwoiJwbleh  I  have  heard  used  for  some 
kiadoftttmour  onthe  hand.    8. 

In  Littleton's  Diettoiiary,  an  inoeme  b  explained  an  ulcer.    8.  P. 

*»  H<*A«Mlfli«Aileatmafc.— AsaeeratoaeofOpbeUa'sXMttiesiaJbaritf.    8. 

3^  With  r99mar9 — See  Note  to  Th»  Match  at  Midnigkt^  A.  5.       . 

"  Miatrtts  fVhat'laek'^ou. — Because  the  was  the  apprentice's  wife,  whose  phraie,  when  walking  be>r 
fore  his  master's  door,  was,  <«  What  lack  yov,  Sir."    Bee  p.  6T.    8.  P. 

<*  fruh  a  mmisaf>s/.«.8ec  Kote  10.  to  The  at9^ifighU>Ce^ 
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^pttkUmf  dflme  tfam  pranme  to  mrry  a-tad/s 

Go/dL  It  pleased  my  master,  fanoodi,  to  em- 
bolden me  with  his  flMroar.  Aad  tbooglt  I  oki^ 
fess  my9b\i  far  onwoitbj  svcb-  m  woirthgr  wife,  bo> 
log  ID  |Nit  her  servaol^  a»  I  aoi  four  'prandoe; 
Tet,  sinoe  I  tamy  say  it  witboiit  boaBtmi^  i  am 
bom  agnitlenaii;  aori  by  the  trade  1  have  lewa* 
ed  of  my  master,  which,  I  trast^  taiats  ooS  my 
blood,  abie  «ntfa  mine  own  indu^ry  and  pertioa 
to  maintain  yoor  daughter :  my  hope  is,  heaven 
will  SD  bless  oar  hun^  begjinniag,  thait^  in  tbe 
eod,  I  shall  be  no  disgrace  to  die  grace  widi 
which  my  BMster  hath  bound  ne  his  double 
'prentice. 

ToudL  Master  me  no  more,  son^if  dieutilink- 
est  me  woithy  to  be  chy  father. 

Oir.  Son  ?  Now,  eoi»d  Lord^  how*  be  sfaides, 
and  you  mark  him  !  he's  a  gentleman ! 

Goid.  Ay,  indeed,  madam,  a  gentleman  bom. 

Sir  Pet.  Never  stand  a'yovr  gent»yv  Mr  Bride^ 
groom;  if  yoor  legs  be  no  better  cban-yonr  araiSy 
you*U  btt  siWe  to  stand  on  neither  shordyv 

Tim^  Axh,  please  yoor  good  wonbip^  t^^ 
there  are  two  sort»  of  gentlemen. 

&>  Pet.  WbatmeaN  yon,  sir? 

Touch.  BoM  to  piit  off  my  hat  to  yoor  wor^ 
^p 

Sar  Pet.  Nay,  pray  forbear,  sir;  andtbet  forth 
with  your  two  sorts  of  gentlemen. 

Tmuk,  If  yoor  worship  will  have  it  so,  I  say 
tbere  are  two  sorts  of  gentleasen :  there  b  a 
gentlemmD  artificial,  and  a  gentleman  natural; 
now,  tfaovgh  yoar  worship  be  a  gentleman  nato- 
Tii^—Work  Miptm  thmt  noww 

OmdL  Well  said,  old  Iboch;  I  am  provdte 
hear  thee  enter  a  set  speech,  i'faith ;  forth,  I  b^ 
seech  tbcc« 

Touch.  Cry  yon  mercy,  sir;  yoar  worship's  a 
gentleman  I  do  not  know :  if  you  be  one  of  my 
aoqaaintamse,  yon're  vtry  mach  disguised,  sir. 

Quick,  Go  to,  old  Quipper ;  forth  with  thy 
speech,  I  w. 

pmh.  VftUGf  sify  mf  speeches  were  ever  ia 
vain  to  yoar  gradoas  worship ;  atid  therefore,  dll 
I  spaafc  to  your  gallaiplry  in  deed^  I  wiM  save  my 
breath  for  my  broth  anon.  Come^  my  poor  son 
and  daa^iter !  Jet  us  bide  oursehfes  in  oar  poor 
honiHcyy  and  live  safe :  ambioMi  ooasames  itself 
imbtlmveryshow^    HW^  iipori  Ular  noar. 

[Exeunt  Touchstone^  Golding,  and 

Oir,  Lei  bsm  go^  let  him go^  fer  GodTs mkcs 


lb»  him  mdba  hie  V^ttdee  hir  son,  for  CM't 
sake:  give  away  his  danghter,  for  GodTs  ssto; 
nd  when  they  oome  a»b^ging  to  ns  for  God's 
sake — Farewell,  sweet  kmght;  pray  thee  make 
haste  after. 

Sir  Pei.  Whatsfaalt  I  say?  I  woald  oot  iMitt 
tbeofo. 

Quick.  Jfiw,  O'fiev  1  ams^  d(0parf; 

P&rting  though  if  ahoence  mtfoe. 
This  ditty,  knight,  do  I  see  in  thy  looks  in  capitii 


Wht^  a  grief  Uii  to  depart, 

Jbid  teaoe  imfiomer  that  hat  my  heart ! 

My  tmeoi  M)r>  atid^dack/or  w&e, 

Wthf9hoaUwepart9»! 
TeH  truth,  kmght,  and  shame  all  disseBAAiD^ 
lovers;  dees  not  yoor  pain  lie  on  that  side? 

SirPet*  If  it  do,  canst  thou  teU  me  how  lasaf 
care  it? 

Qmck,  EhweHedt  easfllj:  divide  yooraelf  into 
two  halfs^  just  bv  the  ginUestead  ^^ ;  send-  one 
half  with  your  ktSf,  and  keep  tfother  to  yoorsel^ 
Or  else  do  as  all  true  lovers  do,  part  with  yoo^ 
heart,  and  leave  your  bod^;  behind.  I  have  seenH 
dovie  a  hundred  times;  Tis  as- easy  a  matter  fbr 
a  lover  to  oort  witiioot  ar  heart  from  hn  sweee* 
hearty  and  ne  oe^er  the  worse,  av  for  a  mooae  t6 
gerfmm  a  tnij^  and  teave  Mstail  behind  faim.-^ 
See,  here  come  the  writings; 

Enter  Security,  with  a  Scrivener. 

See*  Good  morrow  to  my  worshipful  lady.  ^ 
present  vour  ladyship  with  this  writing;  to  wUcb 
if  you  please  to  set  voer  hand  with  your  knight's, 
a  velvet  gown  shall  attend  yoar  journey  a'my 
credit 

Gir.  What  writing  is  it,  knij^? 

Sir  Pet.  The  sale,  9wee^hm^  of  the  poor  te- 
nement I  told  thee  of;  only  to  make  a  litde  iinh 
iiey  to  send  thee  down  fbrUfture  for  my  castle  ; 
to  which  my  hand  shall  lead  thee. 

Gir,  Very  well:  now  give  me  year  peo^  I 
pray. 

Quick.  It  goes  dowvtf  widmet  chiewhig^  ffidth  I 

Scriv.  Your  worships  deliver  thdi  as  your  deed  f 

Ambo*  Yfedo. 

Gir.  Sq  now,  knigkt;  farewell  tiH  I  see  thee. 

Sir  Pet.  All  farewell  to  my  sweet.beart 

Jlfr#  Touch.  ^  God  b'y^  son  knigte. 

Sir  Pet.  Farewell,  good  mother. 

Gir.  Farewell,  FVank,  I  wooM  fahi  take  thet 
down,  iflcoidd. 


'3  GirdJat«ad.^i.  e.  ike  part  or  place  on  whkb  tbe  girdle  is  worn.  In  ancient  books  we  often  have 
the  market  Head  for  tbe  market  plaecy  the  chimney  stead  for  the  place  ia  the  chimney  comer ;  aad  westill 
calf  the  frame,  on  which  tbe  beildhig  is  placed,  tbe  bedstead.    S. 

So,  ia  6tabb8*s  AnatomU  pfAhtses,  p.  54»  *<  —  some  short,  scaidy  reachh^  to  tbe  girdUstUd  or  waste, 
ssae  to  the  knee,**  &<^ 

^  Qod  »>^God  be  wlUi  yoe.    Farewell.   The  4to  has  Qod  hoge,    S.  P. 
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Quick.  I  thaak  your  good  Myihip :  fareweU, 
Histress  SyndefT.  [£reiifi^. 

Sir  Fet,  O  tediont  Tojage,  whereof  toere  is  no 
end! 
What  will  they  think  of  me  ? 
.  Quick.  Think  what  they  list;  they  longM  for  a 
Tagary  into  the  country,  and  now  tliey  are  fitted; 
JO  a  woman  marry  to  ride  in  a  coach,  she  cares 
not  if  she  rides  to  her  rain.  Tis  the  great  end 
of  many  of  their  marriages :  this  is  not  the  first 
time  a  lady  has  rid  a  false  journey  in  her  coach| 
I  hope. 

&r  Fei,  Nay,  'tis  no  matter,  I  care  little  what 
they  think.  He  that  weighs  men's  thoughts  has 
lus  hands  fall  of  nothing.  A  man  in  the  course 
of  this  world  should  be  like  a  surgeon's  instru- 
ment, work  in  the  wounds  of  otl^rsy  and  feel 
nothing  himself.  The  sharper  and  subtler,  the 
better. 

QuicL  As  it  falls  out  now,  knight,  tou  shall 
not  need  to  devise  excuses,  or  endure  her  out- 
cries,  when  she  returns :  we  shall  now  be  gone 
before,  where  they  cannot  reach  us. 

Sir  Fet.  Well,  my  kind  compeer,  [To  Sccuai- 
TT.l  you  have  now  the  assurance  we  both  can 
make  you;  let  me  now  intreat  you,  the  money 
we  agree  on  may  be  bron^t  to  the  Blue  Anchor, 
near  to  Billinsnte,  by  six  o'dod^  where  I  and 
my  chief  friends  bound  for  this  voyage  will  with 
feasts  attend  you. 

Sec.  The  money,  my  honourable  compeer,  shall 
without  fail  observe  your  appointed  hour. 
^Sir  Fei.  Thanks,  my  dear  gossip^  I  must  now 
impart 
To  your  approved  love  a  loving  secret ; 
As  one,  on  whom  my  life  doth  more  rely. 
In  friendly  trust,  than  any  man  alive : 
Nor  shall  you  be  the  chosen  secretary 
Of  my  afiections,  for  affection  only : 
For  I  orotest,  if  God  bless  my  return. 
To  msJte  you  partner  in  my  action's  nin^ 
As  deeply  as  if  you  had  ventured  with  me 
Half  my  expeuces.    Know  then,  honest  gossip, 
I  have  enjoyed  with  such  divine  contentment 
A  gentlewoman^s  bed,  whom  you  well  know. 
That  I  shall  ne'er  ei\ioy  this  tedious  voyage. 
Nor  live  the  least  part  of  the  time  i^  asketh. 
Without  her  presence ;  so  I  tkirtt  ahd  hunger 
To  taste  the  oear  feast  of  her  company. 
And  if  the  hunger  and  the  thirst  yon  vow, 
As  my  sworn  gossip,  to  my  wished  £ood 
Be,  as  I  know  it  is,  unfeigned  and  firm. 
Do  me  an  easy  favour  in  your  power. 

Sec.  Be  sure,  brave  goieip,  all  that  I  can  do 
To  my  best  nerve,  is  wholly  at  your  service; 


Who  is  the  woman,  first,  that  is  yoor  friend  ? 

Sir  Fet.  The  woman  is  your  learned  coonsel'f 
'  wife; 
The  lawyer,  Master  Bramble;  whom  would  yoa 
&ing  out  this  even,  in  honest  neighbourhood. 
To  take  his  leave  with  you  of  me  your  cpssip : 
I,  in  the  mean  time,  will  send  this  my  frieiio 
Home  to  his  house,  to  bring  his  wife  disguised 
Before  his  face  into  our  company : 
For  love  hath  made  her  look  for  such  a  wile. 
To  free  her  from  his  tyrannous  jealousy ; 
And  I  would  take  this  course  before  another. 
In  stealinc  her  away  to  mak6  us  sporty 
And  gull  his  circumspection  the  more  grossly. 
And  I  am  sure  that  no  man  like  yourself 
Hath  credit  with  him  to  entice  his  jealousy. 
To  so  Ions  stay  abroad,  as  may  ^ve  time 
To  her  enlargement  in  such  safe  disguise. 

Sec.  A  pretty,  pithy,  and  nu>st  pleasant  pro« 
ject! 
Who  would  not  strain  a  point  of  neighbourlxxKi, 
''  For  sudi  a  point  devise  ?  that  as  the  ship 
Of  famous  Draco  '^  went  about  the  world. 
Well  wind  about  the  lawyer,  compassing 
The  worid  himself:  he  hath  it  in  bis  arms ; 
And  thaf  s  enough  for  him  without  his  wife* 
A  lawyer  is  ammtious;  and  his  head 
Cannot  be  praised  nor  raised  too  high. 
With  any  foric  of  hif^hest  knavery. 
Ill  go  fetch  her  stnught. 

[Exit  Secueity. 

Sir  Fet.  So,  so !  now,  Frank,  go  thou  home  to 
his  house. 
Stead  of  his  lawyer^s,  and  bring  his  wife  hithcir; 
Who,  just  like  to  the  lawyer's  wife,  is  prisoned 
With  his  stem  usuroos  jealousy;  which  coald 

never 
Be  over^reached  thus,  but  with  over-reaching. 

Enter  Secubity. 

Sec  And,  Mr  Frauds,  watch  you  the  instant 
time 
To  enter  with  his  exit :  *twill  be  rare. 
To  find  homed  beasts,  a  camel  and  a  law^rer. 
Quick.  How  the  old  villain  joys  in  villainy  f 
Sec  And  htak  you,  gossip^  when  you  have  her 
here. 
Have  your  boat  ready ;  ship  her  to  your  ship 
With  utmost  haste,  lest  Mr  Bramble  stay  you. 
To  o'er-reach  that  head,  that  out-reaidijeth  all 

'Tb  a  trick  rampant;  'tis  a  very  quiblin. 
I  hope  this  harvest  to  pitch  cart  with  lawyers; 
Their  heads  will  be  so  forked :  this  sly  touch 
Will  get  apet  to  invent  a  number  such.       [Exit. 


*  •'  For  sMck  a  point  devbe  ?— This  phrase  Is  observed  by  Mr  Steevfns  to  be  of  Freorb  extraction,  a 

rtnte  dgvises.  and  meant  exact/y.    I  believe  it  was  fonneriy  used  as  a  cant  term  for  a  strampet,  and  tliat 
is  here  to  be  so  understood.    lo  like  manner  Ka»tril,  In  Ths  Jkhymist,  aboiiog  his  sister,  ealls  her 
gwtk  devise^  meaning  probably  poini  devise, 
^  X>r«co.— i.e.  Sir  I'rancls  Drake. 
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Quick,  W«  ever  nsonl  hoD^d  to  with  poi- 
son! 
He  that  dtUgkit  is  tkmih  Monee^ 
Is  apt  to  joy  in  every  mrf  eftict* 
Welly  ru  go  fetch  his  wife,  whilst  he  the  laivjer's. 

^  Pei.  Bat  stsf,  Frank,  let*s  tUnk  how  we 
mmy  disguise  her  upon  this  sudden. 

Quick.  God's  me,  there's  (be  miseliief ;  but, 
baik  you,  here's  ea  exoeUent  de?ice;  'fore  God, 
a  rare  one :  I  will  carrv  a  sulor's  gown  and  cap^ 
and  cover  her;  and  a  player's  beard. 

iStr  Pet,  And  what  upon  her  head  f 

Quick,  I  tell  you,  a  sailor's  aqi;  'slight,  God 
forpwe  me,  what  kind  of  ^^  figeat  memory  have 
you? 

iSir  Fet,  Nav  then,  what  kind  of  figent  wit  hast 
thou? 
A  sailor's  cap?  how  shall  she  put  it  off 
When  thou  present'st  her  to  our  oompaay  ? 

Quick,  Tush,  man,  for  that,  make  her  a  sa«iey 
sailor. 

•Sir  Fet.  Tush,  tosh;  'tis  no  fit  savce  for  sach 


I  know  not  what  ifadvise. 

Enter  Security,  with  his  W\f^s  Gffwn. 

See.  Eni^t,  knight,  a  rare  derice ! 

Sir  Fet.  'Sooos,  yet  again? 

Quick.  What  stratagem  have  you  now  ? 

Sec  The  best  that  erer.    You  talked  of  dis- 
goisbg 

Sir  Fet.  Ay,  marry,  gossip,  that!s  our  present 
care. 

Sec  Cast  care  away,  then ;  here's  the  best  de- 
vice 
For  plain  Security  (for  I  am  no  better) 
I  think  that  ever  lived  :  here's  my  wife's  gown, 
Which  YOU  may  put  upon  the  lawyer's  wife, 
And  which  I  brought  you,  sir,  for  -two  great 

reasons: 
One  is,  that  Mr  Bramble  may  take  hold 
Of  some  suspicion  that  it  is  my  wife. 
And  gird  me  so,  perhaps,  with  his  law  wit : 
The  other,  which  is  policy  indeed, 
h,  that  my  wife  may  now  be  tied  at  home. 
Having  no  more  out  her  old  gown  abroad ; 
And  not  show  me  a  quirk,  whilst  I  firk  others. 
Is  not  this  rare  ? 

Ambo,  The  best  that  ever  was. 

Sec  Am  not  I  bom  to  furnish  gentlemen  ? 
-  Sir  Pet.  O  my  dear  gossip  f 

Sec.  Wei),  hold,  Master  Francis;  watch  when 
die  lawyei^s  out,  and  put  it  in ;  and  now,  I  will 
go  fetch  him.  I  Goin^ . 

Quick.  O  my  dad !  he  goes  as  it  were  the  devil 


to  fetch  the  lawyer;  and  devif  iUll  he  be,  if 
boms  will  pMke  hira. 

Sir  Pet.  Why,  how  now,  gossip,  why  stay  jou 
theve  musing? 
Sec  A  toy,  a  toy  runs  in  my  head,  lYaith. 
Quick.  A  pox  of  that  head,  is  there  more  toys 

yet? 
Sir  Pei.  What  is  it,  pray  thee,  gossip  ? 
Sec.  Why,  sir»  what  If  you  should  slip  away 
now  with  my  wife's  best  gown,  I  having  no  secu^ 
rily  for  it? 

Quick.  For  that,  I  hope,  dad,  you  will  take  our 
words. 
Sec  Ay,  by  ^  mass,  your  word  !  that's  a  pro- 
perstaff 
For  wise  Security  to  lean  upon. 
Bat 'tis  no  matter,  once  ru  trust  my  name 
On  your  cracked  credits;  let  it  take  no  shame. 
Fetch  the  wendi,  Frank.  [Exit. 

Quick.  I'll  wait  upon  too,  sh*, 
And  fetcA)  you  over,  you* were  ne'er  so  fetch'd. 
Go  to  tbe  taverti,  knight ;  youa  followers 
Dare  aot  be  drunk,  I  think,  before  their  ciiptain. 

[Exit. 
Sir  Pet.  Would  I  might  lead  them  to  no  hot- 
ter service, 
Till  our  Vi^inian  gold  were  in  our  purses  ! 

[Exit. 

Enter  SeagvLp  Spendall,  ^nd  ScKuPRTunitTp 
in  the  Tavern,  with  a  Drawer. 

Sea.  Come,  drawer,  pierce  your  neatest  hogs^ 
heads,  and  let's  have  cneer,  not  fit  for  your  Bil- 
lingspite  tavern,  but  for  our  Virginian  Colonel; 
he  will  be  here  instantly. 

Draw.  You  shall  have  all  things  fit,  sir ;  please 
you  have  any  more  wine  ? 

Spend.  More  wine,  slave  ?  whether  we  drink  it 
or  no,  spill  it,  and  draw  more. 

Scrape,  illl  all  the  pots  in  your  house  with  all 
sorts  of  liquor,  and  let  them  wait  on  us  here,  like 
soldiers  in  their  pewter  coats :  and  though  we  do 
not  employ  them  now,  yet  we  will  maintain  'em 
till  we  do. 

Draw.  Said  like  an  honourable  captain ;  yon 
shall  have  all  you  can  command,  sir. 

[Exit  Drawer. 

Sea.  Come,  boys,  Virginia  longs  till  we  share 
the  rest  of  her  maidenhead. 

I^end.  Why,  b  she  inhabited  already  %iith  any 
English? 

Sea.  A  whole  country  of  English  is  there,  man ; 
bred  of  those  that  were  left  there  in  79.  They 
have  married  with  the  Indians,  and  make  'em 
bring  forth  as  beautiful  faces  |s  any  we  have  in 


57  Figeni.'-'l  suppose  tiHs  to  be  either  a  provfaicial  or  corrupted  word.  Afgeitt  wit  (froro/^o,  Lat.) 
ipight  be  a  itriking,  a  piercing  wit ;  but  what  can  tijigent  memory  mean  ?    8. 

Figcntia^  in  chemistry,  ar^  things  which  serve  to  fix  volatile  substaoces.  Figent,  therefore,  as  applied 
lo  memory,  may  be  synoD^nloas  with  retentive.    N. 
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England ;  and  therefore  the  Indians  are  so  in  love 
with  them,  that  all  the  treasure  they  have  they 
lay  at  their  feet 

Scrape,  But  is  there  such  treasure  there,  cap- 
tain, as  I  have  heard  ? 

Sea.  I  tell  thee,  gold  is  more  plentiful  there 
than  copper  is  with  us ;  and  for  as  much  copper 
as  I  can  bring,  V\i  have  thrice  the  weight  in  gold. 
Why,  man,  all  their  dripping-pans  and  their 
chamber-pots  are  pure  gold ;  and  all  the  chains 
with  which  they  cnain  up  their  streets  are  massy 
gold ;  all  the  prisoners  they  take  are  fettered  in 
gold ;  and  for  rubies  and  diamonds,  they  go  forth 
on  holidays,  and  gather  them  by  the  sea^shore,  to 
hang  on  their  children's  coats,  and  stick  in  their 
children's  caps;  as  commonly  as  our  children 
wear  saffron-gilt  broches,  and  groats  with  holes 
in  them. 

Scrape,  And  is  it  a  pleasant  comitry  withal  ? 
Sea.  As  ever  the  sun  shined  on :  temperate, 
and  full  of  all  sorts  of  excellent  viands ;  wild  boar 
is  as  common  there  as  our  tamest  bacon  is  here ; 
venison  as  mutton.  And  then  you  shall  live  free- 
ly there,  without  Serjeants,  or  courtiers,  or  law- 
yers, or  intelligencers,  "  only  a  few  '•  industrious 
Scots,  perhaps,  who  indeed  are  dispersed  over  the 
face  of  the  whole  earth.  But  as  for  them,  there 
are  no  greater  friends  to  Englishmen  and  Eng- 
land, when  they  are  out  on't,  in  the  world,  than 
they  are :  and  for  my  own  part,  I  would  a  hun- 
dred thousand  of  them  were  there ;  for  we  are 
all  one  countrymen  now,  you  know,  and  we 
should  tind  ten  times  more  comfort  of  them  there 
than  we  do  here."  Then,  for  your  means  to  ad- 
vancement, there  it  is  simple,  and  not  preposte- 
rously mixt.  You  may  be  an  alderman  there,  and 
never  be  scavenger ;  you  may  be  any  other  officer, 
and  never  he  a  slave.  You  may  come  to  prefer- 
ment cnougl),  and  never  be  a  pander ;  to  riches 
and  fortune  enough,  and  have  never  the  more 
villainy,  nor  the  less  wit.  Besides,  there  we  shall 
have  ilo  more  law  than  conscience,  and  not  too 
much  of  eitlier.  Serve  God  enough,  eat  and  drink 
enough ;  and  enovgh  U  a$  good  a$  ajeatt. 
Spend*  Gods  me !  and  how  far  is  it  thither? 
Sea,  Some  six  weeks  sail,  no  more,  with  any 
indifferent  good  wind  :  and  if  I  get  to  any  part  of 
the  coast  of  Africa,  Til  sail  thither  with  any  wind. 
Or  when  I  come  to  Cape  Finister,  there's  a  fore- 
right  wind  continually  wafts  us  till  we  come  to 
Virginia.    See,  our  colonel's  come. 

Enter  Sir  Petronel  Flash,  with  his  Followers. 

Sir  Pet.  Well  met,  good  Captain  Seagul,  and 
my  noble  gentlemen  !  now  tlie  sweet  hour  of  our 
freedom  is  at  hand.  Come,  drawer,  fill  us  some 
carouses,  and  prepare  us  for  the  mirth  that  will 
be  occasioned  presently.    Here  will  be  a  pretty 


wench  presently,  that  will  b«ar  us  company  all 
our  voyage. 

Sea.  Whosoever  she  be,  here's  to  her  health, 
noble  Colonel,  both  with  cap  and  knee. 

Sir  Pet.  Thanks,  kind  Captain  Seagul ;  she'is 
one  I  love  dearly,  and  must  not  be  known  till  we 
be  free  from  all  that  know  us ;  and  so,  gentle- 
men, here's  to  her  health. 

Ambo.  Let  it  come,  worthy  Colonel,  we  do 
hunger  and  thirst  for  it. 

Sir  Pet.  Afore  heaven,  yon  have  hit  the  phrase 
of  one  that  her  presence  will  touch,  from  the 
foot  to  the  forehead,  if  he  knew  it. 

Spend.  Why  then  we  will  join  his  forehead 
with  her  health,  sir ;  and,  Captain  Scrapethrift^ 
here's  to  'em  both. 

Enter  Securitt  and  Bramble. 

Sec:  See,  see,  master  Bramble  !  'fore  heaveny 
their  voyage  cannot  but  prosper,  they  are  o*  their 
knees  for  success  to  it 

Bram.  And  they  pray  to  god  Bacchus. 

Sec.  God  save  my  brave  colonel,  with  all  his 
tall  captains  and  corporals ;  see,  sir,  my  worship- 
ful learned  counsel,  Mr  Bramble,  is  come  to  take 
his  leave  of  you. 

Sir  Pet.  Worshipful  Mr  Bramble,  how  far  do 
yon  draw  us  into  the  sweet-brier  of  your  kind- 
ness ?  cOme,  Captain  Seagul,  another  health  to 
this  rare  Bramble,  that  hath  never  a  prick  about 
him. 

Sea.  I  pledge  his  most  smooth  disposition,  sir : 
come,  Master  Security,  bend  vour  supporters,  and 
pledge  this  notorious  health  here. 

Sec.  Bend  yours  likewise,  Mr  Bramble,  for  it  is 
you  shall  pledge  me. 

Sea.  Not  so,  Mr  Security,  he  must  not  pledge 
his  own  health. 

Sec.  No,  Master  Captain? 

Enter  Quicksilver,  with  Wimmy  disguised. 

Why  then  here's  one  is  fitly  come  to  do  him  that 
honour. 

Quick.  Here's  the  gentlewoman  your  cousin, 
sir,  whom  with  much  entreaty  I  have  brought  to 
uke  her  leave  of  you  in  a  uvern ;  ashamed 
whereof,  you  must  pardon  her  if  she  put  not  off 
her  mask. 

Sir  Pet.  Pardon  me,  sweet  cousin ;  my  kind  de- 
sire to  see  you  before  I  went  made  me  so  impor- 
tunate to  intreat  your  presence  here. 

Sec,  How  now,  Mr  Francis  ?  have  you  honour- 
ed this  presence  with  a  fair  gentlewoman  ? 

Quick.  Pray,  sir,  take  yon  no  notice  of  her ; 
for  she  will  not  be  known  to  you. 

Sec,  But  my  learned  counsel,  Mr  Bramble  here, 
I  hope  may  know  her. 


)>  Only  a  fac^  &c.— The  above  lioee  marked  with  commas  seem  to  have  been  tkote  which  gave  offence 
to  Kfaig  James. 
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Quick.  No  more  fhan  you,  sir,  at  this  time; 
his  learning  must  pardon  her. 

See.  Wei],  €k>d  pardon  her  for  my  part ;  and 
I  do  ril  be  sviom^  and  so,  Mr  Francis,  here's  to 
all  that  are  going  eastward  to*nigbt  towards 
Cuckold*s-haven;  and  so  to  the  healUi  of  Master 
Bramble. 

Quick.  I  pledge  it,  sir:  hath  it  gone  round, 
captains? 

Sea.  It  has,  sweet  Frank,  and  the  round  closes 
•with  thee. 

Quick.  Well,  sir,  here's  to  all  eastward,  and 
toward  cuckolds,  and  so  to  famous  CuckoldVha- 
^en,  so  fatally  jremembered.  [He  ritet. 

Sir  FeU  Nay,  pray  thee,  cus,  weep  not — Gos- 
«p  Security. 

Sec.  Ay,  my  brave  gossip. 

Sir  Pet.  A  word  I  beseech  you,  sir :  our  friend, 
Blistress  Bramble  here,  is  so  dissolved  in  tears, 
that  she  drowns  the  whole  mirth  of  our  meet- 
ing; sweet  gossip,  take  her  aside,  and  comfort 
•her. 

See.  Pity  of  all  true  love,  Mrs  Bramble,  what 
weep  you  to  enjoy  your  love  i  what's  the  cause, 
iady  ?  first,  because  your  husband  is  so  near,  and 
your  heart  veams,  to  have  a  little  abused  him  ? 
alas  !  alas !  the  offence  is  too  common  to  be  re- 
spected. So  great  a  grace  hath  seldom  chanced 
to  so  unthankful  a  woman,  to  be  rid  of  an  old 
jealous  dotard,  to  enjoy  the  arms  of  a  loving 
young  knight;  that  when  your  prickless  Bramble 
as  withered  with  grief  of  your  loss,  will  make  you 
&mrish  afresh  in  the  bed  of  a  lady. 

Enter  Drawer. 

Draw.  Sir  Petronel,  here's  one  of  your  water- 
men  come  to  tell  you  it  will  be  flood  these  three 
hours,  and  that  it  will  be  dangerous  going  against 
the  tide ;  for  the  sky  is  overcast,  and  there  was  a 
porpoise  even  now  seen  at  London-bridge,  which 
u  always  the  messenger  of  tempests,  he  says. 

Sir  Pet.  A  porpoise  !  what's  that  to  the  pur- 
pose ?  charge  him,  if  he  love  his  life,  to  attend 
os;  can  we  not  reach  Blackwall,  where  my  ship 
lies,  against  the  tide,  and  in  spite  of  tempests  f 
Captains  and  gentlemen,  we'll  begin  a  new  cere- 
mony at  the  beginning  of  our  voyage,  wbicti  I  be- 
lieve will  be  followed  of  all  future  adventurers. 

Sea.  What's  that,  good  Colonel  ? 

Sir  Pet.  This,  Capuin  Seagul :  we'll  have  our 
provided  supper  brought  ^'aboard  Sir  Francis 


Drake's  ship,  that  hath  compassed  the  world, 
where  with  full  cups  and  banquets  we  will  do 
sacrifice  for  a  prosperous  voyage.  My  mind  gives 
me,  that  some  good  spirit  of  the  waters  should 
haunt  the  desart  ribs  of  her,  and  be  auspicious  to 
all  that  honour  her  jnemory,  and  will  with  like 
orgies  enter  their  voyages. 

Sea.  Rarely  conceited !  one  health  more  to  this 

motion,  and  aboard  to  perform  it.    He  that  will 

not  this  night  be  drunk,  may  he  never  be  sober  ! 

[They  compass  in  Winifred,  dance  the 

drunken  roundf  and  drink  carouses. 

Bram.  Sir  Petronel,  and  his  honourable  cap- 
tains, in  these  young  services  we  old  servitors 
may  be  spared  :  we  only  came  to  take  our  leaves, 
and  with  one  health  to  you  all,  I'll  be  bold  to  do 
so.  Here,  neighbour  Security,  to  the  health  of 
Sir  Petronel  and  all  his  captains. 

<S^;  You  must  bend  then.  Master  Bramble ;  so, 
now  I  am  for  you ;  I  have  one  comer  of  my  brain, 
I  hope,  fit  to  bear  one  carouse  more.  Here,  lady, 
to  you  that  are  encompassed  there,  and  are 
asliamed  of  our  company.  Ha,  ha,  ha !  by  my 
troth,  my  learned  counsel,  Master  Bramble,  my 
mind  runs  so  of  Cuckold's* haven  to-night,  that 
my  head  turns  rouud  with  admiration. 

Bram.  But  is  not  that  your  wife,  neighbour? 

Sec.  No,  hj  tay  troth.  Master  Bramble ;  ha,  ha, 
ha !  a  pox  of  all  Cuckolds-havens,  I  say. 

Bram.  I'my  faith,  her  garments  are  exceeding 
like  your  wife's. 

Sec.  CucuUus  nonfacit  monachumf  my  learned 
counsel ;  all  are  not  cuckolds  that  seem  so,  nor 
all  seem  that  are  so.  ■  Give  me  your  hand,  my 
learned  counsel ;  you  and  I  will  sup  somewhere 
else  tlian  at  Sir  Francis  Drake's  ship  to*night. 
Adieu,  my  noble  gossip. 

Bram.  Good  fortune,  brave  captains;  fair  skies 
God  send  ye. 

Omnes.  Farewell,  my  hearts,  farewell. 

Sir  Pet.  Gossip,  laugh  no  more  at  CuckoldV 
haven,  gossip. 

Sec.  I  have  done,  I  have  done,  sir.  Will  you 
lead,  Master  Bramble  ?  ha,  ha,  ha !  [Exit^ 

Sir  Pet.  Captain  Seagul,  charge  a  boat. 

Omnes.  A  boat,  a  boat,  a  boat !         [Exeunt. 

Dram.  You're  in  a  proper  taking  indeed  to 
take  a  boat,  especially  at  this  time  of  night,  and 
against  tide  ana  tempest;  thev  say  that  drunken 
men  never  take  harm ;  this  night  will  try  the  truth 
of  that  proverb.  [^xit^ 


39  Aboard  Sir  Francis  Drake's  sA<p.— After  Sir  Francis  Drake  returned  from  bis  voyage  round  the 
world.  Queen  Elisabeth  went  to  Deptford ;  diaed  onboard  hit  ship, and  conferred  the  boooar  of  kolght- 
hoed  apon  hiai.  She  likewise  gave  directions  for  the  preservation  of  this  ship,  which  was  laid  up  in  the 
river  Thames,  at  Deptford,  where  it  was  cootemplated  for  many  years  with  just  admiration.  The  use  to 
which  it  was  put  at  this  period,  is  plain  from  the  above  passage.  It  was  at  length  broke  up,  and  a  chair 
made  out  of  the  planks  for  John  Davis,  Esq.  was  presented  to  the  University  of  Oxford,  in  the  works 
ff  Abraham  Cowley,  is  an  epigram  on  thu  chain 
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Enter  SECuarrr. 

See.  What,  Wiimy  f  mfe,  I  say  ?  out  of  doors 
at  this  lime!  where  should  I  seek  the  G«d«4ly? 


Billnsmate,  Bitlifigmtei  BUlkigigate  r  9he^r  gone 
with  the  knight,  she^  gone  with  the  kiii|lit;  woie 
he  to  thee,  R)K«g9gate.  A  he»ly  a  boat,  a  boat ! 
A  fall  hundred  nutfkt  for  a  boat !         \Eiemni, 


ACT  IV. 


8CENE  I. 


Enter  Sutgvt,  with  a  pair  qfOx-Bomty  dis- 
covering CuckoltTt-kaien  above. 

Slit,  All  hail^  lair  haven  of  married  men  only ! 
for  there  are  none  but  married  men  cudcoloB. 
For  my  part,  I  presame  not  to  arrive  here,  but  in 
tny  maatei's  behalf,  a  poor  butcher  of  East- 
cheap,  who  sends  me  to  set  op,  in  hononr  of 
Saint  Luke,^  these  necessary  ensigns  of  hb  ho- 
mage ;  and  up  I  gat  this  morning,  .ttios  earW,  to 
net  up  to  the  top  of  this  famous  tree,  that  is  all 
fruit  and  uo  leaves^  to  advance  this  crest  of  my 
master's  occupation.  Uo  then ;  heaven  and  Saint 
Luke  bless  me,  that  I  be  not  blown  into  the 
Thames  as  I  climb  with  this  fiirious  tempest 
'Slight,  I  think  the  devil  be  abroad,  in  likeness  of 
a  scnrm,  to  rob  me  of  my  horns :  hark,  how  he 
roars !  Lord,  what  a  coil  the  Thames  keeps !  she 
bears  some  mrjost  burden,  I  believe,  tnat  she 
kicks  and  oarvets  thus  to  cast  it :  heaven  bless 
all  honest  passengers  that  are  upon  her  back  now ; 
for  the  Uir  is  out  of  her  month,  I  see,  and  she 
will  run  away  with  'em.  So,  so ;  I  think  I  have 
made  it  look  the  right  way ;  it  runs  against  Lon- 
don-brid^  as  it  wens,  even  full-bttt.  And  now 
let  me  discover,  from  this  lofty  prospect,  what 
pranks  the  rude  Thames  pUys  in  her  desperate 

lunacy. O  me,  here^s  a  broat  has  been  cast 

awav  hard  by !  Alas,  alas,  see  one  of  her  pav 
sengern  labouring  for  his  life  to  land  at  this  haten 
here ;  pray  heaven  he  may  recover  it !  His  next 
land  is  even  just  under  me;  holdout  a  little; 
whatsoever  thou  art;  pray,  and  take  a  good  heart 
to  thee.  It  is  a  man ;  take  a  man's  heart  to  thee, 
yet  a  little  farther;  get  up  o'thy  legs,  man;  now 
It  is  shallow  enough  So,  so,  sf>— alas,  he's  down 
a^aia  !  Hold  thy  wind,  father ;  it  is  a  man  in  his 
night*cap.  So»  now  he's  got  up  again ;  now  he's 
past  the  worst.  Thanks  l>e  to  heaven,  he  comes 
towards  me  pretty  and  strongly. 

IT/t/er Security,  without  hit  Hat, in  a  Night'Cap, 
wet  Band,  &c. 

See.  Heaven,  I  beseech  thee,  how  have  I  of- 
fended thee }  where  am  I  cast  ashore  now,  that  I 
mav  go  a  righter  way  home  by  land  ?  Jiet  me  see  ! 
O  I  am  scarce  able  to  look  about  me ;  where  is 
there  any  sea-mark  that  I  am  aoquaintied  withal  ? 


Slit.  Look  up,  father,  are  you  acquaiitled  with 
this  mark  ? 

Sec.  What!  landed  at  Cuckold's-haveo ?  HeH 
and  damnation !  I  will  nm  baek  and  drown  my- 
self. [Hefalli  dowm. 

Slit,  Poor  man,  how  weak  he  is  I  the  weak 
water  has  washed  awav  his  strength. 

Sec.  Landed  at  Cuckold's-haven  !  if  it  had  not 
been  to  die  twenty  times  alive,  I  should  never 
have  *8caped  death.  I  will  never  arise  more;  I 
will  grovel  here,  and  eat  dirt  tiUI  be  choaked ;  I 
will  mtke  the  gentle  earth  do  that  the  cruel  water 
has  denied  me. 

Slit.  Alas,  Kood  father,  be  not  so  desperate  ! 
Rise,  man ;  if  you  will,  I'll  come  preBontly,  and 
lead  you  home. 

iS^.  Home?  shall  I  make  any  know  my  home 
that  has  known  me  thus  abroad  ?  how  low  shall 
I  crouch  away,  that  no  eye  may  see  me?  I  will 
creep  on  the  earth  while  i  live,  and  never  look 
heaven  in  the  face  more.  [Exit  creeping. 

Slit,  What  young  planet  reigns  now,  that  old 
men  are  so  foolish?  what  desperate  young  swag- 
gerer would  have  been  abroad  such  weather  as 
this  upon  the  water  ?  Ah  me,  see  another  remnant 
of  this  unfortunate  shipwredc,  or  some  other ! — 
A  woman,  i'faith !  a  woman !  though  it  be  almost 
at  St  Katharine^s,  I  discern  it  to  be  a  woman ; 
for  all  her  body  is  above  the  water,  and  her 
clothes  swim  about  her  most  handsomely.— 

0  they  bear  her  up  most  bravely!  Has  not 
a  woman  reason  to  love  the  taking  up  of  her 
clothes  the  better  while  she  lives  for  tliis  ?  alas ! 
how  busy  the  rude  Thames  is  about  her?  a  pox 
o'that  Wave;  it  will  drown  her,  i'fkith  it  will 
drown  her !  cry  God  mercy  !  she  has  'scaped  it; 

1  thaak  heaven  she  has  'scaped  it^O,  how  she 
swims  like  a  mermaid  !  some  vigilant  body  look 
out,  and  save  her.  That's  well  said  ;  just  where 
the  priest  f^ll  in,  there's  one  sets  down  a  laddei> 
and  goes  to  take  her  up.  God's  blessing  o'thy 
heart,  boy !  now  take  her  up  in  thy  arms,  and  to 
bed  with  her— She's  up,  sbes  up !  she's  a  beauti- 
ful woman,  I  warrant  her;  the  billows  durst  not 
devour  her. 

Enter  the  Drawer  in  the  Taoem  before,  with 
Winifred. 

Draw.  How  fare  yon  now,  lady? 

Win.  Much  better,  my  goodfrieacly  thaa  I 


^  In  konmtr  of  St  Laitt.— BecauM  of  bli  emblem  the  ox.    S.  P. 
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'  ifitli;  S8  one  datfMriM  df  h«r  fame,  now  my  lift 
is  wesenred. 

JDratm*  Comfort  yooraelf ;  that  fKiwef  that  pre- 
cerved  700  from  death  can  Itkawiie  defend  you 
ftom  infamy,  howsoeter  you  desert*  h*  Were 
not  TOO  one  that  took  boat  late  this  night,  with  a 
kniffht,  and  other  gentlemeni  at  Bitlini|ate ! 

Win.  Unhappy  that  I  am,  I  was. 

Draw.  I  am  elad  it  was  my  good  hap  to  come 
down  thas  far  after  you  to  a  noose  of  my  friend's 
here  in  St  Katharine's,  since  I  am  now  happily 
EMide  a  mean  to  year  rescue  from  the  rotbless 
sempest;  which,  when  yon  took  hoat,  was  so  ex- 
treme, and  the  gentleman  that  brought  you  forth 
to  desperate  and  misober,  that  I  feMed  Ions  ere 
this  I  should  hear  of  your  shipwreck ;  and  ihere* 
fore,  with  little  other  reason,  made  thus  far  this 
way :  and  this  I  must  tell  yon,  since  perhaps  yon 
may  make  ose  of  it,  there  was  hh  bMiind  you  at 
omr  iBvem,  brought  by  a  porter,  hired  by  the 
young  gentleman  that  brought  you,  a  gentle^ 
woman's  gown,  hat,  stockings,  and  shoes ;  which, 
if  they  ^  yours,  and  you  please  to  shift  you, 
taking  a  harcl  bed  here  in  this  house  of  my  friend, 
I  will  presently  go  fetch  'em  jovu 

Win,  Thanks,  my  good  fnend,  for  joor  more 
than  ^ood  news.  The  gown  with  all  things  bound 
with  It  are  mine;  whioi  if  yon  please  to  fetch  as 
yOQ  hare  promised,  1  will  boldly  receive  the  kind 
faronr  yon  hate  ofiercd  till  yonr  return ;  intreat* 
ing  ^ou,  by  all  the  good  you  have  done  In  pre- 
serving me  hitherto,  to  let  none  take  knowledge 
of  wimt  favour  you  do  me ;  or  where  such  a  one 
as  I  am  bestowed,  lest  you  incur  me  much  more 
damage  in  my  fame^  thiHi  you  have  done  me  plea- 
sore  in  preserving  my  Kfe. 

Drmm.  Come  ra,  lady,  and  shift  yourself;  re- 
solve that  nothing  but  your  own  pleasure  shall  be 
used  in  your  discovery. 

Win.  Thank  you,  good  friend ;  tlie  time  may 
come  I  shall  requite  you.  [E^Jteunt 

Slit,  See,  see,  see !  I  hold  my  life  there's  some 
other  a-taking  up  at  Wapping  now !  Look  what 
^^  a  sort  of  people  cluster  about  the  gallows  there ! 
in  good  troth  it  is  so.-— O  me !  a  fine  young  gen- 
tleman !  What,  and  taken  up  at  the  gallows  f 
heaven  grant  he  be  not  one  day  taken  down  there. 
O'roy  life  it  is  ominous :  well,  he  is  delivered  fur 
the  time ;  I  see  the  people  have  all  left  him,  yet 
will  I  keep  my  prospect  a  while,  to  see  if  any 
more  have  been  shipwrecked 

Enter  Quicksilver  bareheaded. 

Quick.  Accursed  that  ever  I  was  saved  or  bom ! 
How  fatal  is  my  sad  arrival  here ! 
As  if  the  stars  and  providence  spake  to  me. 
And  said,  the  drift  of  all  unlawful  courses. 
Whatever  end  they  dare  propose  themselves 


In  frame  of  their  lioentions  policies, 
In  the  firm  order  of  iust  destiny. 
They  are  the  ready  Highways  to  our  mifis. 
I  know  not  what  to  do ;  my  wicked  hopes 
Are,  with  this  temuest,  torn  op  by  the  roots; 
O,  which  way  shall  I  bend  my  desperate  steps^ 
In  which  unsufferable  shame  and  misery 
Will  not  attend  them !  I  will  walk  this  bank, 
And  see  if  I  can  meet  the  other  relicks 
Of  our  poor  shipwrecked  crew,  or  hear  of  them. 
The  knight,  alas !  was  so  far  ^me  with  wine^ 
And  the  other  three,  that  I  refused  their  boat^ 
And  took  the  hapless  woman  in  another. 
Who  cannot  but  be  sunk,  whatever  fortune 
Hath  wrooght  npon  the  others  desperate  lives. 

[Esii. 

Enter  Sir  Petrohsl  Flash  and  Seaovl  bare 
headed. 

Sit  Fet.  ZeUdds^  capcaia  !  I  tell  thee  we  are 
castupo*theooastorFhmee.  '8foot,Ianinotdrunk 
still,  I  hope.  Do*st  remember  where  we  were 
last  night  f 

Sea.  No^  by  my  troth,  knmht,  not  I;  but  me- 
thinks  we  have  been  a  horrible  while  upon  the 
water,  and  in  the  water. 

Sir  Pet.  Ah  me,  we  are  undone  for  everl  haet 
any  money  about  thee  ? 

Sea.  Not  a  penny,  by  heaven ! 

Sir  Pet.  Not  a  peony  betwixt  us,  and  cast 
ashore  in  France ! 

Sea,  Faith;  I  cannot  tell  that;  my  brain%  nor 
mine  eyei^  are  not  mme  own  yet; 

Enter  two  Gentlemen. 

Sir  Pet,  'Sfoot,  wilt  not  believe  me?  I  know 
by  the- elevation  of  the  pole,  and  bv  the  altitude 
and  latitude  of  the  climate,  ■  See,  here  comes  a 
couple  of  French  gentlemen ;  I  knew  we  were  in 
France ;  dost  thou  think  our  Bnglishmen  are  so 
Frendufied,  that  a  man  knows  not  whether  he  be 
in  France  or  in  England  when  he  sees  'em  ?  What 
shall  we  do?  we  must  e'en  to  'em,  and  intreat 
some  relief  of  'ete  c  life  is  sweet,  and  we  have  no 
other  means  to  relieve  our  lives  new  but  their 
charities. 

Seok  Pray  you,  do  yon  beg  on  'em  then ;  yon 
can  speak  French. 

Sir  Pet.  Montieur,plaitt  il  £a!9oirpity  de  nStre 
grand  infortunee :  je  turn  un  pamvre  Chevalier 
(fAngleterre,  gui,asuffri  Cinfortunede  naufrage. 

1  Uent  Un  pauvre  chevalier  (fAngleterre  ¥ 
Sir  Pet.  Outff  monsieur,  CI  ett  trop  vratf  ;  mais 

tout  t^vez  bien,  noutsommet  toussujet  d  fortune, 

2  Oent.  A  poor  knight  of  Entland  f  a  pr/or 
knight  of  Windsor,  are  vou  not  ?  Why  speak  you 
this  broken  French,  when  you're  a  whole  Bng* 
lisbman  ?  on  what  coast  are  you,  think  you  ? 


'9  J  gart—K  number  of  people.  See  Notes  to  Gammer  QuriotCs  Needle,  Vol.  I.  p.  l03.  and  to  The  %e  • 
tamd   part  o/tie  Honest  IVhore  367. 
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1  Gent.  On  the  coast  of  dogft,  sir.  You're  i'the 
Isle  o'Dogs,  I  tell  you.  I  see  youVe  been  washed 
in  the  Thames  here;  and  I  believe  ye  were 
drowned  in  a  tavern  before,  or  else  ^ou  would 
never  have  took  boat  in  such  a  dawning  as  this 
was.  Farewell,  farewell ;  we  will  not  know  you 
for  shaming  of  you.— I  ken  the  man  well ;  he's 
^  one  of  my  thirty  pound  knights. 

9  Gent,  Now  this  is,  he  that  stele  his  knight- 
hood o'  die  grand  day,  for  four  pounds  given  to 
a  page,  all  the  money  in's  purse  1  wot  well. 

[Exeunt. 

Sea.  Death,  cok>nely  I  knew  you  were  over- 
shot! 

Sir  Pet,  Sure  I  think  now  indeed>  captain  Sea- 
^,  vne  were  something  overshot. 

Enter  Quicksilver. 

What !  my  sweet  Frank  Quicksilver !  dost  thou 
sbrvive  to  rejoice  me  ?  But,  what !  nobody  at  thy 
heels.  Frank?  ah  me,  what  is  become  of  poor 
mistress  Security  ? 

Quick,  Faith,  gone  quite  from  her  name,  as  she 
IS  from  her  fame,  I  think;  I  left  her  to  the  mercy 
of  the  water. 

Sea,  Let  her  go,  let  her  go ;  let  us  go  to  our 
ship  as  Blackwall,  and  shift  us. 

Sir  Pet,  Nay,  by  my  troth,  let  our  clothes  rot 
upon  us,  and  let  us  rot  in  them ;  twenty  to  one 
•ur  ship  is  attached  by  Uiis  time.  If  we  set  her 
not  under  sail  this  last  tide,  I  never  looked  for 
any  other.  Woe,  woe  is  me  !  what  shall  be- 
come of  us  ?  the  last  money  we  could  make,  the 
greedy  Thames  has  devoured;  and  if  our  ship  be 
attached,  there  is  no  hope  can  relieve  us. 

Quick,  'Sfoot,  knight,  what  an  unknightly  foint- 
ness  transports  thee?  let  our  ship  sink,  and  all 
the  world  that's  without  us  be  taken  from  u^  I 
hope  I  have  some  tricks  in  this  brain  of  mine 
ihall  not  let  as  perish.       . 

Sea  Well  said,  Frank,  lYaith.  O  my  nimble- 
spirited  Quicksilver!  'Fore  God,  would  thou 
had'st  been  our  colonel ! 

Sir  Pet.  I  like  his  spirit  rarely :  but  I  see  no 
means  he  has  to  support  that  spirit 

Quick,  Go  to,  knight,  I  have  more  means  than 
thou  art  aware  of:  I  have  not  lived  amongst 
goldsmiths  and  goldmakers  all  this  ivhile,  but  I 
Save  learned  something  worthy  of  my  time  with 
them.    And  not  to  let  thee  sink  where  thou 


stand's^  knight,  111  let  thee  know  some  of  my 
skill  presently. 

Sea,  ]>o,  good  Frank,  I  beseech  thee. 

Quick,  ^'  I  will  blanch  copper  so  cunningly,  that  it 
shall  endure  all  proofs,  but  the  test :  it  shall  endure 
malleatibn,  it  snail  have  the  ponderosity  of  Luna, 
and  the  tenacity  of  Luna,  by  no  means  friable. 

Sir  Pet,  'Shght,  where  leamd'st  thou  these 
terms  trow  ? 

Quick,  Tush,  knight,  the  terms  of  this  art 
every  ignorant  quacksalver  is  perfect  in ;  but  III 
tell  ^ou  how  yourself  shall  blanch  copper  thus 
cunningly.  Take  arsenic,  otherwise  called  realga^ 
which  indeed  is  plain  ratsbane,  sublime  them 
three  or  four  times ;  then  take  the  sublimate  of 
this  realga,  and  put  them  into  a  glass,  into  cbymia, 
and  let  them  have  a  convenient  decoction  natu- 
ral four-and-twenty  hours,  and  he  will  become 
perfectly  fixed :  then  take  this  fixed  powder,  and 
project  him  upon  well-purged  copper,  et  habebis 
magitterium. 

Ambo,  Excellent  Frank,  let  us  hue  thee. 

Quick.  Nay  this  I  will  do  besides;  Tli  take 
you  off  twelve  pence  from  every  angel,  with  a 
kind  of  aqua  fortis,  and  never  deface  any  part  of 
the  image. 

Sir  Pet,  But  then  it  will  want  weight. 

Quick.  You  shall  restore  that  thus :  Ti^e  your 
sal  achime  prepared,  and  your  distilled  urine; 
and  let  your  angels  lie  in  it  but  foor-aod-twenty 
hours,  and  they  shall  have  their  perfect  weight 
again.  Come  on  now,  I  hold  this  is  enough  to 
put  some  spirit  into  the  livers  of  you;  TU  untruss 
more  another  time.  We  have  saluted  the  proud 
air  long  enoug,h  with  our  bare  ^  sconces,  now 
will  I  have  you  to  a  wench's  house  of  mine  at 
London ;  there  make  shift  to  shift  us ;  and  after 
take  such  fortunes  as  the  stars  shall  assign  us. 

Ambo,  Notable  Frank,  we  will  ever  adore  thee. 

[Exeunt. 

Enter  Drawer  with  Winifred,  new  attired. 

Win.  Now,  sweet  friend,  you  have  brought  me 
nigh  enough  your  tavern,  which  I  desired  I  might 
with  some  colour  be  seen  near,  enquiring  for  my 
husband ;  who,  I  must  tell  you,  stole  thither  the 
last  night,  with  my  wet  ^own  we  have  left  at  your 
friend's,  which,  to  continue  vour  former  honest 
kindness,  let  me  pray  you  to  keep  close  from  the 
knowledge  of  any;  and  so,  with  all  vows  of  your 


^  Omeofmn  tkirtu  mmnd— This  and  other  passages  ridiculing  the  persons  on  wham  King  J^mcs  con- 
ferred the  honour  of  knighihood,  might  also  beamongst  those  which  gave  offence  to  his  Majesty.  .^"""^ 
Wilson,  in  bis  History  of  Great  Britain,  1G3S,  p.  5.  observes,  that  "  at  this  time  ^'»»^*<*  •'^arrocd  in  every 
comer  { the  sword  ranged  about,  and  men  bowed  in  obedience  to  it  more  In  peace  than  in  war :  tuts  airjr 
f  itle  blew  up  many  a  fair  estate."*  ^.hAnffcs 

4«  1  wiU  blanch  copper  »o  cunningly,  &c.— I  should  suppose  the  following  passages  relaUve  to^»"^8 
produced  in  the  external  appearance  of  metals  were  the  work  of  Jonson,  who  has  displayed  niacniean 
iog  on  the  same  sulycct  in  his  AUhymist^  where  indeed  he  uses  some  of  the  very  terms  of  art  wnica 
meet  with  here.    H, 

♦*  £coac(»,-*beads. 
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requita],  let  me  dow  entreat  yaa  to'  leave  me  to 
mj  woman's  wit  and  fortune. 

Drawer,  All  aball  be  done  you  desire ;  and  so 
all  the  fortune  you  can  wish  for  attend  you. 

[Exit  Drawer, 

Enter  Security. 

•Sec.  I  will  once  more  to  this  unhappy  tavern 
before  I  shift  one  rag  of  me  more,  that  I  may 
there  know  what  is  left  behind,  and  what  news  of 
their  passengers.  I  have  bought  me  a  hat  and 
band  with  the  little  money  I  had  about  me,  and 
made  the  streets  a  little  leave  staring  at  my  night- 
cap. 

Win.  O  my  dear  husband !  where  have  you 
been  to-night  ?  all  night  abroad  at  a  tavern  ?  rob 
me  of  my  garments ;  and  fare  as  one  run  away 
from  me  ?  Alas !  is  this  seemly  for  a  man  of  your 
credit?  of  your  age,  and  affection  to  your  wife? 

Sec,  WKat  should  I  say?  how  miraculously 
sorts  this  ?  Was  not  I  at  home,  and  called  thee 
last  night  ? 

Win,  Yes,  sir,  the  harmless  sleep  ^on  broke, 
and  ray  answer  to  you  would  have  witnessed  it, 
if  you  had  had  the  patience  to  have  stayed  and 
answered  me ;  but  your  so  sudden  retreat  made 
me  imagine  you  were  gone  to  Mr  Bramble's; 
and  so  I  rested  patient  and  hopeful  of  your 
coming  again,  till  this  your  unbelieved  absence 
brought  me  abroad,  with  no  less  than  wonder,  to 
seek  you  where  the  false  knight  had  carried 
yon. 

Sec  Villain  and  monster  that  I  was,  how  have 
I  abused  thee  I  I  was  suddenly  gone  indeed  !  for 
my  sudden  jealousy  transferred  me ; — I  will  say 
BO  more  but  this,  dear  wife,  I  suspected  thee. 

Win.  Did  you  suspect  me  ? 

Sec.  Talk  not  of  it,  I  beseech  thee :  I  am 
ashamed  to  imagine  it ;  I  will  home,  I  will  home, 
and  every  morning  on  my  knees  ask  thee  heartily 
forgiveness.  [Exeunt. 

SUt.  Now  will  I  descend  my  honourable  pros- 
pect ;  the  farthest  seeing  sea-mark  of  the  world ; 
no  marvel  then  if  I  could  see  two  miles  about  me. 
I  hope  the  red  tempest's  anger  be  now  overblown ; 
which  sore,  I  think,  heaven  sent  as  a  punishment 
for  ^  profaning  holy  St  Luke's  memory  with  so 
ridiculous  a  custom.  Thou  dishonest  satire,  fare- 
well to  honest  married  men !  farewell  to  all  sorts 
and  degrees  of  thee !  Farewell  thou  horn  of  hun- 
ger, that  call'st  the  inns  o'  court  to  their  manger ! 
Farewell  thou  horn  of  abundance,  that  adomest 
the  beadsmen  of  the  commonwealth !  Farewell 


thou  horn  of  direction,  that  is  the  a  ty  Itfnthom ! 
Farewell  thou  horn  of  pleasure,  the  ensign  of  the 
huntsman  !  Farewell  thou  horn  of  destiny,  the  en- 
sign of  the  married  man !  Farewell  thou  bom- 
tree,  that  bearest  nothing  but  stone-fruit 

[Exit. 

Enter  Tovcbstove. 

Touch,  Ha,  sirrah !  thinks  my  knight  adventurer 
that  we  ken  no  point  of  our  compass  ?  do  we  not 
know  north  north-east?  north-east,  and  by  east? 
east,  and  by  north?  nor  plain  eastward?  Ha! 
have  we  never  heard  of  Virginia  ?  nor  the  Caval^ 
laria?  Bor  the  Colonoria?  cait  we  discover  no 
discoveries  ?  Well,  mine  errant  Sir  Flash,  and  my 
runnagate  Quicksilver,  you  may  drink  drunl^ 
crack  cans,  hurl  away  a  brown  dozen  of  Moo- 
mouth  caps  or  so,  in  sea-ceremony  to  your  bon 
voyage ;  but  for  reaching  any  coast,  save  the  coast 
of  Kent  or  Essex,  with  this  ude,  or  with  this  fleet, 
I'll  be  your  warrant  for  a  Gravesend  toast* 
There's  that  gone  afore  will  stay  your  admiral, 
and  vice-admiral,  and  rear-admiral,  were  the^  all, 
as  they  are,  but  one  pinnace,  and  under  sail,  as 
well  as  a  remora,  ^'  doubt  it  not ;  and  from  this 
sconce,  without  either  powder  or  shot.  Workup^ 
on  that  now.  Nay,  and  you'll  shew  tricks,  w^ll 
vie**  with  you  a  little.  My  daughter,  his  lady, 
was  sent  eastward  by  land  to  a  castle  of  his  i'the 
sdr,  in  what  region  I  know  not;  and,  as  I  hear^ 
was  glad  to  take  up  her  lodging  in  her  coach; 
she,  and  her  two  waiting-women,  her  maid,  and 
her  mother,  like  three  snails  in  a  shell,  and  the 
coachman  a  top  of  'em,  I  think.  Since,  they  have 
all  found  the  way  back  again,  by  weeping  cross. 
But  I'll  not  see  'em.  And  for  two  ot  *em,  ma- 
dam and  her  malkin,  they  are  like  to  bite  o'  the 
bridle  for  William,  as  the  poor  horses  hate  done 
all  this  while  that  hurried  'em,  or  else  to  graze  o' 
the  common :  so  should  my  dame  Touchstone 
too;  but  she  has  been  my  cross  these  thirty 
years,  and  Til  now  keep  her  to  fright  away  sprites, 
I'faith.  I  wonder  I  hear  no  news  of  my  son  Gold- 
ing ;  be  was  sent  for  to  the  Guild-hall  this  morn- 
ing betimes,  and  I  marvel  at  the  matter :  If  I  had 
not  laid  up  comfort  and  hope  in  him,  I  should 
grow  desperate  of  all.  See,  he  is  come  ^^  i'  my 
thought ! — How  now,  son,  what  news  at  the  court 
of  aldermen  ? 

Enter  Golding. 

Gold.  Troth,  sir,  an  accident  somewhat  strange ; 
else,  it  haih  little  in  it  worth  the  reporting. 


^  Profaning  holy  St  Luke*t  memory  with  so  ridiculom  a  custom. — Horn-Fair,  at  Charlton,  is  held  on  Si. 
Loke's  Day.    N. 
43  Remor€.—Sce  Note  28  to  The  City  Match. 
^  Vfe—A  term  at  the  game  of  Gleek. 
^s  r  my  thouglU-^Ai  the  lasUmU    S.  P« 
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Tcuck  What?  it  b  not  borrowing  of  money 
then? 

Goiti.  Noy  sir;  it  hath  pleaMd  the  wonhipfal 
CDDnnoaers  of  the  city,  to  take  me  one  i'  toeir 
namber  at  preienlation  of  the  inqoett 

IbacA.  Ha ! 

Gold.  And  the  alderman  of  the  ward,  wherein 
I  dwelli  to  appoint  me  his  deputy. 

Touch.  Eoml 
^  Gold.  In  whieh  place,  I  have  had  an  oath  mi* 
oiftered  to  me  since  I  went. 

Touch.  Now,  mj  dear  and  happy  ton !  let  me 
loss  diy  new  worship^  and  a  little  ooatt  mine  own 
happinew  in  thee.  What  a  fortune  was  it,  or 
nib^f  mr  judgment  indeed,  for  me,  first  to  see 
^at  in  ms  disposition  which  a  whole  city  so  con- 
spires to  second !  Ta'en  into  the  Xvtm  of  his  com« 
psny  the  first  day  of  his  freedom !  now,  not  a 
week  married,  chosen  commoner  and  alderman's 
d^ty  in  a  day !  nought  but  the  reward  of  a 
thrifty  course;  the  wonder  of  his  time  1  Well,  I 
will  honour  Mr  Alderman  for  this  act,  as  becomes 
me;  and  shall  think  the  better  of  the  common 
council's  wisdom  and  worship  while  1  live,  for 
Ihns  meeting,  or  but  coming  wtei  me,  in  the  opi* 
nion  of  his  desert  Forward,  my  sufficient  son; 
and  as  this  is  the  first,  so  esteem  it  the  least  step 
to  that  hidi  and  prime  honour  thac  expects  thee. 

GoUL  8ir,  as  I  was  not  ambitious  ot  this,  so  I 
coTet  no  higher  place;  it  hath  dignity  enough,  if 
k  will  but  save  me  from  contempt ;  and  I  bad 
rather  my  bearing  in  this,  or  any  other  office, 
should  add  worth  to  i^  than  the  place  give  the 
least  opinion  to  me. 

Touch.  Excellently  spoken !  This  modest  an- 
swer of  thine  blushes,  as  if  it  said,  I  will  wear 
scarlet  shortly.  Worshipful  son,  I  cannot  contain 
myself,  1  nuist  tell  thee,  I  hope  to  see  thee  one 
o*  the  monuments  of  our  oty,  and  reckoned 
amoQ^  her  worthies,  to  be  remembered  the  same 
day  with  the  Lady  Ramsay,^  and  grave  Gre- 
sham,  ^^  when  the  famous  fable  of  Whittington^ 
and  bis  puH  shall  be  forgotten,  and  thou  and  thy 
acts  become  the  posies  for  hospitals;  when  thy 
same  shall  be  written  upon  conduits,  and  thy 
deeds  played  i'  thy  lifetime  by  the  best  company 
ef  actors,  and  be  called  their  Get-penny.  This  X 
divine  and  prophecy. 

Gold.  Sir,  engage  not  your  expectation  farther 
than  my  abilities  will  answer :  I,  that  know  my 
own  strength,  fear  *em ;  and  there  is  so  seldom 
%  loss  in  promisiiig  the  least,  that  commonly  it 


brings  witii  it  a  welcome  deceit  I  have  other 
news  for  you,  sir. 

Touch.  None  more  welcome,  I  am  sure. 

Gold.  They  have  their  degree  of  welcome,  I 
dare  affirm.  The  colonel,  and  all  his  company, 
this  morning  putting  forth  drunk  from  Billins- 
gate,  had  like  to  have  been  cast  away  on  this  side 
Greenwich ;  and,  as  I  have  intelligence  by  a  false 
brother,  are  come  dropping  to  town  like  so  many 
masterless  men,  i'their  doublets  and  hose,  witl^ 
out  hat  or  cloak,  or  any  other 

Touch.  A  miracle!  the  justice  of  heaven! 
Where  are  they  ?  let^s  go  presently  and  lay  for 
Vm. 

Gold.  I  have  done  that  already,  sir,  both  by 
constables  and  other  officers ;  who  shall  take  'em 
at  their  old  anchor,  and  with  less  tmnult  or  sns- 

I>idon  than  if  yourself  were  seen  in't,  under  co- 
our  of  a  great  press  that  is  now  abroad,  and  they 
shall  here  be  brought  afore  me. 

Touch.  Prudent  and  politic  son !  Disgrace  'em 
all  that  ever  thou  canst;  their  ship  I  have  al  rea- 
dy arrested.  How  to  my  wish  it  falls  out,  that 
thou  hast  the  place  of  a  justioer  upon  thena !  I 
am  parUy  glad  of  the  injury  done  to  me,  that  thou 
may'st  punish  it  Be  severe  i'  thy  place,  like  a 
new  officer  of  the  first  quarter,  unreflected.  Tou 
hear  how  our  lady  is  come  back  with  her  train 
from  the  invisible  castle  ? 

Gold.  No ;  where  is  she  ? 

T6uch.  Within ;  but  I  ha'  not  seen  her  yet,  nor 
her  mother:  who  now  begins  to  wish  her  daughter 
undobbed,  they  say;  and  that  she  had  walked  a 
foot-pace  with  her  sister. — Here  they  come,  stand 
back* 

Enter  Mrs  Touchstone,  Girtred,  Mildrxd, 
Stndefy. 

God  save  your  ladyship !  save  your  good  ladyship ! 
Your  ladyship  is  welcome  from  your  enchanted 
castle,  so  aro^rour  beauteous  retinue.  I  hear  your 
knight-errant  is  travelled  on  strange  adventures : 
Surely,  in  my  mind,3fOtir  ladyMp  hath  fithcd  fair ^ 
and  caught  ufrog,  as  the  saying  is. 

3fri  Touch.  Sj^sak  to  your  father,  madam,  and 
kneel  down. 

Gir,  Kneel  ?  I  hope  1  am  not  brought  so  low 
yet :  thourii  my  knicht  be  run  away,  and  has  sold 
my  land,  I  am  a  lady  still. 

Touch,  Your  ladyship  says  true,  madam ;  and 
it  is  fitter,  and  a  greater  decorum,  that  I  should 
courtesy  to  you  tmt  are  a  knight's  wife,  and  a 


^  Ladjf  JKomMy— This  was  Lady  Mary  Ramsay,  wife  of  Sir  Thomas  Ramsay,  aldennan  and  lord-mayor 
of  London  la  1577.  Her  bene&ctioM  are  mentioned  in  8tow*8  .Survey.  See  Strype's  edition,  1723^,  B.  I. 
p.«78. 

^7  Grave  Gretibna. — Sir  Thomas  Greiham,  builder  of  the  Royal  Exchange. 

^  The  famous  fabU  of  9rhm'mgton  and  Aif  jpaft^— See  Ltam*!  Collection  of  Old  Ballads,  Vol.  I.  p.  292, 
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Ikdj,  than  jrou  be  brougTit  o'  youir  knees  to  me, 
who  am  a  poor  cullion,^  and  vour  father. 

dr.  La !  my  father  knows  his  duty. 

Mrs  Touch,  O  child! 

Touch,  And  therefore  I  do  desire  your  lady- 
iSiip^  my  good  Lady  Flash,  in  all  humility,  to  de- 
part my  obscure  cottage;  and  return  in  quest  of 
your  bright  and  most  transparent  castle,  koaeter 
at  present  concealed  to  mortal  eyes.  And  as  for 
one  poor  woman  of  your  train  here,  I  will  take 
that  order^  she  shall  no  longer  be  a  charge  unto 
joii,  nor  help  to  spend  your  ladyship :  she  shall 
stay  at  home  with  me ;  and  not  go  abroad,  nor 
pot  you  to  the  pawning  of  an  odd  coach-liorse,  or 
three  wheels,  but  take  part  with  the  Touchstone ; 
if  we  lack,  we  will  not  complain  to  your  ladyship. 
And  so,  good  madam,  with  your  damsel  here, 
please  you  to  let  us  see  your  straight  backs  in 
equipage;  for  truly  here  is  no  roost  for  such 
diickeos  as  you  are,  or  birds  o'  your  feather>  if  it 
likeyonr  ladyship. 

Gir  Marry,  fyst'**  o*  your  kindness!  I  thought 
as  much.— Come  awav,  Synne;  we  shall  as  soon 
get  a  fart  from  a  dead  man,  as  a  farthing  out  of 
courtesy  here. 

MIL  0,  good  ^ter  I 

Gir,  Sister,  sirreverence.--Come  away,  I  say; 
hanger  drops  out  at  his  nose. 

Gold-  O,  madam,  yair  wpords  never  hurt  the 
Coitftce. 

Crtf*.  How  say  you  by  that?  you  come  out 
with  your  gold  ends  now  ! 

Mrs  ToucK  Stay,  lady  daughter :— ^ood  hus- 
band. 

Touch,  Wife,  no  man  loves  his  fetters,  be  they 
made  of  gold.  I  list  not  ha'  my  head  fastened 
under  my  child's  girdle.  As  she  has  brewed,  so 
let  her  drink,  o'  Goid's  name ;  she  went  witless  to 
wedding,  now  she  may  go  wisely  a  begsing.  It 
is  but  honey-moon  yet  with  her  ladyship:  She 
has  ooQch-borses,  apparel,  jewels,  vet  left;  she 
needs  care  for  no  friends,  nor  take  Lnow ledge  of 
father,  mother,  brother,  sister,  or  any  body: 
when  those  are  pawned  or  spent,  perhaps  we 
shall  return  mto  the  list  of  her  acquaintance. 

Gir.  I  scorn  it,  lYaith. — Come,  Synne ! 

[Ejcit  GiRTRED. 

Mrs  Touch,  O,  modam^  why  do  you  provoke 
your  father  thus  ? 

Touch,  Nay,  nay,  e'en  let  pride  go  afore,  shame 
will  follow  after,  I  warrant  you.  Come,  why 
dost  thou  weep  now  ?  thou  art  not  the  first  good 
cow  has  had  an  ill  calf,  I  trust— What's  the  news 
with  that  fellow? 


Enter  Constable. 

Gold,  Sir,  the  knight  and  your  man  Quicksilver 
are  without,  will  you  have  'em  brought  in  ? 

Touch,  O,  by  any  means.  And,  son,  here's  a 
chair ;  appear  terrible  unto  'eui  on  the  first  im 
terview.  Let  them  behold  the  melaiicholy  of  a 
magistrate,  and  taste  the  fury  of  a  citizen  in  of- 
fice. 

Gold.  Why,  sir,  I  can  do  nothing  to  'cm,  €9t« 
cept  you  chaixe  'em  with  somewhat. 

Touch,  I  will  charge  'em  and  recharge  'em,  ra« 
tber  than  authoritv  should  want  foil  to  set  it  oflT. 

Gold,  No,  goocf  sir,  I  will  not. 

Tbttc^  Son,  it  is  your  place ;  by  any  means. 

Gold,  Believe  it,  I  will  not,  sir. 

Enter  Sir  Fetronel  Flash,  QuiCKSitvEB, 
Constable^  Officers. 

Sir  Pet,  How  misfortune  pursues  us  still  in  oUr 
misery ! 

Quick,  Would  it  had  been  my  fortune  to  have 
been  trassed  up  at  Wapping,  rather  than  ever  ha' 
come  here ! 

Sir  Pet.  Or  mine,  to  have  famished  in  the 
island.'* 

Quick.  Must  Crolding  sit  upon  us  ? 

Con.  You  might  carry  an  M  under  your  girdle, 
to  Mr  Deputy's  worship. 

Gold.  What  are  those,  Mr  Constable? 

Con.  An't  please  your  worship,  a  couple  bf 
masterless  men  I  pressed  for  tho  Low  Countries, 
sir. 

Gold.  Why  don't  you  carry  them  to  bridewell, 
according  to  your  order,  that  they  may  be  ship- 
ped away  ? 

Con^  An't  please  your  worship,  one  of  'em  says 
he  is  a  knight;  and  we  thought  good  to  shew  htm 
your  worship  for  our  discharge. 

Gold,  Which  is  he? 

Con.  This,  sir. 

Qold.  And  what's  the  other? 

Con.  A  knight's  fellow,  sir,  an't  please  you. 

Gold,  What,  a  knight  and  his  fellow  thus  ac- 
coutred !  Where  are  their  hats  and  feathers,  their 
rapiers  and  cloaks  ? 

Quick.  O,  they  mock  us. 

Con.  Nay,  truly,  sir,  they  had  cast  both  their 
feathers  and  hats  too  before  we  did  see  'em.— 
Here's  all  their  furniture,  an*t  please  you,  that 
we  found.  They  say,  knights  are  now  to  be  known 
without  feathers,  like  cQckrels  by  their  spurs,  sir. 

Gold,  What  are  their  names,  say  they  ? 


*•  J  poor  cttttioHy'-CoglUHie,  Ital.  a  booby.    S. 
See  ffote  87  to  Gammer  Ourtons  Needle^  VoU  I.  p.  !25. 

'^  Fjftt  0*  your  kindness — Fyst  is  a  corruption  of/bj/s/,  the  participle  of  which  has  been  already  applied 
to  a  lady^s  dog  in  this  comedy.    S. 
*■  In  the  isiond.— i.  c.  the  Islaad  of  Dogs.    S.  P. 
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Ihuch.  Very  tvcil  this.    He  should  not  take 
knowledge  of  eft)  in  his  place,  indeed. 

Con,  This  is  Sir  Petroiiel  Flash. 

Touch.  How ! 

Con.  And  this  Francis  Quicksilver. 

Touch,  Is*t  possible  ?  I  thought  your  worship 
"  had  been  gone  for  Virginia,  sir;  you  are  welcome 
home,  sir  Your  worship  has  made  a  quick  re- 
turn, it  seems;  and  no  doubt  a  good  voyage. 
Nay,  pray  you  be  covered,  sir.  IIow  did  your 
biscuit  hold  out,  sir  ? — Methou«iht  I  had  seen  this 
gentleman  afore;  good  Mr  Quick*»ilver !  how  a 
degree  to  the  southward  has  changed  you  ! 

Gold.  Do  you  know  'em,  father  ?  Forbear  your 
offers  a  little^  you  shall  be  heard  anon. 

Touch,  Yes,  Mr  Deputy ;  I  had  a  small  ven- 
ture with  them  in  the  voyage;  a  thing  called  a 
son-in>law,  or  so.  Officers,  you  may  let  *em  stand 
alone  ;  they  will  not  run  away ;  Til  give  my  word 
for  them.  A  couple  of  very  honest  gentlemen. 
One  of  *em  was  my  prentice,  Mr  Quicksilver  here; 
and,  when  he  had  two  years  to  serve,  kept  his 
%vhore  and  his  bunting  nag ;  would  play  hi>  hun- 
dred pouuds  at  Gresco  or  Primero,  as  familiarly, 
and  all  o*  my  purse,  as  any  bright  piece  of  crim- 
son on  'em  all ;  had  his  changeable  trunks  of  ap- 
parel, standing  mt  livery  with  his  mare;  his  chest 
of  perfumed  linen,  and  his  bathing  tubs ;  which 
when  I  told  him  of,  why  he,  he  was  a  gentleman, 
and  I  a  poor  Cheapside  groom.  The  remedy  was, 
we  must  part.  Since  when,  he  hath  had  the  gift 
of  gathermg  up  some  small  parcels  of  mine,  to 
the  value  of  five  hundred  pounds,  dispersed 
among  my  customers,  to  furnish  this  his  Virginian 
venture;  wherein  this  knight  was  the  chief,  Sir 
Flash  :  on^  tliat  married  a  daughter  of  mine ;  la- 
dified  her;  turned  two  thousand  pounds  worth  of 
good  land  of  her  s  into  cash  within  the  first  week ; 
bought  her  a  new  gown  and  a  coach ;  sent  her 
to  seek  her  fortune  by  land,  whilst  himself  pre- 
pared for  his  fortune  by  sea ;  took  in  fresh  flesh 
at  Billinsgare,  for  his  own  diet,  to  serve  him  the 
whole  voyage,  the  wife  of  a  certain  usurer  called 
Security,  who  hath  been  the  broker  for  ^em  in  all 
this  business.  Please,  Mr  Deputy,  work  vpon 
that  now. 

Gold.  If  my  worshipful  father  have  ended^ — 

Touch,  I  have,  it  shall  please  Mr  Deputy. 

Gold,  Well,  then,  under  correction, — 

Touch,  Now,  son,  come  ovc-r  'em  with  some 
fine  gird ;  ta  thus,  Knif^htf  you  shall  be  encoun- 
tered, that  is,  had  to  the  Counter;  or,  Quicksilver, 
1  will  put  you  in  a  crucible,  or  so. 

Gold,  Sir  Petronel  Flush,  I  am  sorry  to  see 
kuch  flashes  as  these  proceed  from  a  gentleman 


of  your  Quality  and  rank ;  for  mine  own  part^  t 
could  wisn  I  could  say  I  could  not  see  theih; 
but  such  is  the  misery  of  ibugistrates,  akid  men  in 
place,  that  they  must  not  wink  at  offenders.  Take 
him  aside ;  I  will  hear  you  anon,  sir. 

Touch.  I  like  this  well  yet :  there's  some  grace 
i'lhe  knight  left,  he  cries. 

Gold.  Francis  Quicksilver,  would  God  thou 
had*st  turned  Quacksalver,  rather  than  run  into 
these  dissolute  and  lewd  courses.  It  is  great  pi- 
ty ;  thou  art  a  proper  young  man ;  of  an  honest 
and  clean  face,  somewhat  near  a  good  one ;  God 
hath  done  his  part  to  thee ;  but  thou  hast  made 
too  much,  and  been  too  proud  of  that  face,  with 
the  rest  of  f  hy  body ;  for  maintenance  of  which 
in  neat  and  garish  attire,  only  to  be  looked  upon 
by  some  light  housewives,  thou  hast  prodi^ty 
consumed  much  of  thy  master's  estate :  and  be- 
ing by  him  gently  admonished,  at  several  times, 
hast  turned  thyself  haughty  and  rebellious  in 
thine  answers;  thundering  out  uncivil  compari* 
sons ;  requiting  all  his  kindness  with  a  coarse  and 
harsh  behaviour;  never  returning  thanks  for  any 
one  benefit,  but  receiving  all  as  if  they  had  been 
debts  to  thee,  and  no  courtesies.  I  must  tell  thee, 
Francis,  these  are  manifest  signs  of  an  ill  nature ; 
and  God  doth  often  punish  such  pride  and  out' 
recuidmnce  '^  with  scorn  and  infamy,  which  is  the 
worst  of  misfortune.  My  worshipful  father,  whirt 
do  you  please  to  charge  them  witbal  ?  From  the 
press  I  will  free  'em,  Mr  Constable. 
Con,  Then  I'll  leave  your  worship,  sir. 
Gold,  No,  you  may  stay;  there  will  be  other 
matters  against  'em. 

Touch,  Sir,  I  do  charae  this  gallant,  Mr  Quick- 
silver, on  suspicion  of  felony ;  and  the  knight,  aa 
being  accessary  in  the  receipt  of  my  goods. 
Quick,  O,  good  sir ! 

Touch.  Hold  thy  peace,  impudent  variet,  ht>ld 
thy  peace  !  with  what  forehead  or  face  do'st  thou 
offer  to  chop  logic  with  roe,  having  run  such  a 
race  of  riot  as  thou  hast  done  ?  Does  not  the  sight 
of  this  worshipful  man's  fortune  and  temper  con- 
found thee,  that  was  thy  younger  fellow  in  house- 
hold, aud  now  come  to  have  the  place  of  a  judge 
upon  thee  ?  Do'st  not  observe  this  ^  which  of  all 
thy  gallants  and  gamesters,  thy  swearers  and  thy 
swaggerers,  will  come  now  to  moan  thy  misfor- 
tune, or  pity  thy  penury  ?  They'll  look  out  at  a 
window  as  thou  rid'st  in  triumph  to  Tyburn,  and 
cry,  Yonder  coes  honest  Frank,  mad  Quicksilver! 
He  was  a  free  boon  companion,  when  he  had 
money,  says  ont ;  hai;g  him,  fool,  says  another, 
he  could  not  keep  it  when  he  had  it.  A  pox  o*the 
culliou  his  master,  says  a  third,  he  lias  brought 


'*  Outrecuidance — i.  e.  overweening,  overp resumption.  So,  in  Ben  Jensen's  Cynthia^t  Revets^  A.  5.  S.  2 : 
**  Jt  is  fetraoge  outrecuidance  !  your  humour  too  much  redoundeth.'* 

Brome's  Mad  Couple  KtU  Matr.hid,  A.  1.  S.  I :  *•  I  speak  not  this  in  the  behalfe  of  any  dignity  in  me, 
but  thai  yon  thould  overwcen  that  I  had  ability  to  wrasHe  any  more  with  your  overgrateful  unkle  io  year 
bcbalfe.    Therein  was  yoor  outrecuidance*" 
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1dm  to  this.  When  their  pox  of  pleasure,  and 
their  piles  of  perdition,  would  have  been  better 
bestowed  upon  thee,  that  hast  ventured  for  'em 
with  the  best ;  and,  by  the  due  of  thy  knavery, 
brought  thyself  weeping  to  the  cart  of  calamity. 

Quick.  Worshipful  master ! 

Touck,  Offer  not  to  speak,  crocodile;  I  will 
not  hear  a  sound  come  from  thee.  Thou  hast 
learned  to  whine  at  the  play  yonder.  Mr  Deputy, 
pray  you  commit  'em  both  to  safe  custody,  till  1 
be  able  farther  to  charge  'era. 

Quick.  O  me,  what  an  unfortunate  thing  am  I ! 

Sir  Pet,  "  Will  you  not  take  security,  sir  ? 

Touch,  Yes,  marry  will  I,  sir  Flash,  if  I  can 
find  him ;  and  charge  him  as  deep  as  the  best  on 


you.  He  has  been  the  plotter  of  all  this  s  he  is 
your  engineer,  I  hear.  Mr  Deputy,  you'll  dispose 
of  these?  In  the  mean  time,  ril  to  my  lord-mayor 
and  get  his  warrant  to  seize  that  serpent  Security 
into  mv  hands ;  and  seal  up  both  hoUse  and  goods 
to  the  kind's  use,  or  my  satisfaction. 

Gold,  Officers,  take  'em  to  the  Counter. 

Quick,  and  Sir  Pet.  Oh  God  ! 

Touch,  Nay,  on,  on  :  you  see  the  issue  of  your 
sloth :  of  sloth  cometh  pleasure ;  of  pleasure 
cometh  riot;  of  riot  comes  whorini;;  of  whoring 
comes  spending;  of  spending  comes  want;  of 
want  comes  theft ;  of  theft  comes  lianging ;  and 
there  is  my  Quicksilver  fixed. 

[Exeunt, 


ACT  V, 


SCENE  I. 

Enter  Girtred  and  Stndefy. 

■  Oir.  Ah,  Synne !  hast  thou  ever  read  i'the 
chronicle  of  any  lady  and  her  waiting-woman 
driven  to  that  extremity  that  we  are,  Synne  ? 

Sifn,  Not  I  truly,  madam ;  and  if  I  had,  it  were 
but  cold  comfort  should  come  out  of  books  now. 

Gir.  Why,  p*Kxl  faith,  Syii,  I  could  dine  with 
a  lamentable  story  now  ;  0  hone  hone,  O  no  nera, 
&c    Can'st  thou  tell  ne'er  a  one,  Syn? 

Syn,  None  but  mine  own,  madam;  which  is 
lamentable  enough :  first,  to  he  stolen  from  my 
friends,  which  were  worshipful,  and  of  good  ac- 
count, by  a  'prentice  in  the  habit  and  disguise  of 
a  gentleman;  and  here  brought  up  to  London, 
and  promised  marriage ;  and  now  likely  to  be  for- 
saken ;  for  be  is  in  a  possibility  to  be  hanged. 

Gir,  Nay,  weep  not,  good  Synne.  My  Petronel 
is  in  as  good  possibility  as  he.  Thy  miseries  are 
nothing  to  nune,  Synne.  I  lyas  more  than  pro- 
mised marriage,  Synne ;  I  had  it,  Synne ;  and  was 
made  a  lady;  and  by  a  knight,  Syn;  which  is 
now  as  good  as  no  knight,  Syn.  And  I  was  born 
in  London ;  which  is  more  than  brought  up,  Syn; 
and  already  forsaken,  which  is  past  likelihood, 
Syn ;  and,  mstead  of  land  i'the  country,  ^\\  my 


knight's  living  lies  i'the  Counter,  Syo ;  there's  his 
castle  now. 

5vn.^ Which  he  cannot  be  forced  out  of,  mndam. 

Oir.  Yes,  if  he  would  live  hungry  a  week  or 
two;  Hunger,  they  say,  breaks  stone  walls. 
Bui  he  is  een  well  enough  served,  Syn,  that  so 
soon  as  ever  he  had  got  my  hand  to  the  sate  of 
my  inheritance,  ran  away  from  me,  as  I  had  been 
his  punk,  God  bless  us !  Would  the  knight  of  the 
the  Sun,  or  Palmerin  of  England,  have  used  their 
Mies  so,  Synne?  or  sir  lAucelot!  or  sir  Tris- 
tram ? 

Syn.  I  do  not  know,  madam. 

Gir.  Then  thou  knowest  nothing,  Syn.  Thou 
art  a  fool,  Syn.  The  knighthood  now-a-days  are 
nothing  like  the  knighthood  of  old  time.  They 
rid  a  horseback ;  ours  go  afwjt.  They  were  at- 
tended by  their  'sfjuiras ;  ours  by  their  ladies. 
They  went  buckled  m  their  armour;  ours  muffled 
in  their  cloaks.  They  traveled  wildernesses  and 
deserts ;  ours  dare  scaree  walk  the  streets.  They 
were  still  '*  prest  to  engage  their  honour;  ours 
ready  to  pawn  their  clothes.  They  would  gallop 
on  at  sight  of  a  monster ;  ours  run  away  at  sight 
of  a  segeant.  They  would  help  poor  ladies ;  oars 
make  poor  ladies. 

Sj/n,  Ay,  madam ;  they  ^cre  '*  knights  of  the 
Round  Table  at  Winchester,  that  sought  adven- 


'^  Will  you  not  take  tecurity^  sir? — Sir  Petronel  means,  will  you  not  take  bail?  but  Touchstone  wll- 
faily  misuBderstands  him  of  Mr  Security  tke  usurer.     S.  P. 

^*  Freit-^ready.    See  Note  to  ihe  Four  P'*,  Vol.  I.  p.  11. 

'^  Knights  of  the  Round  Table  at  Winchester — la  the  Sessions^hall  at  Winchester,  a  large  circular  table, 
cootaioing  the  portraits  of  Arthur's  knights,  is  fastened  up  aj^ainst  the  wall.    S. 

Avery  learned  antiquariaii,  aod  polite  scholar,  speaks  of  this  rouod  table  in  the  foUowiog  manner : 
"  At  the  end  hangs  what  is  commonly  called  King  Arthur's  Hound  Ttthle,  which  is  cighteeo  feet  in  dia- 
meter. It  would  be  needless  to  multiply  authorities  for  a  proof  that  this  table  is  of  modera  date.  How- 
ever, it  is  of  higher  aotiquity  than  it  is  commonly  supposed  to  be';  for  I'aulus  Jovius,  who  wrote  above 
two  hondred  years  ago,  relate?,  that  it  was  shewn  to  the  l-mpcror  Charles  V.,  and  that  at  that  time  roa- 
9y  marks  of  its  antiquity  had  been  destroyed ;  the  names  of  the  knights  having  been  then  just  written 
afresh,  aod  the  whole  table,  with  its  ornaments,  newly  repaired.  Tournaments  being  often  held  at  Wia" 
Chester  before  the  court  and  parliau^ent,  this  table  mirbt  ppbably  have  been  used  on  those  oc(;as|oo8  fvr 
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torer ;  but  these  of  tht  Sqaare-table  at  ordmariesy 
that  sit  nt  bnzard. 

Gir^  True,  Syn;  let  them  vanish.  And  tell 
ne,  what  sliall  we  pawn  next  ? 

Sjfn*  Ay,  marry,  madam,  a  timely  considera- 
tion ;  for  our  hostess,  profane  woman !  has  sworn 
^^  by  bread  and  sait,  she  will  not  trust  us  another 
menl. 

Gir,  Let  it  stink  in  her  hand  then ;  Til  not  be 
beholden  to  her.  Let  me  see ;  my  jetfeis  be  gone, 
and  my  gnwn ;  and  my  red  velvet  petticoat,  that 
I  was  married  in ;  and  my  wedding  silk  stodkings^ 
and  all  thy  best  apparel,  poor  Syn.  Good  faith, 
rather  than  thou  shQuldsc  pawn  a  rag  inore,'^ril 
lay  my  ladyship  in  lavender,  if  I  knew  where. 

Si^n.  Alas,  madam,  your  ladyship  ! 

Gir,  Ay,  why  ?  you  do  npt  scorn  my  ladyship, 
thouch  it  is  in  a  waistcoat  ?  God's  me  life,  you 
are  "  a  peat  indeed  I  do  I  ofier  to  mortgage  my 
ladyship  for  you  and  for  your  avail,  and  do  you 
turn  the  lip  and  the  alas  to  my  ladyship?  ^ 

Syn*  No,  madam ;  but  I  make  question  who 
will  lend  any  thing  upon  it. 

Gir.  Who?  marry,  enow,  I  warrant  you,  if 
3M)u*il  seek  'em  out.  Vm  sure  I  remember  the 
time,  when  I  would  ha'  given  a  thousand  pounds, 
if  I  had  had  it,  to  have  been  a  lady ;  and  I  hope 
I  was  not  bred  and  bom  with  that  appetite  alone : 
some  other  gentle  bom  o'the  city  have  the  same 
longing  I  trust.  AimI,  for  mjf  part,  I  would  afibrd 
'em  a  penn'orth :  my  ladyship  is  little  the  worse 
for  the  wearing ;  and  yet  I  wOnUI  bate  a  good 
deal  of  tlte  sum.  1  would  lend  it^  let  mt  see,  for 
forty  pounds  in  Irand,  Syn ;  that  would  apparel  us, 
and  ten  pounds  a-year,'  that  would  keep  me  and 
you,  Syn,  with  our  neeilles;  and  wo  should  neirer 
need  to  be  belK>ldett  to  our  scurvy,  parents. 


Good  iord»  that  thece  are  no  fairies  now-a-dayst 
Syn. 

^/n.  Why,  madam? 

Gir.  To  do  miracles,  and  bring  ladies  moa^. 
Sure,  if  we  lay  in  a  cleanly  house,  they  would 
haunt  it,  Synne  ?  I'll  try.  Ill  sweep  the  chamber 
soon  at  night,  ai)d  set  a  dish  of  water  o'the 
hearth.  A  fairy  may  come,  and  bring  a  pearl  or 
a  diamond.  We  do  not  know,  Synne ;  or  there 
may  be  a  pot  of  gold  hid  o'the  backside,  if  we  had 
tools  to  dig  for*t.  Why  may  not  we  two  rise  «ar* 
ly  i'the  morning,  Synne,  afore  any  body  is  up,  and 
find  a  jewel  i'the  streets  worth  a. hundred  pounds? 
May  not  some  great  court-lady,  as  she  comes 
from  revels  at  midnight,  look  out  of  her  coach,  at 
'tis  running,  and  lose  such  a  jewel,  and  we  find 
it?  ha! 

§m.  They  are  pretty  waking  dreams,  these* 
ir.  Or  may  not  some  old  usurer  be  drunk 
over  night,  with  a  bag  of  money,  and  leave  it  be- 
hind him  on  a  stall  r  For  God's  sake,  Syn,  let's 
rise  to-morrow  by  break  of  day,  and  sep.  I  pro- 
test, law,  if  1  had  as  mudi  money  as  an  alder- 
maHy  I  would  scatter  some  on't  i'the  streets^  for 
poor  ladies  to  find,  when  Uieir  knights  were  Itud 
up.  And,  now  I  remember  my  song  of  the  golden 
shower,  why  may  not  I  have  such  a  fortune?  Til 
sing  it,  and  try  what  luck  I  shall  baye  after  i|. 
Fond fnhfes  tell  ^  old 

Hv(n>  Jove  in  Dana^t  lap 
Fell  la  a  tl^omer  qfgoldy 
By  which  the  caught  a  clap  ; 
Ok  had  ii  been  my  hap  / 
Howler  the  blow  doth  threaten^ 
So  well  I  like  thp  play^ 
That  I  amid  wmh  alt  dty 
And  night  to  be  $q  beaUn* 


entertahilffg  th*  combatanls  i  which,  on  that  account,  was  properly  inscribed  with  tbe  names  of  Artbm^f 
twent>-f«ur  kniglils;  either  in  commemeration  of  that  prince,  who  was  the  reputed  founder  and  patroa 
of  tilts  and  tournaments,  or  l>ecaufe  be  was  supposed  to  have  established  these  martial  sports  at  Winches- 
ter, in  later  tiaies  these  exercises  were  called  Mcrua  Rotunda.  The  names  of  the  knights  inscribed  on 
the  table,  are  much  the  same  as  those  we  find  in  an  old  romance  concerning  King  Arthur,  viz.  Sir  Lance- 
lot (lu  Luke,  3ir  rristram.  Sir  Pelleas,  Sir  Gawaiu,  Sir  Garethe,  Sic^^^-Detcripiion  of  the  Citify  College^ 
end  Cathedral  of  Winchester,  p.  9. 

56  Uy  bread  and  *att^See  iVotes  to  Oommer  Oarton^t  NeedU,  yol.  I.  p.  1 18.  $  and  to  T%e  Honett  Whore^ 
Ibid,  p  55^ 

57  rniif^  my  laiythip  in  Unfender.^^To  lay  any  thing  in  totwidfr  was  a  cant  phrase  for  pawning.  So,  in 
Eveiy  Man  out  of  hit  Humour,  A.  3.  S.  d.  **  —  who  can  serve  in  the  nature  of  a  gentleman  usher,  and 
bath  little  legs  of  purpose,  and  a  black  sattin  suit  of  bis  own,  togobefpre  her  ini  wnich  suit,  for  the  more 
swretrning,  now  Liet  in  lavender,"  &c. 

Jdassiuger's  New  Way  to  pay  old  Debit ^  A.  5.  S.  1. 

**  Put  roc  In  good  security, 

And  suddenly,  by  mortgage,  or  by  statute. 

Of  some  of  >our  new  possessions,  or  I'll  have  yon 

Dragged  in  your  laoemer  rot>es  to  the  gaol,**  &c. 

In  Bfuithwaite's  Strappado  for  tko  Devil,  8vo,  1615,  p.  154.  is  an  Epigram,  <<  Upon  ^  Poet>  Palfrey 
/tffn^  fn<<n«nd«r,  for  the  discharge  of  his  Provender.*'  ' 

ss  ^  piai  indeed  !-^>  e.  a  foodled^  and  consequently  a  spoilt  thing.    8* 
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Enter  Mrt  Tovcbstokb. 

Gtr.  O,  here's  vuy  mother  !  good  luck,  I  hope. 
Ha' you  brought  any  money,  mother  ?  Pray  you, 
mother,  your  blessing.  Nay,  sweet  mother,  do 
not  weep ! 

Mrt  Tauch,  God  bless  you ;  I  would  I  were  to 
my  grave. 

Gir,  Nay,  dear  mother,  cao  you  steal  no  more 
money  from  ray  father  ?  dry  your  eves,  aod  cum- 
fort  me.  Alas  ?  it  is  m^  knight's  fault,  and  not 
mine,  that  I  am  io  a  wai&tcoat,  and  attired  thus 
sunply. 

Mn  Touch.  Simj^ly  ?  'tis  better  than  thoo  de- 
•ervcsL  Never  whimper  for  the  matter.  Thau 
ghouldtt  have  looked  before  thou  had»t  leaped* 
Thou  wert  afire  to  be  a  lady ;  and  now  your  lady- 
ship, and  you,  may  both  blow  at  the  coal,  for 
a^gbt  I  know.  Self  do,  tejf  have ;  the  hasty  per- 
eon  never  want*  woe^  they  say* 

Gir.  Nay  then,  motber,  you  shodd  ha'  looked 
to  it :  a  body  woftld  think  you  were  the  older.— 
^  I  did  hot  my  kind,  I?  he  was  a  knight,  and  I 
was  fit  to  be  a  lady,  ^is  not  lack  of  likins,  but 
lack  of  living,  that  severs  us.  And  yon  talk  like 
yourself,  and  a  cittiner  in  this,  i'faith.  You  shew 
what  husband  you  come  on,  I  wis?  you  smell  o^ 
the  Touchstone.  He  that  will  do  more  for  his 
daughter,  that  has  married  a  scurvy  gold-end 
man,  and  his 'prentice,  than  he  will  for  hi^  t'other 
daughter,  that  has  wedded  a  kai^t,  and  his  cus- 
tomer; by  this  light,  i  think  he  \k  not  m^'legiti- 
mate  fisther. 

Syn.  O,  good  madaa,d*  not  lake  up  your  910- 
iber  so. 

Mrt  Touch.  Nay,  nay,  let  her  e'en  alone.  Let 
her  ladyship  grieve  me  still  with  her  bitter  taunts 
and  terms.  I  have  not  dole  enough  to  see  her  in 
this  miserable  case,  I ?  without  her  velvet  gowns; 
without  ribbands;  without  jewels ;  without  French 
wires;  or  ^cheat-bread,  or  quails;  or  a  little 
dog;  or  a  gentleman-usher;  or  any  thing  indeed 
that^s  fit  for  a  lady — 

jSyn.  Except  her  tongue. 

Mrt  Touch.  And  I  am  not  able  to  relieve  her 
neither,  being  kept  so  short  by  my  husband.— 
Weil,  God  knows  my  heart,  I  did  little  think  that 
ever  she  should  have  had  need  of  her  sister 
Coining. 

Gir.  Why,  mother,  I  ha'  not  yet  Alas,  good 
mother,  be  not  intoxicate  for  me.  I  am  well 
enough ;  I  would  not  change  husbands  with  my 
sister,  I  ?  The  leg  of  a  lark  it  better  than  fhe  body 
of  a  fate. 

Mrt  Touch.  I  know  that    But— ^ 

Gir»  What,  uvfeet  n^other,  what  ? 


Mrt  Touch.  It's  but  HI  food,  when  oothiag's 
left  but  the  claw. 

Gir.  That's  true,  mother;  ah  me  I 

Mrt  Touch.  Nay,  sweet  lady-bird,  sigh  not; 
child,  madam.  Why  do  you  weep  thus  f  be  of 
good  cbeer.  I  shall  die,  if  you  cry,  and  luar  youv 
complexion  thus. 

Gir.  Alas,  mother,  what  should  I  do  ? 

Mrt  Touch.  Go  to  tb>  sister,  child :  she'll  b^ 
proud  thy  ladrsliip  wiii  come  uuiier  her  roof* 
She^ll  win  thy  father  to  release  thy  knighi,  and 
redeem  thy  gowns,  and  thy  coach,  aud  thy  liorsee^ 
and  set  thee  up  again. 

Gir.  But  will  she  get  him  to  set  my  knight  upv 
too? 

Mrt  T6uch.  That  she  will,  or  any  thing  else 
thou'lt  ask  her. 

Gir.  I  will  begin  to  love  her,  if  I  thought  she 
would  do  this. 

Mrt  Touch.  Try  her,  good  chuck ;  I  warrant 
thee. 

Gir.  Dosi  fihoa  thiok  she'll  do^  ? 

Syn,  Ay,  madam,  and  be  glad  you  will  reoiive 
it 

Mrt  Touch,  Thaf  s  a  good  maiden :  she  tells 
you  true.  Come,  I'll  take  order  for  your  debet 
i'tbe  ale-house. 

Gir.  Go,  Syn^aad  pra^for  thy  Frank,  as  I  will 
for  n^  Pet  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Touchstohe,  Goldino,  and  Wolf. 

Touch.  I  will  receive  no  letters,  Mr  Wolf;  yet 
shall  pardon  me. 

Gold.  Good  father,  let  me  entreat  yon. 

Touch.  Son  Goldiog,  I  will  not  be  tempted ;  I 
find  mine  own  easy  nature,  and  I  know  not  what 
a  well-penned  subtle  letter  may  work  upon  it ; 
there  may  be  tricks  packing,  do  yoiv  see :  return 
with  your  packet,  «r. 

Wolf.  Believe  it,  sir,  you  need  fear  no  packing 
here.    These  are  but  letters  of  submission,  all. 

Touch.  Sir,  I  do  look  for  no  submission.  I  w31 
bear  myself  in  this  like  blind  justise.  Work  upon 
that  now.  When  the  sessions  come,  they  shall 
hear  from  me. 

Gold.  From  whom  come  your  letters,  Mr 
Wolf? 

Woffi  An't  please  you,  sir,  one  from  SirPetro- 
nel,  another  from  Francis  Quicksilver,  and  an- 
other from  old  Security,  who  is  almost  mad  in 
prison.  There  are  two  to  your  worship ;  one 
from  Mr  Francis,  sir,  another  from  the  knight 

.  Touch.  I  do  wonder,  Mr  Wolf,  why  you  should 
^  travel  thus  in  a  business  so  contrary  to  the  kind 
pr  nature  o'  your  place !  tliat  you,  being  the 
keeper  of  a  prison,  should  labour  the  release  of 


^  I  did  but  my  kind,  J.— I  only  follDWed  (he  impulse  of  my  natare. 
^  Cheat-bread. — i.  e.  the  finest  sort  of  white  bread,  manchet.    S. 
W  Travet— The  old  word  for  worX:,  ^atir* 
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jonr  prisoners  1  ^ereas,  tnetbiiiks,  it  were  far 
more  natural  and  kindly  in  yon,  to  be  ranging 
about  for  more,  and  not  let  these  'scape  you  have 
already  under  the  tooth.  But  they  say,  you 
wolves,  when  you  ha'  sucked  the  blood,  once  that 
they  are  dry,  you  ha*  done. 

Wolf,  Sir,  your  worship  may  descant  as  you 
please  o'  m^  name ;  but  1  protest  I  was  never  so 
mortified  with  any  men's  discourse  or  behaviour 
in  prison ;  yet  I  have  had  of  all  sorts  of  men 
i*the  kingdom  under  my  keys;  and  almost  of  all 
religions  i*the  land ;  as  Papist,  Protestant,  Puri- 
tan, Brownist,  Anabaptist,  ^*  Millenary,  ^  Fami- 
ly o*Love,  Jew,  Turk,  Infidel,  Atheist,  Good- 
Fellow,  &c. 

Gold.  And  which  of  all  these,  thinks  Mr  Wolf, 
was  the  best  religion  ? 

Wolf.  Troth,  Mr  Deputy,  they  that  pay  fees 
best:  we  never  examine  their  consciences  far- 
ther. 

Gold,  I  believe  you,  Mr  Wolf.  Good  faith, 
ttr,  here's  a  great  deal  of  humility  i'  these  letters. 

Wolf,  Humility,  sir  ?  ay,  were  your  worship  an 
eye-witness  of  it,  you  would  say  so.  The  knight 
will  be  i'  the  knight's  ward, do  what  we  can,  sir; 
and  Mr  Quicksilver  would  be  i'  the  hole,  if  we 
would  let  him.  I  never  knew  or  saw  prisoners 
more  penitent,  or  more  devout.  They  will  sit  you 
up  all  ni^ht  singing  of  psalms,  and  edifying  the 
fAiole  prison.  Only  Security  sings  a  note  too  high 
sometimes ;  because  he  lies  i'  the  twopenny-ward, 
far  o({t  and  cannot  take  his  tune  The  neigh- 
bours cannot  rest  for  him,  but  come  every  morn- 
ing to  ask,  what  godly  prisoners  we  have. 

Tonch.  Which  oo  'era  is^t  is  so  devout,  the 
knight,  or  t'other? 

Wolf,  Both,  sir;  but  the  young  man  especial- 
ly: I  never  beard  his  like.  He  has  cut  his  hair 
Ion ;  be  is  so  well  given,  and  has  such  good  gifts ! 
lie  can  tell  you  almost  all  the  stories  of  the  Book 
of  Martyrs ;  and  speak  you  all  ^  the  Sickman's 
^ve;  without  book. 


Touch,  Ay,  if  he  had  had  grace,  he  was  brought 
up  where  it  grew,  I  wis.    On,  Mr  Wolf. 

Wolf,  And  he  has  converted  one  Fangs,  a  ser<- 
jeant;  a  fellow  could  neither  write,  nor  read. 
He  was  called  the  Bandog  o'lhe  Counter ;  and  he 
has  brought  him  already  to  pare  his  nails,  and  say 
his  prayers;  and  'tis  hoped  he  will  sell  his  place 
shortly,  and  become  an  intelligencer. 

Touch.  No  more ;  I  am  coming  already.  If  I 
should  give  any  farther  ear,  I  were  taken.  Adieu, 
good  Mr  Wolf.  Son,  I  do  feel  mine  own  weak- 
ness ;  do  not  importune  ine,  pity  is  a  rheum  that 
I  am  subject  to ;  but  I  will  resist  it.  Mr  Wolf, 
Jish  is  ccat  amay^  that  is  cast  in  dry  pools  :  tell 
hypocrisy  it  will  not  do.  I  have  touched  and  tried 
too  often ;  I  am  yet  proof,  and  I  will  remain  so : 
when  the  sessions  come,  they  shall  hear  from  me. 
In  the  mean  time,  to  all  suits,  to  all  intreatiej,  to 
all  letters,  to  all  tricks,  I  will  be  deaf  as  an  ad- 
der, and  blind  as  a  beetle ;  ^'  lay  mine  ear  to  the 
ground,  and  lock  mine  eyes  i*my  hand  against  all 
temptations.  [Exit, 

Gold,  You  see.  Master  Wolf,  how  inexorable 
he  is;  there  is  no  hope  to  recover  him.  Pray 
you  commend  me  to  my  brother  knight,  and  to 
mv  fellow  Francis ;  present  'em  with  this  small 
token  of  my  love ;  tell  'em  I  wish  I  could  do  'em 
any  worthier  office ;  but  in  this  it  is  desperate ; 
yet  I  will  not  fail  to  try  the  uttermost  of  my 
power  for  'em.  And,  sir,  as  far  as  I  have  any 
credit  with  you,  pray  you  let  'em  want  nothing  j 
though  I  am  not  ambitious  they  should  know  so 
much. 

Wolf,  Sir,  both  your  actions  and  words  speak 
you  to  be  a  true  gentleman.  They  shall  know 
only  what  is  fit,  and  no  more.  [Escunt^ 

Enter  Holdfast  and  Bbamble. 

Hold,  Who  would  you  speak  with,  sir? 
Bram.  I  would  speak  with  one  Security,  that 
is  prisoner  here. 


•»  MilUnary.'^The  Millenaries  were  a  sect  who  held,  that  Jesus  Christ  irould  come  and  reign  upon 
earth  for  a  thousand  years;  daring  which  time  the  faithful  were  to  eiyoy  all  manner  of  temporal  hies- 
sings,  and  that  at  the  expiration  of  this  term  the  day  of  judgment  would  take  place. 

6i  ramily  o*  Loi»r.— The  founder  of  this  sect  was  one  David  Geerge,  of  Uelph.  He  died  August  2, 
1556,  and  bis  tenets  arc  supposed  to  have  been  first  received  ih  England  about  15H0.  His  followers  were 
called  FamilisUt  or  of  the  Family  of  Love ^  from  the  affection  they  bore  to  all  people,  however  wicked, 
and  their  obedience  to  all  magistrates,  however  tyrannical.  See  an  account  of  their  doctrines  in  Ross** 
riop  *»/««  Ke/f^'^ws,  6th  edition,  p.  «50.  ,  .       .  . 

.  «♦  The  Sickman's  &i/»e.— This  Booi  1  have  never  seen.  It  it,  however,  often  mentioned  or  alluded  to  ; 
as  in  Ben  Jooson's  hpica^e,  \.  4.  S.  4.  "  —  one  of  them,  I  know  not  which,  was  cured  with  the  Sick^ 
mmCt  Salve,  and  the  other  with  Oreens  Groatstcorih  of  ^Vit,'* 

Philatter,  A.  4.  S.  I.  •«  Is't  possible  this  fellow  should  repent  ?  methinks  that  were  not  noble  in  him  { 
and  yet  he  looks  like  a  mortified  member ;  as  if  be  had  a  sick  man's  salv  in  hit  mouth/* 

It  seems  to  have  been  a  book  of  the  devotional  cast. 

*5  L#y  mine  ear  to  the  ^roimd— Alluding  to  the  adder,  which  docs  so,  it  is  said,  with  poe  ev,  and  st0(^ 
the  other  with  her  tall.    £?.  P. 
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Hold,  You're  welcome,  sir.  Stay  there;  I'll 
call  him  to  you— Mr  Security ! 

Enter  Securitt. 

&c.  Who  calls? 

Hold.  Here's  a  gentleman  would  speak  with 
you. 

Sec.  What  is  he  ?  is  it  one  that  grafts  my  fore- 
head, now  I  am  in  prison,  and  comes  to  see  how 
ihe  horns  shoot  up  and  prosper? 

Hold.  You  must  pardon  him,  sir ;  the  old  man 
is  a  little  crazed  with  his  imprisonment. 

Sec.  What  say  you  to  me,  sir?  my  learned 
counsel,  Mr  Bramble  i  cry  you  mercy,  sir;  when 
taw  you  my  wife  ? 

Bram.  She  is  now  at  my  house,  sir ;  and  desi- 
red me  that  I  would  come  to  visit  you,  and  enquire 
of  yoQ  your  case,  that  we  might  work  some  means 
to  get  you  forth. 

Sec  My  case,  Mr  Bramble,  is  stone  walls,  and 
iron  grates ;  yon  see  it ;  this  is  the  weakest  part 
on't.  And,  for  getting  me  forth,  no  means  but 
hanging  myself,  and  so  be  carried  forth ;  from 
which  they  hare  here  bound  me  in  intolerable 
bands. 

Bram,  Why, but  what  is't  you  are  in  for,  sir? 

Sec.  For  my  sins,  for  my  sins,  sir;  whereof 
marriage  is  the  greatest.  O,  had  I  nerer  married, 
I  had  never  known  this  purgatory  !  to  which  hell 
is  a  kind  of  cool  bath  in  respect.  My  wife's  con- 
federacy, sir,  with  old  Touchstone,  that  she  might 
keep  her  jubilee,  and  the  feast  of  her  ^  new- 
moon.    Do  you  understand  me,  sir? 

Enter  Quicksilter. 

Quick,  Good  sir,  go  in  and  talk  with  him.  The 
light  does  bim  harm ;  and  his  example  will  be 
hurtful  to  the  weak  prisoners.  Fie,  father  Secu- 
rity, tliat  you'll  be  still  so  profane  !  will  nothing 
humble  you  ?  [Exeunt. 

Enter  two  Prisoners,  with  a  Frknd* 

Friend.  What's  he? 

1  Fris.  O  he  is  a  rare  young  man  !  do  you  not 
know  him  ? 

Friend.  Not  I;  I  never  saw  him,  that  I  dm 
remember. 

2  Pri$.  Why,  it  is  he  that  was  the  gallant 
'prentice  of  London,  Mr  Touchstone's  man. 

Friend.  Who,  Quicksilver  ? 

1  Fris.  Ay,  this  ijr  he. 

Friend,  Is  this  he?  they  say  he  has  been  a  gal« 
lant  indeed. 

2  Fris.  O,  the  royallest  fellow  that  ever  was 
bred  up  i'  the  city.  He  would  play  you  his  thou- 
sand pound  a-night  at  dice,  keep  knights  and 


lords  company,  |0  with  them  to  bawdy-hoases; 
had  his  six  men  m  livery,  kept  a  stable  of  bunt« 
ing  horses,  and  his  wench  in  her  velvet  gown  and 
her  cloth  of  silver.  Here's  a  knight  with  him  hero 
in  prison. 

Friend.  And  how  miserably  he  is  changed ! 

1  Fris.  O,  that's  voluntary  in  him;  he  gave 
away  all  his  rich  clothes  as  soon  as  ever  he  came 
in  here  among  the  prisoners,  and  will  eat  ^^  o'the 
basket  for  humility. 

Friend,  Why  will  he  do  so  ? 

2  Fris,  Alas,  he  has  no  hope  of  life.  He  mor- 
tifies  himself;  he  does  but  linger  on  till  the  ses- 
sions. 

1  Fris.  O,  he  has  penned  the  best  thing,  that 
he  calls  his  Bepentance^  or  his  Last  Farewell, 
that  ever  yon  heard :  he  is  a  pretty  poet ;  and  for 
prose — You  would  wonder  how  many  prisoners 
he  has  helped  out,  with  penning  petitions  for  'em, 
and  will  not  take  a  penny.  Look,  this  is  the 
knight,  in  the  rug-gowo.    Scand  by. 

Enter  Sir  Petronel  Flash,  Bramble,  and 
Quicksilver. 

Bram,  Sir,  for  Securitir's  case,  I  have  told  him. 
Say  he  should  be  condemned  to  be  carted,  or 
whipt  for  a  bawd,  or  so  ;•  why  I'll  lay  an  execu- 
tion on  him  o'  two  hundred  pound;  let  him  ao» 
knowledge  a  judgment,  he  shall  do  it  in  half  an 
hour ;  they  shall  not  all  fetch  him  out  without 
paying  the  execution,  o'  my  word. 

Sir  Pet. ,  But  can  we  not  be  bailed,  Mr 
Bramble  ? 

Bram.  Hardly;  there  are  none  of  the  judges 
in  town,  else  you  should  remove  yourself,  in  spite 
of  him,  with  a  habeas  corpus :  but  if  you  have  a 
friend  to  deliver  your  tale  sensibly  to  some  jus- 
tice o'  the  town,  that  he  may  have  feeling  of  it» 
do  you  see,  you  may  be  bailed ;  for,  as  I  uuder- 
stand  the  case,  it  is  only  done  in  terrorem ;  and 
you  fchall  have  an  action  of  false  imprisonment 
against  him  when  you  come  out,  and  perhaps  a 
thousand  pounds  costs. 

Enter  Mr  Wolf. 

Quick,  How  now,  Mr  Wolf?  what  news?  what 
return  ? 

Wolf.  Faith,  bad  all ;  yonder  will  be  no  letters, 
received.  He  says  the  sessions  shall  determine 
it;  only  Mr  Deputy  Qolding  commends  him  to 
you,  and  with  this  token  wishes  he  could  do  you 
other  good. 

Quick,  I  thank  him.  Good  Mr  Bramble, 
trouble  our  quiet  no  more;  do  not  molest  us  in 
prison  thus  with  your  winding  devices :  pray  you 
depart.   For  my  part,  I  commit  my  cause  to  bim 


**  New-moon  — -Allnding  to  the  homed  appearance  of  the  neic-moon* 

"*'  0'  the  basket, "^In  which  scraps  used  lo  be  collected  for  the  pri$oocr% 
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that  can  sabcour  me ;  let  God  work  his  will.  Mr 
Wolf,  I  praj  you  let  this  be  distributed  among 
dieprisoners ;  and  desire  'em  to  pray  for  us. 
Wo^,  It  shall  be  done,  Mr  Francis. 

1  Prii.  An  eju^ellent  temper! 

2  Pris,  Now  God  send  him  good  luck ! 

S  Exeunt. 
aw,  Mr 
Wolf? 

Enter  Holdfast. 

Hold.  Here's  one  would  speak  with  yod,  sir. 
Wolf.  Ill  tell  yon  anon,  Sir  Petronel.    Who 
is't? 
Hold*  A  gentleman,  sir,  that  will  not  be  seen. 

Euter  GoLDiNG. 

Wo^.  Where  is  he  ?^Master  Deputy !  your 
worship  is  welcome. 

Gold.  Peace! 

Wolf.  AwBT,  sirrah ! 

Gold.  Good  faith,  Mr  Wolf,  the  estate  of  these 
gentlemen,  for  whom  you  were  so  late  and  wil- 
ling a  suitor,  doth  much  aflRsct  me ;  and  because 
I  am  desirous  to  do  them  some  fair  office,  and 
find  there  is  no  means  to  make  my  father  relent 
so  likely,  as  to  bring  him  to  be  a  spectator  of 
their  misery ;  I  hare  ventured  on  a  device,  which 
h  to  make  myself  your  prisoner,  entreating  you 
will  jyresently  go  report  it  to  my  father,  and, 
feignuip  an  action  at  suit  of  some  third  person, 
pray  htm  by  thb  token,  that  he  will  presently, 
and  with  all  secrecy,  come  hither  for  my  bail; 
which  train,  if  any,  I  know  will  brine  him  abroad ; 
and  then,  having  hrni  here,  I  doubt  not  but  we 
shall  be  all  fortunate  in  the  event. 

Wolf.  Sir,  1  will  put  on  my  best  speed  to  effect 
k.    Please  you  come  in. 

Gold.  Yes ;  and  let  me  rest  concealed,  I  pray 
you. 

Wolf.  See  here  a  benefit,  truly  done ;  when  it 
IS  done  timely,  freely,  and  to  no  ambition. 

[Exeunt. 

Enter  Touchstone,  Wife^  Daughten,  Syndefy, 
Winifred. 

Touchy  I  will  sail  by  you,  and  not  hear  you, 
like  the  wise  Ulysses. 
MiL  Dear  father ! 
Mrs  Touch.  Husband ! 
Gir.  Father! 

YfifiK.  and  Syn.  Mr  Touchstone ! 
Touch.  Away,  syrens!  I  will  immure  myself 


against  your  cries,  and  loc^  myself  up  to  your  la^ 
mentations. 

Mrt  Touch.  Gentle  husband,  hear  me ! 

Gir,  Father,  it  is  I,  father ;  my  Lady  Flash ! 
my  sister  and  I  are  friends. 

MiL  Good  father ! 

Win.  Be  not  hardened,  good  Mr  Touchstone. 

Svn^  I  pray  you,  sir,  be  merciful. 

Touch.  I  am  deaf,  I  do  not  hear  you:  I  have 
stopt  mine  ears  with  shoemakers'  wai ;  and  drank 
Lethe  and  ^  Mandia^ora,  to  forget  you ;  all  you 
speak  to  me,  I  commit  to  the  air. 

Enter  Wolf. 

Mil.  How  now,  Mr  Wolf? 

Wolf.  Where*8  Mr  Touchstone?  I  must  speak 
with  him  presently ;  I  have  lost  my  breath  for 
haste. 

MiL  What^s  the  matter,  sir?  pray  all  be  well. 

Wolf.  Mr  Deputy  Goldmg  is  arrested  upon  an 
execution,  and  clesires  him  presently  to  come  to 
him  forthwith. 

MiL  Ah  me !  do  you  bear,  father? 

Touch.  Tricks,  tncks,  confederacy,  tricks!  I 
have  'em  in  my  nose ;  I  scent  'em. 

Wolf.  Who^sthat?  Master  Touchstone? 

Mrt  Touch.  Why,  it  is  Mr  Wolf  himself  .-~ 
Husband ! 

MiL  Father! 

jfbttcA.  I  am  deaf  still,  I  say:  I  will  neither 
yield  to  the  song  of  tbe  svren,  nor  the  voice  of 
the  hyaena ;  the  tears  of  the  crocodile,  nor  tbe 
howling  o'  the  wolf.  Avoid  my  habitation,  men* 
sters. 

Wolf.  Why,  you  are  not  mad,  sir  ?  I  pray  you 
look  forth,  and  see  the  token  I  have  brooght  yoo, 
sir. 

Touchi  Ha!  what  token  is  it? 

Wolf.  Do  you  know  it,  sir? 

Touch.  My  son  Golding's  ring !  are  you  in  ear* 
nest,  Mr  Wolf? 

Woff^.  Ay,  by  my  faith,  sir.  He  is  in  prison ; 
and  required  me  to  use  all  speed  and  secrecy  to 
you. 

Touch.  My  cloak  there !  pray  you  be  patient, 
I  am  plagued  for  mv  austerity ;  my  cloak ! — As 
whose  suit,  Mr  Wolf? 

Wolf.  rU  tell  you  as  we  go^  sir.         [Exeunt. 

Enter  Friend.    Pritanen, 

Friend.  Why,  but  is  his  offence  such  as  he  can* 
not  hope  for  life  ? 


*•  Mandragera.^**  Mmdragora  of  two  sorti,  black  and  white,  bearing  apples  low  upon  the  groond, 
kaving  no  such  rootc  as  is  fondly  ynaginrd,  bat  of  vertue  to  cast  cnc  into  so  lieavie  a  slecpr,  tliat  being 
laonced  or  burned  he  shall  not  fele  the  griefe."  Note  on  WyU(m*$  Translation  of  Demosthenes,  4 to,  1.070, 
p.  84.  Sec  also  C.  Pllnil,  Nat.  Mist.  lib.  xxv.  c.  IS.  j  Dr  Percy's  Note  en  Antony  and  Cleopatra,  A.  I. 
9.  &.  I  and  Mr  Sleevens  s  to  Othello,  A.  S.  S.  S. 
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1  Prif.  Trodi,  it  iboald  teem  so ;  and  it  is 
great  pitj ;  for  be  is  exceeding  penitent. 

Friend,  They  sajhe  is  charged  bat  on  saspi- 
doo  of  felonjr,  vet 

3  Prii,  Aj,  but  his  roaster  is  a  shrewd  fellow  : 
he'll  prove  sn^at  matter  against  htm. 

Friend.  Fd  as  ^  live  as  any  thing  I  could  see 
his  FartwelL 

1  Prig.  O,  'tis  rarelj  written  ;  why,  Toby  may 
get  him  to  sing  it  to  you,  ^°  he's  not  curious  to  any 

2  Prtt.  O  no;  he  would  that  all  the  world 
sboold  take  knowledge  of  his  Repentance ;  and 
thinks  be  merits  in't,  the  more  shame  he  suffers. 

1  Priu  Pray  thee,  try  what  thou  canst  do. 

8  Prit,  I  warrant  vou  he  will  not  deny  it,  if  he 
be  not  hoarse  with  the  often  repeating  of  it. 

[Exit, 

1  Prii.  Yon  never  saw  a  more  courteous  crea- 
ture than  he  is,  and  the  knigfit  too ;  the  poorest 
prisoner  of  the  house  may  command  'em.  You 
shall  hear  a  thing  admirably  penned. 

Friend,  Is  the  knight  any  scholar  too  ? 

1  PriM,  No ;  but  nt  will  speak  very  well,  and 
discourse  admirably  of  running  horses,  and  White 
Friars,  and  against  bawds,  and  of  cocks;  and  talk 
as  loud  as  a  hunter,  but  is  none. 

Enter  Wolf  and  Touchstone. 

Wof.  Please yoa  stay  here,  sir;  HI  call  his 
worship  down  to  you. 

Enter  Quicksilver,  and  Sir  Petronel  Flash. 

1  Prti.  See,  he  has  brought  him  and  the  knight 
too.  Salute  him,  1  pray.  Sir,  this  gentleman, 
upon  our  report,  is  very  desirous  to  bear  some 
piece  of  your  Repentance, 

Quick,  Sir,  with  all  my  heart;  and,  as  I  told 
&Ir  Toby,  I  shall  be  glad  to  have  anv  man  a  wit- 
ness of  It.  And  the  more  openly  I  profess  it,  I 
hope  it  will  appear  the  heartier  and  the  more  un- 


Tomeh,  Who  is  this?  My  man  Francis,  and  my 
son-io>law ! 

Quick,  Sir,  it  is  all  the  testimony  I  shall  leave 
behind  roe  to  the  world  and  my  roaster,  that  I 
have  so  offended. 

Friend,  Oood,  su-.  *     * 

Quick,  1  nrrit  it  when  my  spirits  were  oppres- 
sed. 

Sir  Pet.  Ay,  Fll  be  sworn  for  you,  Francis. 

Quick,  It  is  in  imitation  of  roannington's;  be 


that  was  hanged  at  Cambridge,  that  cut  off  the 
horse's  head  at  a  blow. 
Friend.  So,  sir. 

Quick.  To  the  tune  of,  ^'  I  wail  in  woe,  I 
plunge  in  pain. 

Sir  Pet,  An  excellent  ditty  it  is,  and  worthy  of 
a  new  tune. 

Quick.  In  Cheapnde^famout  for  gold  and  plate, 
Quicksilver  I  tUd  dwell  of  late ; 
I  had  a  matter  good  and  kind. 
That  would  have  wrought  me  to  hi$  mind. 
He  bade  me  stilly  witrk  upaa  that : 
Butf  alaty  I  wrought  I  know  not  what. 
He  woM  a  Touchitone^  blacky  but  true  ; 
And  told  me  stilly  what  would  ensue. 
Yet,  woe  is  me,  I  would  not  learn  ; 
I  saw,  alas,  but  could  not  discern. 
Friend.  Excellent,  excellent  well  1 

Enter  Gtoldiiig. 

Oold,  O,  let  him  alone ;  he  is  taken  already. 
Quick.  I  cast  nw  coat  and  cap  away  ; 

I  went  in  silk  and  tat  tins  gay  ; 

False  metal  of  good  manners,  I 

Did  daily  coin  unlawfully. 

I  scorned  my  master,  being  drunk  ; 

I  kept  mif  gelding  and  my  punk ; 

And  with  a  knight.  Sir  Fbash  fy  namCf 

Who  now  is  sorry  for  the  same. 
Sir  Pet.  I  thank  you,  Francis ! 

I  thought  by  sea  to  run  away; 

But  Jhames  and  tempest  did  me  stay. 
Touch.  This  cannot  be  feigned  sure.    Heaven 
pardon  my  severity.    I%€  ragged  colt  may  prove 
a  good  horse. 

Gold.  How  be  listens,  and  is  transported !  be 
has  forsot  roe. 
Quick.  Still  Eastward-hoe  was  all  my  word; 

But  Westward  I  had  no  regard ; 

Nor  ever  thought  what  would  come  after, 

As  did,  alas,  his  youngest  daughter. 

At  last  the  black  ox  trod  o'myfbot. 

And  I  saw  then  what  'longed  unto't. 

Now  cry  I,  Touchstone,  touch  me  still,    - 

And  make  me  current  by  thy  skilL 
Tmch.  And  I  will  do  it,  Francis ! 
Wolf.  Stay  him,  Mr  Deputy,  now  is  the  time : 
we  shall  lose  the  song  else. 

Friend,  I  protest,  it  is  the  best  that  ever  I 
beard. 
Quick,  How  like  you  it,  gentlemen  ? 
AIL  O  admirable,  sir ! 


»  Uve.^i.  e.  lief.    S.  P. 

^  He*s  not  curloos  to  any  body.^L  e.  scrupnloos.    So,  in  l%e  Taming  of  the  Shrew,  7\,  4.  S.  5« 

"  For  curious  I  cannot  be  with  yon.*' 
See  Note  on  thb  pa«age.    8. 

Again,  In  Eupkms  and  his  Eugland,  1582,  p.  7.  |  <<  —  at  the  choyce  1 1 
aatcbinge  the  golde,  let  goe  the  writings,"  &c. 
7'  Jwaitinwoe,  &c.^Ttib  tone  b  mentioned  In  The  Match  at  MHutght. 
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QtticXc  Tlua  stanza  now  follomog  alkdes  to 
the  story  of  MaDnington,  from  whence  I  took  my 
project  for  my  inFention. 
tricnd,  Prwr  you  go  on,  sir- 
Quick.  0  manningtan,  thy  storiet  thorn. 
Thou  cuU^st  a  hone-head  off  at  a  blow ; 
But  I  confess  I  have  not  theforce^ 
'For  to  cut  off  the  headofa  horse; 
Yet  I  desire  this  grace  to  sptn. 
That  I  may  cut  off  the  horse-kead  iffdn  ; 
And  leave  his  body  in  the  dust 
CffsifCs  hi^hrway,  and  bogs  fff  lust ; 
whereby  I  may  take  virtue*s  purse. 
And  live  with  her,  for  better,  for  worse. 
Friend.  Admirable,  sir,  and  excellently  con- 
ceited. 

Quick,  Alas,  sir  1 

Touch,  Son  Golding,  and  Mr  Wolf,  I  thank 
you ;  the  deceit  is  welcome,  especially  from  thee, 
whose  charitable  soul  in  this  hath  shewn  a  high 
point  of  wisdom  and  honesty.    Listen !  I  am  ra> 
▼ished  wi^th  his  Ra>entunce,  and  could  stand  here 
a  whole  'prenticesnip  to  hear  him. 
Friend.  '*  Forth,  gpod  sir. 
Quick,  This  is  the  last,  and  the  FareweU, 
Farewell,  Cheapside  ;  farewell,  tweet  trade 
Of  goldsmiths  all,  that  nier  shall  fade  ; 
tarcwdl,  dear  Jellow-prent ices  aU, 
And  be  you  warned  by  my  fall ; 
Shun  usurers,  bawds,  and  dice,  and  drabs^ 
Avoid  them  as  you  would  French  scabs. 
Seek  not  to  go  beyond  your  tether, 
JBut  cut  your  thongs  unto  your  leather  ; 
So  shall  you  thrive  by  little  and  little, 
^Scape  Tyburn,  Compters,  and  the  Spittle. 
Touch,  And  'scape  them  shalt  thou,  my  peni- 
tent and  dear  Francis ! 
Q;tuck,  Master! 
5ir  Fet,  Father ! 

Touch,  I  can  no  longer  forbear  to  do  ycHir  hu- 
mility right :  arise,  and  let  me  honour  your  re- 
pentance with  the  hearty  and  jojrful  embraces  of 
a  father  and  friend's  love.  Quicksilver!  thou 
hast  eat  into  my  breast.  Quicksilver,  with  the 
drops  of  thy  sorrow ;  and  killed  the  desperate 
opinion  I  had  of  thy  reclaim. 

Quick,  O,  siTf  I  am  not  worthy  to  see  thy  wor- 
fihipful  face. 

Sir  Pet,  Forgive  me,  father! 
Touch,  Speak  no  more;  all  former  psMsages 
are  forf^otten,  and  here  my  word  shall  release 
you.  Thank  this  worthy  brother,  and  kind  friend, 

frauds Mr  Wolf,  1  am  their  bail 

[A  shout  in  the  Prison, 
See,  Master  Touchstone  !  Master  Touchstone ! 
I'ouch,  Who's  that? 
Wolf.  Security,  sir. 


Sec,  Pray  you,  sir,  if  yon^ll  be  won  with  a^  sotigy 
hear  my  lamentable  tune  too. 

SONG. 

0,  Master  Touchstonef 
My  heart  is  full  of  woe  f 
Alas,  I  am  a  cuckold. 
And  wl^  should  it  be  so  f 
Because  I  was  an  usurer, 
And  bawd,  as  all  you  know. 
For  which  again  I  tellyou^ 
My  heart  is  full  of  woe, 

Touck,  Bring  him  forth,  Mr  Wolf,  and  release 
his  bands.  This  day  shall  be  sacred  to  mercy, 
and  the  mirth  of  this  encounter  in  the  Compter. 
See,  we  are  encountered  with  more  suitors. 

Enter  Ifr*  Touchstone,  Girtrbd,  Mildred^ 
Syndefy,  Winifred, &c 

Save  your  breath,  Mve  your  breath :  all  things 
have  succeeded  to  your  wishes,  and  we  are  heari^ 
tily  satisfied  in  their  events. 

Qir,  Ah.  runaway,  runaway  I  have  I  caught 
you  ?  And  how  has  my  poor  knight  done  all  this 
while  ? 

Sir  Pet,  Dear  lady  wife,  foipve  roe. 

Gir,  As  heartily  as  I  would  be  forgiven,  knight 
Dear  father,  give  me  your  blessing,  and  forgive 
me  too ;  I  ha'  been  proad  and  lascivious,  father ; 
and  a  fool,  father;  and  being  raised  to  the  state 
of  a  wanton  coj  thing,  called  a  lady,  father,  have 
scorned  you,  father,  and  my  sister ;  and  my  sis- 
ter's velvet  cap  too ;  and  would  make  a  mouth 
at  the  city  as  I  rid  through  it;  and  stop  mine 
ears  at  Bow-hell ;  I  have  said  your  beard  was  a 
base  one,  father,  and  that  yon  looked  like  Twier- 
pipe  the  taberer ;  and  that  my  mother  was  but 
my  midwife. 

Mrs  Touch,  Now,  God  forgi'  yOu,  diild  ma- 
dam. 

Touch,  No  more  repetitions.  What  else  is 
wanting  to  make  our  harmony  full  ? 

Gold,  Only  this,  sir,  that  my  fellow  Francis 
make  amends  to  Mistsess  Syhdefy  with  Qoar- 
riage. 

Qmck,  With  all  my  heart. 

Gold.  And  Security  give  her  a  dower,  which 
shall  be  all  the  restitution  he  shall  make  of  that 
huge  mass  he  hath  so  unlawfully  gotten. 

Touch,  Excelletttl^  devised  I  a  good  motion  1 
What  says  Mr  Security  ? 

Sec,  I  say  any  thing,  sir;  what  you'll  ha' me 
say.    Would  I  were  no  cuckold ! 

Win.  Cuckold,  husband?  why,  I  diink  this 
wearing  of  yellow  has  infected  you. 

Touch.  Why,  Mr  Security,  that  shonld  rather 
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be  a  comfort  to  yoo  than  a  oorroeire.  If  yoii  be 
a  cackold,  it  is  an  argmnent  yon  shall  be  much 
made  of:  you  shall  have  store  of  friends,  never 
want  money;  you  shall  be  eased  of  much  o'your 
wedlock  pain,  others  will  take  it  for  you :  be- 
sides, you  being  an  usurer,  and  likely  to  go  to 
hell,  die  devils  will  never  torment  you :  they'll 
take  you  for  one  of  their  own  race.  Again,  if 
you  l>e  a  cuckold,  and  know  it  not,  you  are  an 
^^  Linocent;  if  you  know  and  endure  it,  a  true 
Martyr, 

Sec  I  am  resolved,  sir. — Come  hither,  Winny. 

Tomeh,  Well  then,  all  are  pleased,  or  shall  be 
Master  Wolf,  you  look  hungry,  methtnks : 


have  you  no  apparel  to  lend  brands  to  shift 
him? 

Quick.  No,  sir,  nor  I  desire  none;  but  here 
make  it  my  suit,  that  I  may  go  home  through  the 
streets  in  these ;  as  a  spectacle,  or  rather  an  ex^ 
ample,  to  the  children  of  Cheapside. 

Touch,  Thou  hast  thy  wish. 
Now,  London,  look  about. 
And  in  this  moral  see  thy  glass  run  out 
Behold  the  careful  father,  thrifty  son, 
The  solemn  deeds  which  each  of  us  have  done  ; 
The  usurer  punished,  and,  from  fall  so  steep, 
The  prodigal  child  reckumed|  and  the  lost  sheep. 

lExeumt. 


EPILOGUE. 

Spoken  bt  Quicksilver. 


Stat,  sir,  I  perceive  the  multitude  are  gathered  together,  to  view  our  coming  out  at  the  Compt^^ 
See  if  the  streets  and  the  fronts  of  the  houses  be  not  stuck  with  people,  and  the  windows  filled  with 
hudatM,  as  on  ^^  the  solema  day  of  the  pageant ! 

O  may  you  find,  in  this  our  pageant  bere. 

The  same  contentment  which  you  came  to  seek  ; 
And,  as  that  shew  but  draws  you  once  a-year, 

May  this  attract  you  hither  once  a-week ! 


E  D  1 1  I  O  1^. 


^  Eastward  Hoe.  As  it  was  played  in  the  Black  Friers.  By  tfie  Children  of  her  Maiesties 
Revels.  Made  by  Geo.  Chapman,  ^  Jonson,  John  Marstoh.  At  London.  Printed  for  William 
A^pley,  1605, 4to.'' 


73  iMMCMtf.— L  e.  an  ideot. 

74  2%e  Mlfltmi  4ty  gfih^  jpagemf.'^i.  e.  on  the  day  of  the  Lord  Mayor's  election,  wb 
to  l»e  exhibited.  ^^ 


TBB 


REVENGER'S  TRAGEDY. 


Ctbil  Tourkevr  i$  knoam  only  at  an  authotf  none  of  the  dramatic  biographers  giving  any  ae^ 
count  of  him,  Winstanley  gvotet  tnefoUowing  tUstiehfrotn  a  contemporary  poet,  by  which  it  appears 
that  he  was  not  held  in  much  estimation  for  ms  writings : 

Ub  fame  «nto  that  pitch  was  only  railed, 
As  not  to  be  despised,  nor  over* praised. 

He  was  the  author  of 

(1.)  The  Revenger's  Tragedy,    Acted  by  the  Kinf^s  Sertants,  4to,  leOT;  4tOf  1608. 

(3.)  Ihe  Atheist's  Tragedy,  or  Honest  Man*s  Revenge,  4to,  1618. 

A  Tra^i'Comedy,  catted  J  be  Nobleman,  never  printed,  and  which  Oldys  says  was  destroyed  by 
ignot  ance, 

"  A  Funerall  Poeme  vpon  the  Death  of  the  most  worthie  and  true  Souldier  Sir  Francis  Vere, 
Knight,  Copfaine  of  Portsmouth^  Lord  Covemour  of  his  Mtgesti^s  cautionarie  Town  ofBriell  in 
Holland,  ^cr  4to,  1609. 

**  A  Oritfe  on  the  Death  of  Prince  Henrie,  Expressed  in  a  broken  Elegie,  according  to  the 
nature  of  such  a  sorrow,^  4to,  1613. 


DRAMATIS  PERSONS 


DVKE, 

Duchess, 

JIIPPOLITO,  )  ' 

LusuRioso,  the  Duk^s  Son, 

Spurio,  a  Bastardy 

Ambitjosoi  the  Duchesses  eldest  Son, 


Si7PERVACT7o,  Socond  son  to  the  Duchestf 
A  third  Son  to  the  Duchess, 
Antokio, 

DONDOLO. 

Castiza, 

Gratiana,  Mother  ^Castiza. 


ACT  I. 


SCENE  I. 


Enter  VrNDici.  The  Duke,  Duchess,  Lusurio- 
so  the  Duke's  Son^  Spurio  the  Bastard,  with 
a  2>aifi,  pau  over  the  Stage  with  TorchrUght, 


Vin.  Duke  *   rojal 
adultery ! 


letcher!  go^  grey-baired 


And  thou  his  son,  as  impioos  steeped  as  be; 

And  thoa  bis  bastard,  true  begot  ui  evil ; 

And  thou  his  Duchess,  that  will  do  with  devil : 

Four  excellent  characters.— O,  that  marrowlett 
age 

Should  stuff  the  hollow  bones  with  damned  de- 
sires! 

And,  'stead  of  heat,  kindle  infernal  fires 

Within  the  spendthrift  veins  of  a  dry  Duke, 
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'  A  parched  and  jiiiceless  luxar.    O  God  !  one 

That  has  scarce  blood  enough  to  live  upon ; 

And  be  to  riot  it,  like  a  son  and  heir! 

Of  the  thou^t  of  that 

Turns  my  abused  heart-strings  into  fret. 

Thou  sallow  picture  of  my  poisoned  love, 

My  study's  ornament,  thou  shell  of  death, 

Once  the  bright  face  of  my  betrothed  lady,    • 

l^hen  life  and  beauty  naturally  filled  out     •' 

These  ragged  imperfections ; 

When  two  heaven-jiointed  diamonds  were  set 

la  those  unsightly  rings :  then  'twas  a  face 

So  far  beyond  the  artificial  shine 

Of  any  woman's  bought  complexion. 

That  the  oprightest  man,  if  such  there  be 

That  sin  but  seven  times  a-day,  broke  custom. 

And  made  up  eight  with  looking  after  her. 

Oh,  she  was  able  to  ha'  made  a  usurer's  son 

Melt  all  his  patrimony  in  a  kiss; 

And  what  his  fatlier  fifty  years  told, 

To  have  ooosamed,  and  yet  his  suit  been  cold. 

But,  Oh,  accursed  palace ! 

Tbee,  when  thou  wert  appareled  in  thy  fleshy 

The  old  Duke  poisoned. 

Because  thy  purer  part  would  not  content 

Unto  his  palsy  lust :  for  old  men  lustfol, 

Do  shew  like  yoan|  men  angry ;  eager,  violent, 

Oot-bid,  like  their  Imiited  performances. 

O,  'ware  an  old  man,  hot  and  vicious  ! 

^  Age^  as  in  gold,  in  lust  is  covetous." 

Vengeance,  thou  murderest  quit-rent,  and  where* 

by 
Thee  shewest  thyself  tenant  to  tragedy ; 
Oh,  keep  thy  day,  hour,  minute,  I  beseech. 
For  those  thou  hast  determined.    Hum,  who  e'er 

knew 
Murder  unpaid  ?  faith,  give  revenge  her  due, 
8he*s  kept  touch  hitherto.    Be  mernr,  merry, 
Advance  thee,  O  thou  terror  to  fat  K>lks  I 
To  have  their  costly  three-piled  flesh  worn  off 
As  bare  as  this :  for  banquets,  ease,  and  laughter, 
Can  make  great  men,  as  greatness  goes  by  clay ; 
But  wise  men  little,  are  more  great  than  they. 

Enter  Hippolito. 

H^.  Still  si^ng  o'er  death's  vizard  ? 

Vin.  Brother,  welcome ! 
What  comfort  bring'st  thou  ?  how  go  things  at 
court? 

Hip.  In  silk  and  silver,  brother:  never  braver. 

Fm.  Puh! 
Thou  pla/st  upon  my  meaning.    Pr'ythee,  say, 
Has  that  bald  madam,  opportumQr, 


Yet  thought  upon's  ?  Speak,  are  we  happy  yet  ? 
Thy  wrongs  and  mine  are  for  one  scabbard  fit 

Hip.  It  may  prove  happiness. 

Vin,  What  is  t  may  prove  ? 
Give  me  to  taste. 

Hip.  Give  me  your  hearing  then. 
You  know  my  place  at  court? 

Vin.  Ay,  the  duke's  chamber : 
But  'tis  a  marvel  thou'rt  not  turned  out  yet ! 

Hip,  Faith,  I  have  been  shoved  at ;  but  'twas 
still  my  hap 
To  hold  by  the  Duchess's  skirt :  you  guess  at  that ; 
Whom  such  a  coat  keeps  up,  can  ne'er  fall  flat. 
But  to  the  purpose : 
Last  evening,  predecessor  unto  this. 
The  Duke's  son  warily  enquired  for  me, 
Whose  pleasure  I  attended ;  he  began 
By  policy  to  open  and  unhusk  me. 
About  the  time  and  common  rumour : 
But  I  had  so  much  wit  to  keep  my  thoughts 
Up  in  their  built  houses ;  yet  afibrded  him 
An  idle  satisfaction  without  danger. 
But  the  whole  aim  and  scope  of  his  intent 
Ended  in  this ;  conjuring  me  in  private 
To  seek  some  strange  digested  fellow  forth. 
Of  ill-contented  nature,  either  disgraced 
In  former  times,  or  by  new  pt)oms  displaced. 
Since  his  step-mother^s  nuptials ;  such  a  blood, 
A  man  that  were  for  evil  only  good ; 
To  give  you  the  true  word,  some  base-coined  paiH 
der. 

Vin.  I  reach  you ;  for  I  know  his  heat  b  such. 
Were  there  as  many  concubines  as  ladies. 
He  would  not  be  contained ;  he  must  fly  out. 
I  wonder  how  ill-featured,  vile-proportioned. 
That  one  should  be,  if  she  were  made  for  woman, 
Whom,  at  the  insurrection  of  his  lust. 
He  would  refuse  for  once.    Heart,  I  think  none ; 
Next  to  a  skull,  though  more  unsound  than  one^ 
Each  face  be  meets  he  strongly  doats  upon. 

Hip.  Brother,  you've  truly  spoke  him. 
He  knows  not  you,  but  I'll  swear  you  know  him. 

Vin.  And  therefore  111  pot  on  that  knave  for 
once. 
And  be  a  right  man  then,  a  man  o'the  time ; 
For  to  be  honest  is  not  to  be  i'the  world. 
Brother^  III  be  that  strange-composed  fellow. 

Hip.  And  I'll  prefer  you,  brother. 

Vin.  Go  to,  then ; 
The  smallest  advantage  flattens  wronged  men  : 
It  may  point  out  occasion  ;  if  I  meet  her, 
1*11  hold  her  by  the  fore-top  fast  enough ; 
Or,like  the  French  Mole,^  heave  up  luiir  and  all. 


'  ^  pm-cked  md  Jutceku  luxur.-— Ltuniry  was  the  ancient  approprfaite  term  for  imeonthunee.  Hence 
Hm  wanton  old  Diike  is  called  a  hutur.  See  Mt  CoUins^s  Note  on  Troihn  and  Crmida,  edit.  1778,  Vol. 
IX  p.  166.    8. 

*  Like  the  French  Mole.^Thls  is  not  a  name  of  the  Lues  Venerea^  but  a  conparison  only  of  it  to  a  mole, 
ion  accmmt  of  the  dkcu  U  som^tifliei  produces  in  occaaiooing  the  loss  of -liair.    S.  P. 
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1  have  a  hi^it  thai  will  fit  it  qdaiotlj.-* 
Here  comeb  oar  mother: 

Hip,  And  sister. 

Vin.  We  must  coin  i 
Women  are  apt,  you  know,  to  take  false  money ; 
But  I  dare  stase  my  soul  for  these  two  creatures, 
Only  excuse  excepted,  that  they^l  swallow, 
Because  their  sex  is  easy  in  belief. 

Unter  Gratiana  and  Castiza. 

Grm.  What  news  from  court,  son  Carlo? 

Hip.  Faith,  mother, 
n*is  whispered  there  the  Duchess'  youngest  son 
Has  played  a  rape  on  Lord  Antonio's  wife. 

Grm,  On  that  relitfious  lady ! 

Cos,  Royal  blood  !  monster,  he  deserves  to  die, 
If  Italy  hajd  no  more  hopes  but  he. 

Viu.  Sbter,  youVe  sentenced  must  direct  and 
true; 
The  law's  a  womao^  and  would  she  were  you.— 
If  other,  I  must  take  leave  of  you* 

Gra,  Leave!  for  what? 

Flit.  1  intend  speedy  travel. 

HijK  That  be  does,  madam. 

Gra,  Speedy,  indeed ! 

Fill.  For  since  ray  worthy  father's  fnneral, 
My  life's  unnatural  to  me,  e'en  compelled ; 
As  if  I  lived  now,  when  1  should  be  dead. 

'Gra,  Indeed,  he  was  a  worthy  gentleman, 
Had  bis  estate  been  fellow  to  his  mind. 

Vin.  The  Duke  did  much  deject  him. 

Gra.  Much? 

Vin.  Too  much : 
And  tboi^h  disgrace  oft  smothered  in  his  spirit, 
When  it  would  mount,  surely  I  think  he  died 
Of  discontent,  the  noble  man's  consumption. 

Gra.  Most  sure  he  did. 

Fta.  Dili  be  ?  lack !  yoa  know  all ; 
Tou  were  hi*  midnight  secretary. 

Gra.  No; 
He  was  too  wise  to  trust  me  with  his  thoughts. 

Vin.  'Yfaith,  then,  fiitbeiv  thou  wast  wise  ili> 
deed; 
^  Wives  are  but  made  to  go  to  bed  and  feed.'' 
Come^  mother,  sister;  youli  briof  me  onwsbrd,  ^ 
brother? 

Bjp.  I  wiU. 

tin.  rU  quickly  turn  into  another.     [Exeunt. 

Inter  the  Duke^  Lusurioso,  the  Ducheu  ;  the 
Bastard,  the  Duchesis  two  Som  Ambit loso 
and  SuPERVACUO;  the  third,  her  Toungesty 
brought  out  with  Officert  for  the  Rape.  To>o 
judges. 

Duke.  Duchess, it  is  your  youngest  son;  we're 
sorry, 
His  violent  act  has  e'en  drawn  blood  of  honour^ 
And  stained  our  honours ; 


Thrown  ink  upon  the  forehead  of  our  state ; 
Which  envious  spirits  will  dip  their  pens  into 
After  our  death,  and  blot  us  in  our  tombs : 
For  that  wliich  would  seem  treason  in  our  iivesj^^ 
Is  laughter  when  we're  dead.     Who  dares  now 

whisper. 
That  dares  not  then  speak  out,  and  e'en  proclaim^ 
With  loud  words  and  broad  pens,  our  closest 
shame? 

Judge,  Your  grace  hath  spoke  Itkte  to  your  sil> 
ver  years. 
Full  of  couftrroed  gravity ;  for  what  is  it  to  hav0 
A  flattering  fal5e  inscription  on  a  tumb»  ,, 

And  in  men's  hearts  reproach?  the  bowelled  com 
May  be  seared  in,  but,  with  free  tongue  I  ^peal^ 
The  faults  of  great  men  through  their  sear^lotfas 
break. 

Duke.  They  do ;  we're  sorry  for't^  it  it  om 
fate 
To  live  in  fear,  and  die  to  Kve  in  hafia. 
I  leave  him  to  your  sentence,  doom  him,  loris^ 
The  fact  is  great ;  whilst  I  sit  by  and  (righ. 

Duck.  My  gracious  lord>  I  pray  be  merdfol : 
Although  his  trespass  far  exceed  his  years, 
Thmk  him  to  be  your  own,  as  I  am  yoQrs ; 
Call  him  not  son-m-law :  the  law,  I  fear. 
Will  fall  too  soon  upon  his  name  and  him : 
I'emper  his  fault  with  pity. 

Lus.  Good  my  lord. 
Then  'twill  not  taste  so  bitter  and  nnpleasaiit 
Upon  the  judge's  palate ;  for  ofienoes, 
Gilt  o'er  with  mercy,  show  like  fairest  women. 
Good  only  for  their  beauties,  whitob  washed  o^ 
No  sin  is  uglier. 

Amin,  I  beseech  your  grace. 
Be  soft  and  mild,  let  not  relentless  law 
Look  with  ab  iron  forehead  on  oor  brother.' 

Spu,  He  yields  small  comfort  yet:  bcipe  hi 
.    shall  die; 
And  if  a  bastard's  wish  mi^t  stand  k  forces 
Woold  all  the  court  were  tamed  iiifio  a  oorse ! 

Duch.  No  pity  yet  ?  must  I  rise  fniitlett  then  f 
A  wonder  in  a  woman !  are  my  kneet 
Of  such  low  metal — that  without  respect— 

1  Judge.  Let  the  offedder  stand  forth : 
Tis  the  Duke's  pleasure,  that  ii«^*r(bl  daott 
Shall  take  fast  hold  of  his  uodean  att«a|»t. 
A  ru>6 !  why  'tis  the  very  core  of  lutl^ 
Double  adulterjT. 

Junior.  So,  sir. 

3  Judge.  And,  which  was  worse^ . 
ConMnttUEd  6il'  the  lord  Antomo^s  wife^ 
That  general  honest  lady.    Conftss,  my  lord, 
What  moved  you  to*!  ? 

Jun.  Why,  flesh  and  blood,  my  lord ; 
What  sboukl  more  men  unto  a  woman  else ! 

Xtfi.  O  do  not  jest  thy  doom !  trost  not  an  ax« 
Or  sword  too  far :  the  law  is  a  wiM  aerpent, 


Bring  me  oavar^^A  phrase  in  ooHtaiofi  we,  slgaifyiQf  (•  aceoapaDy  en^ 
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And  qoidily  can  beguile  tbee  of  tby  lif^ 
Though  marriage  mily  has  made  tbee  my  bro 

thcr, 
I  love  thee  so  Car,  play  not  with  thy  death. 

Jun*  I  thank  yoa,  troth ;  good  admonitioos, 
faith. 
If  rd  the  grace  now  to  make  use  of  them. 

1  Judge.  That  hidy's  name  has  sfiread  sach  a 
fair  wing 
Over  all  Italy,  that  if  our  tongues 
Were  sparing  toward  the  fact,  judgment  itself 
Would  be  condemned,  ond  sufi^r  in  men's  thoughts. 

Jun,  Weil  then, 'tis  done;  and  it  woqld  p^ase 
me  well, 
Were  it  to  do  again ;  sure  she^s  a  goddess, 
For  Fd  no  power  to  see  her,  and  to  live. 
h,  foils  out  true  in  this ;  for  I  most  die ; 
Her  beauty  was  ordained  to  be  my  scaffold. 
And  vet,  methinks,  I  might  be  easier  'sessed, 
My  Mult  being  sport,  let  me  but  die  in  jest. 

1  Judge.  This  be  the  sentence — 

DficA.  Oh  keep*t  upon  your  tongue ;  let  it  not 
slip; 
Death  too  soon  steals  out  of  a  lawyer's  Up. 
Be  not  so  cruel-wise ! 

1  Judge.  Yonr  grace  must  pardon  us ; 
Tis  but  the  justice  of  the  law. 

Duck.  The  law 
Is  grown  more  subtle  than  a  woman  should  be. 

Mu,  Now,  now  he  dies  !  rid  'em  away. 

Vuck,  O,  what  k  is  to  have  an  old  cool  Duke, 
To  be  as  slack  in  tongue  rs  in  performance  ! 

1  Judge.  Confirmei,  this  be  the  doom  irrevoc- 
able. 

Duck  Oh ! 

1  Judge.  To-morrow  eariy — 

Dueh,  Prajr  be  a-bed,  my  lord. 

1  Judge.  1  our  grace  much  wrongs  yourself. 

Andfi.  No,  His  that  tongue. 
Tour  too  much  right,  does  do  us  too  much  wrong. 

1  Judge.  Let  t^t  oflfeuder 

pucA.  live,  and  be  in  health. 

1  Judge.  Be  on  a  scaffold 

Duke.  Hold,  bold,  my  lord. 

Spu.  Pox  on't, 
What  makes  my  dad  speak  now  ? 

Duke.  We  will  deter  the  judgment  till  next 
sitting : 
In  the  mean  time,  let  him  be  kept  close  prisoner. 
Guard,  bear  him  hence. 

AsM.  Brother,  this  makes  for  thee 
Fear  not,  we'll  have  a  trick  to  set  thee  free. 

Jun.  Brother,  I  will  expect  it  from  you  both ; 
And  io  that  hope  I  rest. 

Super^  Farewell^  be  merry. 

[Ejtit  witk  a  Guard. 


Sp^.  Delayed}  deferred  I  nay  th€n»  if  jlKi(* 
ment  have  cold  Uood, 
Flattery  and  bribes  v^nXX  kill  it 

Duke.  About  it,  tbe%  iny  lord^  with  yovr  bpst 
powers: 
lyiore  serious  business  calls  upon  our  hours. 

Manet  Duckets. 

Duck.  Was  it  ever  known  step-dochesa  was 
so  mild 
And  ci^m  as  I?  some  now  would  plot  his  deatU 
With  easy  doctors,  those  loose-living  men. 
And  make  his  withered  grace  fall  to  his  gracfv 
And  keep  church  better. 
Some  second  wife  would  do  this,  and  dispatch 
Her  double-loathed  lord  at  meat  or  sleep. 
Indeed,  'tis  true,  an  old  man's  twice  a  child ; 
Mine  cannot  speak ;  one  of  bis  iingle  words 
Would  quit^e  have  freed  my  youngest  deawst  son 
From  death  or  durance ;  and  have  nuide  him  vmXk 
With  a  bold  foot  upon  the  thorny  law. 
Whose  prickles  should  bow  under  him;  but 'tit 

•  not. 

And  therefore  wedlock-faith  shall  be  forgot : 
I'll  kill  him  in  bis  forehead;  hate,  there  feed; 
That  tvound  is  deepest^  though  it  never  bleed. 
And  here  comes  he,  whom  my  heaist  points  uoto^ 
His  bastard  son,  but  my  love*s  true  begot; 
Many  a  wealthy  letter  have  I  sent  bin, 
Sweird  up  with  jewels,  and  the  timorous  maa 
Is  yet  but  coldly  kind. 
That  jewel's  mme  that  quivers  in  his  ear. 
Mocking  his  master's  chilness  and  vain  feac, 
H'as  spied  me  now. 

Enter  Spurio. 

Spu,  Madam,  your  grace  so  private? 
My  duty  on  your  hand. 

Duck.  Upon  my  hand,  rir!   troth,  I  tiii^ 
you'd  fear 
To  kiss  my  hand  too,  if  my  lip  stood  there* 

Spu.  Witness  I  would  not,  madam. 

Duck.  Tis  a  wonder. 
For  ceremony  has  made  many  fools  ! 
It  is  as  easy  way^  unto  a  duchess, 
As  to  a  hatted  dame,  if  her  love  answer : 
But  that  by  timorous  honours,  pale  respects^ 
Idle  degrees  of  fear,  men  make  their  ways 
Hard  of  themselves. — What  have  you  tliou^t  of 
me? 

iS^tt.  Madam,  I  ever  think  of  you  in  duty, 
Reeard,  and 

Duck.  Puh !  upon  my  love  I  mean. 

Spu.  I  would  'twere  love;   but  'tis  a  fouler 
name 


♦ Unto  a  ducketSy 

ji»  io  a  batted  dame.^-Shit  neaos  ftoa  the  higbeat  to  the  lowest  of  ber  sex.     At  this  time 
the  inferior  order  wore  katt^    See  Hollar*s  Omatus  MuUebrU  JngUcanuty  1040. 
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Than' lost :  ydo  are  niy  fatbei's  wife^jonr  grace 

may  guess  iiow 
What  I  could  call  it. 

Duch.  Why,  th'art  his  son  bat  falsely; 
'lis  a  bard  question  whether  he  begot  thee. 

Spu,  lYaith,  'tis  true :  Vm  an  uncertain  man, 
of  more  uncertain  woman.  May  be  his  groom 
o'  the  stable  begot  me ;  you  know  I  know  not ; 
he  could  ride  a  horse  well,  a  shrewd  suspicion, 
marry  !^he  was  wondrous  tall  :  he  bad  his 
length,  i'faith;  for  peeping  over  half-shut  holi- 
day windows,  m^n  would  desire  him  light,  when 
he  was  arfooL 

He  made  a  goodly  show  under  a  pent-house ; 
And,  when  he  rid,  his  hat  would  check  the  signs^ 
And  clatter  barbers  basons. 

Duch,  '  Nay,  set  you  a  horseback  once, 
You'll  ne'er  light  off. 

Spu.  Indeed,  I  am  a  be^ar. 
•  JDuch.  That's  more  the  sign  thou'rt  great — Bat 

to  our  love : 
Let  it  stand  firm  both  in  thy  thought  and  mind, 
That  the  Duke  was  thy  fadber,  as  no  doubt 
He  bid  fair  for't,  thy  injury  is  the  more ; 
For  had  he  cut  thee  a  right  diamond. 
Thou  hadst  been  next  set  in  the  dukedom's  ring, 
When  his  worn  self,  like  age's  easy  slave. 
Had  dropt  out  of  the  ^  collet  into  the  grave. 
What  wrong  can  equal  this  ?  canst  thou  be  tame 
And  think  upon't  ? 

iSpa.  Mo ;  mad,  and  think  upon't 

Duch,  Who  would  not  be  revenged  of  such  a 
father. 
E'en  in  the  worst  way  ?  I  would  thank  that  sin 
That  could  most  injure  him,  and  be  in  league 

with  it 
Oh,  what  a  grief  'tis,  that  a  man  should  live 
But  once  ?  the  world,  and  then  to  live  a  bastard ! 
The  curse  o'  the  womb,  the  thief  of  nature, 
Begot  against  the  seventh  commandment. 
Half  damned  in  the  conception,  by  the  justice 
Of  that  unbribed  everlasting  law. 

Spu,  Oh,  I'd  a  hot^backed  devil  to  my  father. 

Duch.  Would   not  this  mad  e'en  patience, 
make  blood  rough  ? 
Who  but  an  eunuch  would  not  sin  ?  his  bec^ 
By  one  false  minute,  disinherited. 

Spu,  Ay,  there's  the  vengeance  that  my  birth 
was  wrapt  in ! 
ni  be  reven^d  for  all :  now,  hate,  begin ; 
I'll  call  foul  mcest  but  a  venial  sin. 

Duch.  Cold  still !  in  vain  then  must  a  duch- 
ess woo? 


&nt.  Madam,  I  blush  to  say  what  I  will  do. 

Duch.  Thence  flew  sweet  comfort.    Earnest, 
and  farewell. 

Spu.  Oh,  one  incestuoiis  kiss  picks  open  belL 

Duch,  Faith  now,  old  Duke,  my  vengeance 
shall  reach  high, 
111  arm  thy  brow  with  woman's  heraldry.   [Exii^ 

Spu.  Duke,  thou  didst  do  me  wrong ;  and  by 
thy  act, 
Aduhenr  is 'my  nature. 
Fakh,  if  the  truth  were  known,  I  was  begot 
After  some  gluttonous  dinner;  some  stirring  disir 
Was  my  first  father,  when  deep  healths  went 

round. 
And  ladies  cheeks  were  painted  red  with  wine, 
Their  tongues,  as  short  and  nimble  as  their  heels^ 
Uttering  words  sweet  and  thick  ;  and  when  they' 

rose. 
Were  merrily  disposed  to  fall  again. 
In  such  a  whispering  and  withdrawing  boor, 
When  base  male-bawds  kept  centiiiel  at  stair- 
head. 
Was  I  stolen  sofbly;  oh— damnation  meet, 
The  sin  of  feasts^  drunken  adultery, 
[  feel  it  swell  me ;  my  revenge  is  just ! 
I  was  begot  in  impudent  wine  and  lust 
Step-mother,  I  consent  to  thy  desires  ; 
I  love  thy  mischief  well,  but  I  hate  tfaee^ 
And  those  three  cubs  thy  sons,  wishing  confusioDji 
Death,  and  disgrace,  may  be  their  epitaphs. 
As  for  my  brother,  the  Duke's  only  soo^ 
Whose  birth  is  more  beholding  to  report 
Thau  mine,  and  yet  perhaps  as  falsly  sown 
(Women  must  not  be  trusted  with  their  own)^ 
I'll  loose  my  days  upon  him,  hate  all  I. 
Duke,  on  thy  brow  I'll  draw  my  bastardy: 
For,  indeed,  a  bastard  by  nature  should  make 

cuckolds, 
Because  he  is  the  sou  of  a  cuckold  maker. 

[Exit. 

Enter  Vindici  and  Hippolito.  Vikdici  tn 
disgmUf  to  attend  Luscteioso,  the  Duke'i 
Son, 

Vin.  What,  brother,  am  I  far  enough  from 

myself^ 
Hip.  As  if  another  man  had  been  sent  whole 
Into  the  world,  and  none  wist  how  he  came. 
Vin.  It  will  confirm  me  bold ;  the  child  o'  the 
court ; 
Let  blushes  dwell  i'  the  country.    Impudence ! 
Thou  goddess  of  the  palace,  mistress  of  mbtresses> 
To  whom  the  costly  perfumed  people  pray, 


'  A>y,  set  you  a  hornback  once. — ^  Set  a  beggar  on  hofseback,  and  he'll  ride  a  gallop.  Jtperhit  mhil 
tit  humili  cum  mrgU  in  altum.  Clandian.  U  nat  orgueil  qui  <fe  pauvie  enrichi.  Oall.  There  *s  no  pride 
to  the  corlrbed  b<*^^ar'6.  11  viiian  nobiHiado  non  cono$ct  il  parentado.  Ital.  The  villain  emioblea  will 
not  own  his  kindred  or  parentage.*'  Kay'i  Prov<rbs,  p.  7T. 

^  Gs(&t.— That  part  of  a  ring  in  which  the  stone  is  set.    Johoson^s  Dicti9nar$* 
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Strike  tboa  my  forehead  into  daantlefls  marble, 
Mine  eyes  to  steady  sapphires.  Turn  m^  visage ; 
And,  if  I  must  needs  gum,  let  me  blush  inwa^ 
That  this  immodest  season  may  not  spy 
That  scholar  in  my  cheeks,  fool  bashfiuaess; 
That  maid  in  the  oM  time,  whose  flush  of  ^ce 
Would  never  8u£Ser  her  to  get  good  clothes. 
Oar  maids  are  wiser,  and  are  kss  ashamed ; 
Save  Grace  the  bawd,  I  seldom  hear  grace  named ! 

Hip^  Nay,  brother,  yon  reach  oat  o*  the  vei^ 
now— 
^oot,  the  Diike*s  son !  settle  yoar  looks. 

Fill.  Pray,  let  me  not  be  doubted. 

Hip,  My  lord— 

Enter  LusuRioso. 

Xju.  HippoHto ! — be  absent,  leave  as. 

H^.  My  lord,  after  k>ng  search,  wary  en- 
quiries, 
And  politic  siftings,  I  made  choice  of  yon  fisllow, 
MThom  I  guess  rare  for  many  deep  employments: 
This  oar  age  swims  within  him ;  and  if  "Hme 
Had  so  much  hair,  I  should  take  him  for  Time, 
He  is  so  near  kin  to  this  present  miwite. 

Xiis.  nis enough; 
We  dumk  thee :  yet  words  are  bat  great  men's 

blanks; 
Goki,  though  it  be  dumb,  does  utter  the  best 
thanks. 

.Hijp.  Your  plenteous  honoap-*-Aii  excellent 
fellow,  my  lord; 

Lm*  So,  give  as  leave-<-[£n7  Hifpolito.] 
welcome,  be  not  far  off;  we  most  be  better  ac- 
quainted :  pish,  be  bold  with  us — thy  hand. 

Fim.  With  all  my  heart,  i'faith:  how  dost, 
sweet  musk-cat  ? 
When  shall  we  lie  together? 

iicf .  Wondrous  knave ! 
Gather  him  into  boldness !  sToot,  the  slave's 
Already  as  familiar  as  an  ague, 
And  sluikea  me  4it.his  pleosare.— Friend,  I  can 
Forget  myself  in  private ;  but  elsewhere, 
I  pray  do  yon  remember  me. 

Fin.  Oh!  very  well,  sir— I  constrqe  myself 
saocy. 

Lus,  What  bast  been? 
Of  what  profession  ? 

Vin,  A  bone-eerter. 

Xttj.  A  bone-setter! 

Fin.  A  bawd,  my  lord, 
One  that  seU  bones  together, 

Ims.  Notable  bhmtMss ! 
Fit,  fit  for  me ;  e'en  trained  up  Co  my  haod : 
Thou  hast  been  scriirener  to  much  knavery  then? 


Fill.  Fool  te abuadanoe^  sir:  I  hami  been  wit* 


any 


To  the  sorrenden  of  a  thooaand  virgiaaj 
And  not  so  little. 

I  have  seen  patrimonies  vrashed  a-pieoei^ 
Fruit  fields  turned  into  bastards^ 
And  in  a  world  of  acres 
Not  so  much  dust  doe  lo  the  heir  'twas  left  to 
^  As  would  well  gravel  a  petition. 
Lut.  Fine  vilkun!  troth  I  like  him  wondroos- 

He's  e'en  shaped  for  aoy  purpose. — ^Then  thou 

kaow'flt 
Fthe  world  strange  lust  ? 

Vm.  O  Dutch  test  I  fulsome  lust  I 
Drunken  procreation!  which  begets  so  many 

arunkards: 
Some  fathers  dread  not,  gone  to  bed  in  wine,  to 

slide  from  the  mother, 
*  And  ding  the  danghter^n-law ; 
Some  uncles  are  adokwoas  with  their  meees : 
Brothers  with  brothers  wives.  O  hoor  of  moest ! 
Any  kin  aow,  ^  next  to  the  rim  o'the  sister. 
Is  nmn's  meat  in  thase  days;  and  in  the  morning^ 
When  they  are  op  and  dras^  and  their  mask  on. 
Who  can  perceive  this,  sanre  that  eternal  eye 
That  sees  thniugh  IMi  and  aU?  Well,  if 

thins  M  damned. 
It  will  be  tweTreei'clock  at  night;  that  twelve 
Will  never 'scape; 

It  is  the  Judas  of  the  boars,  wherein 
Honest  salvatioa  is  betrayed  to  sin. 

Lus.  In  troth,  it  is  true:  but  let  this  talk  |lide. 
It  is  our  blood  to  err,  though  hell  gape  '^  wide. 
Ladies  know  Lucifer  fell,  yet  still  are  proud. 
Now,  sir,  wert  thou  as  secret  ae  thou'rt  sobtk>. 
And  deeply  fathoooed  into  all  estates^ 
I  would  embrace  thee  for  a  near  employment ; 
And  thou  shoald'st  swell  in  money,  and  be  able 
To  make  lame  beggarscrouch  to  thee. 

Fin*  My  lord. 
Secret !  I  ne'er  had  that  disease  o'the  mother, 
I  praise  my  father :  why  are  men  made  dose. 
But  to  keep  thoughu  in  best?  I  grant  you  this^ 
Tell  but  some  woman  a  secret  over  niriit. 
Your  doctor  may  find  it  in  the  urinal  vthe  monw 

But,  my  lord— 

Lttf .  So,  thou'rt  confinned  in  me^ 
And  l^us  I  outer  thee. 

Fin.  This  Indian  devil 
Will  quickly  enter  any  man,  bat  a  osarer; 
He  prevents  tliat,  by  entering  the  devil  first 

Jmm.  Aueud  me.    I  am  past  my  depth  in  lost. 


7  jis  wmtld  well  gravel  a  pttUum^U  e.  Boni  it,  to  prevent  It  firoa  blotting  while  the  Uik  was  we^    8. 

>  Ami  cling  tkt  <faH^A/er-fa-ia»— 1.  e.  gripe,  compress,  embrace  btr.  See  Mr  Steeven^'sNote  on  3Ue« 
Ml,  A.  5.  8.  d. 

'  Nest  u  the  rim  of  the  tifler— That  Is  no  degree  of  relationriiip  Is  snflBicient  to  restrahi  the  appetite  oyt 
Imt,  scarce  that  of  sister ;  they  even  approach  to  the  rim  or  vergt  of  iirhat  is  the  most  prohlbl^d^ 

*^  fTide^The  qiiarto  reads,  tpwde. 
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And  I  must  swim  or  drown.    All  my  desires 
Are  levePd  at  a  virgin  not  far  from  court. 
To  whom  I  have  conveyed  by  messenger 
Many  waxed  lines,  full  of  my  neatest  spirit, 
And  jewels,  that  were  able  to  ravish  her 
Without  thelielp  of  man;  all  which  and  more 
She,  foolish  chaste,  sent  back ;  the  messengers 
Receiving  frowns  for  answers. 

Fin.  Possible ! 
Tis  a  rare  Phoenix,  whoe'er  she  be. 
If  your  desires  be  such,  she  so  repugnant, 
In  troth,  my  lord,  I'd  be  revenged  and  marry  her. 
Lus,  Pish  I  the  dowry  of  her  blood,  and  of  her 
fortunes, 
Are  both  too  mean^-good  enough  to  be  bad 

withal. 
I'm  one  of  that  number  can  defend 
Marriage  "  as  good ;  yet  rather  keep  a  friend. 
Give  me  my  bed  by  stealth — there's  true  delight; 
What  breeds  a  loathing  in't,  but  night  by  night  ? 
riff.  A  very  fine  religion ! 
Lut,  Therefore,  thus 
rH  trust  thee  in  the  business  of  my  heart; 
Because  I  see  thee  well  exf>erienced 
In  this  luxurious  day  wherein  we  breathe : 
Go  thou,  and  with  a  smooth  enchanting  tongue 
Bewitch  her  ears,  and  cozen  her  of  all  grace : 
Enter  upon  the  portion  of  her  soul, 
Her  honour,  which  she  calls  her  chastity, 
And  bring  it  into  expense  ;  for  honesty 
Is  like  a  stock  of  money  laid  to  sleep. 
Which,  ne'er  so  little  broke,  does  never  keep. 

Vin.  You  have  giv'n't  the  tang,  i'faith,  my  lord : 
Make  known  the  lady  to  me,  and  my  bnun 
Sliall  swell  with  strange  invention :  1  vnll  move  it, 
Till  I  expire  with  speaking,  and  drop  down 
Withrut  a  word  to  save  me — but  III  work— 

Xms.  We  thank  tiiee,  and  will  raise  thee-— 
Receive  her  name;  it  is  the  on^  daughter  to 
madam  Gratiana,  the  late  widow. 
Vin,  Oh,  mv  sister,  my  sister  I 
Lus,  Why  dost  walk  aside  ? 
Vin,  My  lord,  I  was  thinking  how  I  might 
begin: 
As  thus,  Oh  lady — or  twenty  hundred  devices ; 
Her  very  bodkin  will  put  a  man  in. 
Xtit.  Ay,  or  the  wagging  of  her  hair. 
Vin.  No,  that  shall  put  you  in,  my  lord. 
Lus.  Shall't?  why,  content— -Do'st  know  the 

daughter,  then  ? 
Vin.  O  excellent  well,  by  sight. 
Lus.  That  was  her  brother 
That  did  prefer  thee  to  us. 

Vin.  My  lord,  I  think  so  ; 
I  knew  I  had  seen  him  somewhere — 

Lus.  A  nd  therefore,  pr'y  thee,  let  thy  heart  to  him 
Be  as  a  virgin,  close. 
Vin.  Oh,  my  good  lord. 
jAts.  We  may  laugh  at  that  simple  age  within 
/  him. 


Fill.  Ha, ha, ha! 

Lus.  Himself  being  made  the  subtle  instrameot, 
To  wind  up  a  good  fellow. 
Vin.  That's  I,  my  lord. 
Lus,  That's  thou. 
To  entice  and  work  his  sister. 
Vin.  A  pure  novice  ! 
Lus.  'Twas  finely  managed. 
Vin.  Gallantly  carried ! 
A  pretty  perfumed  villain ! 
Lus.  I've  bethought  me, 
If  she  prove  chaste  still,  and  immoveable. 
Venture  upon  the  mother ;  and  with  gif^, 
As  1  will  turnish  thee,  begin  with  her. 

Vin.  Oh,  fie,  fie,  that's  the  wrong  end,  my  lord, 
lis  mere  impossible,  that  a  mother,  by  any  gifts, 
should  become  a  bawd  to  her  own  daughter ! 

Lus,  Nay,  then,  I  see  thou'rt  but  a  punv  in 
the  subtle  mystery  of  a  woman. — Why  'tis  held 
now  no  dainty  dish  :  the  name 
Is  so  in  league  with  age,  that  now-a-days 
It  does  echpse  three  quarters  of  a  mother. 

Vin.  Does  it  so,  my  lord  ? 
Let  me  «lone,  then,  to  eclipse  the  fourtli. 
Lus,  Why,  well  said-^coroe,  I'll  furnish  thee ; 
but  first 
Swear  to  be  true  in  all. 
Fin.  True ! 
Lus  Nay,  but  swear. 
Vin,  Swear  !---I  hope  your  honour  little  doubts 

my  faith. 
Lus,  Yet,  for  my  humour's  sake,  'cause  I  love 

swearing. 
Ftn.  'Cause  you  love  swearing,  'slod,  I  will. 
Lus.  Why  enough ! 
Ere  long  look  to  be  made  of  better  stuff. 
Vin.  That  will  do  well  indeed,  my  lord 
Lus.  Attend  me.  [Exit. 

Fin.  Oh! 
Now  let  me  burst.    I've  eaten  noble  poison ; 
We  ai^  made  strange  fellows,  brother,  innocent 

villains ! 
Wilt  not  be  angry  when  thou  hear'st  on't,  think'st 

thoui 
I'faith  thou  shalt :  swear  me  to  foul  my  sister ! 
Sword,  I  durst  make  a  (>romise  of  him  to  thee ; 
Thou  shalt  disheir  him ;  it  shall  be  thine  honouf. 
And  yet,  now  angry  froth  is  down  in  me, 
It  would  not  prove  the  meanest  policy. 
In  this  disguise,  to  ti  v  the  faith  of  both. 
Another  might  have  had  the  self-Same  office ; 
Some  slave,  that  would  have  wrought  effectually ; 
Ay,  and  perhaps  o'er-wrought  *em;  therefore  I, 
Being  thought  travel'd,  will  apply  myself 
Unto  the  self-same  form,  forget  my  nature. 
As  if  no  part  about  me  were  kin  to  'em. 
So  touch  'em  ;^though  I  durst  almost  for  good 
Venture  my  lands  in  heaven  upon  their  bl^. 

[Exit, 


Ai  gMd—  The  quarto  reads,  it  food.    8. 
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Enter  the  discontented  Ahtonio,  wtune  Wife  the 
Ducheu*i  youngeit  Son  ravished ;  he  discover- 
ing the  Body  (f  her  dead  to  certain  Lords  and 

HlPPOLITO. 

Ant,  Draw  nemrer,  lords,  aod  be  3ad  witnesses 
Of  a  fair  comely  buildios  oewly  fallen. 
Being  falsely  undermiiied.    Violent  rape 
Has  played  a  glorious  act:  behold,  my  lords, 
A  sight  that  strikes  man  out  of  me ! 

Piero,  That  virtuous  lady ! 

Ant.  Precedent  for  wives ! 

Hip.  The  blush  of  many  women,  whose  chaste 
presence 
Would  e'en  call  shame  up  to  their  cheeks, 
And  make  pale  wanton  sinners  have  good  co* 
lours— 

Ant.  Dead ! 
Her  honour  first  drank  poison,  aod  her  life. 
Being  fellows  in  one  house,  did  pledge  her  ho- 
nour. 

Piero.  O  grief  of  many ! 

Ant.  I  nuuied  not  this  before  : 
A  prayer-book  the  pillow  to  her  cheek  T 
Thu  was  her  rich  confection ;  and  another 
Placed  in  her  right  hand,  with  a  leaf  tucked  np,  • 
Pointing  to  these  words ; 
Melius  virtute  mori,  quam  per  dedecus  woere : 
True,  and  effectual  it  is  mdeed. 

Hip,  My  lord,  since  you  invite  us  to  your  sor^ 
rows, 
Let's  truly  taste  'em,  that  with  equal  comfort. 
As  to  ourselves,  we  may  relieve  your  wrongs : 
We  have  grief  too,  that  yet  walks  without  tongue ; 
Cune  leves  loquuntur^  majores  stupent. 

Ant.  You  deal  with  truth,  my  lord* 
Lend  me  but  your  attentions,  and  I'll  cut 
Long  grief  into  short  words.  Last  revelling  night. 
When  torch-light  made  an  artificial  noon 
About  the  court,  some  courtiers  in  the  mask, 
Putting  on  better  faces  than  their  own. 
Being  full  of  fraud  and  flattery ;  amongst  whom 
The  duchess'  youngest  son,  that  moth  to  honour. 
Tilled  up  a  room,  and  with  long  lust  to  eat 
Into  my  wearing,  amongst  all  the  ladies 
Singled  out  that  dear  form,  who  ever  lived 
As  cold  in  lust  as  she  is  now  in  death. 
Which  that  step-duchess  monster  knew  too  well ; 


And  therefore,  in  the  height  of  all  the  revels. 
When  music  was  heard  loudest,  courtiers  busiest. 
And  ladies  great  with  laughter--0  vicious  minute ! 
Un6t  but  for  relation  to  be  spoke  of: 
Then,  with  a  face  more  impudent  than  his  vizard, 
"  He  harried  her  amidst  a  throng  of  panders, 
That  live  upon  damnation  of  both  kinds, 
And  feed  the  ravenous  vulture  of  his  lust. 
O  death  to  think  on't !  she,  her  honour  forced, 
Deemed  it  a  nobler  dowry  for  lier  name. 
To  die  with  poison,  than  to  live  with  shame. 

Hip.  A  wondrous  lady  !  of  rare  fire  compact, 
Sh'as  made  her  name  an  empress  by  that  act 

Piero.  My  lord,  what  judgment  follows  the  of- 
fender ? 

Ant.  Faith  none,  my  lord ;  it  cools,  and  is  de- 
ferred. 

Piero.  Deby  the  doom  for  rape ! 

Ant.  O,  you  must  note  who  'us  should  die, 
The  duchess'  son;  she'll  look  to  be  a  saver ! 
'*  Judgment,  in  tins  age,  is  near  kin  to  favour.'^ 

Hip,  Nay,  then,  step  forth,  thou  bribeless  offi- 
cer: 
I'll  bind  you  all  in  steel,  to  bind  you  surely ; 
Here  let  vour  oaths  meet,  to  be  kept  and  paid, 
Which  else  will  stick  like  rust,  and  shame  the 

blade ; 
Strengthen  my  vow,  that  if,  at  the  next  sitting 
Judgment  sp^  all  in  gold,  and  spare  the  blood 
Of  such  a  serpent,  e'en  before  their  seats 
To  let  his  soul  out,  whidi  long  since  was  found 
Guilty  m  heaven- 
Jo.  We  swear  it,  and  will  act  it. 

Ant.  Kind  gentlemen,  I  thank  you  in  mine  ire. 

Hip.  'Twere  pity 
The  ruins  of  so  fair  a  monument 
Should  not  be  dipt  in  the  defacer's  blood. 

Piero.  Her  funeral  shall  be  wealthy ;  for  her 
naibe 
Merits  a  tomb  of  pearl.    My  lord  Antonio, 
For  this  time  wipe  your  lady  from  your  eyes; 
No  doubt  our  grief  and  yours  may  one  day  court  it, 
When  we  are  more  familiar  with  revenge. 

Ant,  That  is  my  comfort,  gentlemen,  and  I  joy 
In  this  one  happiness  above  the  rest, 
Which  will  be  called  a  miracle  at  last, 
That,  being  an  old  man,  I'd  a  wife  so  chaste. 

{Exeunt* 


*'  He  harried  her-^To  harry^  Mr  Steevens  observes,  it  to  ute  rou«hljf.    See  Note  to  Jntmy  and  Cleo'* 
patrOy  A,  S.  S«  S. 
Mr  Steevens  is  wrong ;  to  harry  is  a  word  still  nsed  in  the  north  to  signify  to  rj&,  to  I e reave. 
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Emief  Castiza. 

Cat.  How  hardly  shall  that  maiden  be  beset, 
Whose  only  fortante  are  her  oonstant  thoughts ! 
That  has  no  other  child's  part  bat  her  honour, 
That  keeps  her  low  and  emptor  in  estate ; 
Maids  and  their  honours  are  hke  poor  beginners ; 
Were  not  sin  rich,  there  wouM  be  fewer  sinners : 
Why  had  not  virtue  a  revenue  ?  WeU, 
I  know  dte  cause,  'twould  bare  impoverished  hell. 

JEfiter  DoiiBOLO. 

How  now,  Dondolo  ? 

Don.  Madona,  there  is  one,  as  they  say,  a 
thing  of  flesh  and  blood,  a  man  I  take  him  by  his 
beard,  that  wouM  very  desirously  mouth  to  mouth 
with  you. 

CAf.  What's  that? 

Don.  Show  his  teeth  in  your  company. 

Cm.  I  nnderstand  thee  not 

Don.^  Why  speak  with  you,  Madona. 

Cos.  Why,  say  s6,  madman,  and  cut  off  a  great 
deal  of  dirty  way :  had  it  not  been  better  spc^e 
in  ordinary  wordsy  that  one  would  speak  with 
vat? 

Don.  Ha,  ha,  that's  as  ordinary  as  two  shil- 
lings. I  would  strive  a  little  to  show  myself  in 
flsy  place ;  a  gentleman-usher  scorns  to  use  the 
phrase  and  fancy  of  a  serving-man. 

Cos.  Yours  M  your  oWn,  sir;  go^  direct  him 
hither ; 
X  hope  some  happy  tidings  from  my  brother, 
That  lately  travelled,  whom  my  soul  affscts. 
Here  he  comes. 

SnUrVivmcifdugvited. 

Fin.  Lady,  the  best  of  wishes  to  your  sex ; 
Fair  skins  and  new  gowns, 

Cos.  Oh  they  shall  thank  you,  sir. 
Whence  this? 

Fia.  Oh,  from  a  dear  and  worthy  friend. 

Cot.  From  whom  ? 

Vin.  The  duke's  son ! 

Cm.  Receive  that. 

[A  box  0*  the  ear  to  her  Brother, 
I  swore  I  would  pot  anger  in  my  hand. 
And  pass  the  virgin  limits  of  rovself. 
To  him  that  next  appeared  in  that  base  office, 
To  be  his  sin's  attorney.    Bear  to  him 
That  fisure  of  my  hare  upon  thy  cheek 
Whilst^tis  yet  hot,  and  Fll  reward  thee  for't; 
Tell  him,  my  honour  shall  have  a  rich  name. 
When  several  harlots  shall  share  his  with  shame. 
Farewell ;  commend  me  to  him  in  my  hate. 

[Exit. 

Vin.  It  is  the  sweetest  box 


That  e'er  my  nose  came  nigh ; 
The  finest  drawn-wOrk  cuff  that  e'er  was  wore  ; 
ni  love  this  blow  for  ever,  and  this  cheek 
Shall  still  henceforward  take  the  wall  of  this^ 
Oh,  Fm  above  my  tongue :  most  constant  sister. 
In  this  thou  hast  right  honourable  shown ; 
Many  are  called  by  their  honour,  that  have  none; 
Thou  art  approved  for  ever  in  my  thoughts. 
It  is  not  in  tne  power  of  words  to  taint  thee. 
And  yet  for  the  salvation  of  my  oath. 
As  my  resolve  in  that  point,  I  will  lay 
Hard  siege  unto  my  mother,  though  I  know 
A  syren's  tongue  could  not  bewitch  her  so. 
Mass,  fitly  here  she  comes !  thanks,  my  disguise- 
Madam,  good  afternoon. 

Enter  Gratiana. 

Ora.  YouVe  welcome,  sir. 

Vin.  The  next  of  Italy  commends  him  to  you. 
Our  mighty  expectation,  the  duke's  son. 

Gra.  1  think  myself  much  honoured,  that  he 
pleases 
To  rank  me  in  his  thoughts. 

Vin.  So  may  you,  lady  : 
One  that  b  like  to  be  our  sudden  duke; 
The  crown  gapes  for  him  every  tide,  and  then 
Commander  o'er  us  all,  do  but  think  on  him. 
How  blest  were  they  now  that  could  pleasure 

him, 
E'efi  with  any  thing  almost ! 

Gra,  Ay,  save  their  honour. 

Vin.  Tut,  one  would  let  a  little  of  that  go  too. 
And  ne'er  be  seen  in't :  ne'er  be  seen  in't,  mark 

you. 
I'd  wink,  and  let  it  go— 

Gra.  Marry  but  I  would  not 

Vin,  Marry  but  I  would,  I  hope ;  I  know  yon 
would  too. 
If  you'd  that  blood  now  which  you  gave  your 

dauehter. 
To  her  indeed 'tis,  this  wheel  comes  about; 
That  man  that  must  be  all  this,  perhaps  ere  morn- 

inf, 
(For  his  white  father  does  but  mould  away) 
Has  long  desired  your  daughter. 

Gra.  Desired?  ^ 

Vin.  Nay,  but  hear  roe. 
He  desires  now,  that  will  command  hereafter : 
Therefore  be  wise,  I  speak  as  more  a  friend 
To  vou  than  him ;  madam,  I  know  you're  poor, 
And,  lack  the  day !  there  are  too  many  poor  1»- 

dies  already; 
Why  should  you  wax  the  number  ?  'tis  despised, 
live  wealthy,  rightly  understand  the  world,. 
And  chide  away  that  foolish  country  girl 
Keeps  company  with  your  daughter,  chastity. 

Gra.  O  ne,  fie !  the  riches  of  the  world  can- 
not hire  a  mother  to  such  a  most  unnatural  task. 
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Vm,  No^but  a  thousand  angels  can; 
Men  have  no  power,  angels  must  work  yon  tot  t 
The  world  descends  into  such  base4K>rn  epia, 
That  fort^  angels  can  make  fourscore  devUs^ 
There  will  be  fools  still  I  oerceive— still  fool  ? 
Woold  I  be  poor,  dejecteo,  scumed  of  greatness. 
Swept  from  die  palace,  and  see  others  daughters 
Spring  with  the  dew  o'  the  court,  having  osiae  own 
So  much  desired  and  loved — bj  the  duke's  son  ? 
No,  I  would  raise  mj  state  upon  her  breast ; 
And  call  her  ejea  mj  tenants ;  I  would  count 
11/  yearly  maintenance  upon  her  d^eks; 
Take  coach  upon  her  lip;  and  all  her  parts 
Should  keep  men  after  men,  and  I  would  ride 
lu  pleasure  upo^  pleasure. 
You  took  great  puns  for  her,  once  when  it  was, 
Let  her  requite  it  now,  though  it  be  but  some ; 
You  brought  her  forth,  she  may  well  brbg  yo« 
home* 

Gra,  O  heavens!  this  o'eroomesme ! 

Fw.  Not  I  hope  already  ?  [A$Uk. 

GrtL  It  is  too  strong  for  me ;  men  know  that 
know  us,  [Ande, 

We  are  so  weak,  their  words  can  overthrow  us : 
He  touched  me  nearly,  made  my  virtues  bate. 
When  his  tongue  struck  upon  my  poor  estate. 

Vin,  I  e*eB  quake  to  proceed^  siy  spirit  turns 
edge, 
I  fear  me  she's  uamotbered,  yet  Til  venture* 
**  That  woman  is  ail  male,  whom  none  can  enter." 

[Atide. 
What  think  you  now,  lady  ?  speak,  are  you  wiser? 
What  said  advancement  to  you  ?  thus  it  said. 
The  daughter's  fall  lifts  up  the  mother's  head : 
Did  it  not,  madam?  but  Til  swear  it  does 
In  many  places :  tut,  this  age  fears  no  man, 
^  Tim  no  shame  to  be  bad,  because  'tis  common.'' 

Gra.  Ay,  that's  the  comfort  on't 

Fm.  The  comfort  on't! 
I  keep  the  best  for  last,  can  these  persuade  you 
To  forget  heaven-— aad — 

Gra.  Ay,  these  are  they — 

Fin.  Oh! 

Gra,  That  enchant  our  aex : 
These  are  the  means  that  govern  our  afiections— 

that  woman 
Will  not  be  troubled  with  the  modier  k>ng. 
That  sees  the  eomfoitable  shine  of  you : 
I  blush  to  think  what  for  your  sakes  I'll  do. 

FtA.  O  saieriug  heaven!   with  ^y  invisible 
finger, 
E^en  at  this  instant  turn  the  precious  side 
Of  both  mine  eye-balls  inward,  not  to  see  myself. 

[Atide. 


Orm,  Look  you,  sir. 

Fia.  Hollo. 

Gra.  Let  this  thank  voor  \ 

Vin.  O,  you're  a  kind  madiam. 

Gra.  m  see  how  I  can  move. 

Fta.  Your  words  will  stiag. 

Gns.  If  she  be  stiU  chaste,  HI  ne'er  caU  her 

mine. 
Fin.  Spoke  truer  than  yea  meant  it» 
Gra.  Daughter  Castixa. 

inter  Castiza. 

Cos.  Madam. 

Vin.  O,  she's  yonder ; 
Meet  her :  troops  of  celestial  soldiers  gaard  bar 

heart. 
Yon  dam  has  devils  enoneh  to  take  herparc 

Cat.  Madam,  what  makes  yon  evil-officed  mm 
In  ptesence  of  yon  ? 

6r«.  W^? 

Com.  He  lately  brought 
Immodest  writing  seat  from  tbe  duke*s  son. 
To  tempt  me  lo  dishonourable  act 

Gra.  Dishonourable  act!— good  honourable 
fool. 
That  wouldst  be  hone9t,'canse  thou  wouldst  be  so^ 
Producing  no  one  reason  but  thy  will. 
And  't  hM  a  good  report,  prettify  comesended. 
But  pray  by  whom  ?  poor  people ;  ignorant  peo> 

pie; 
The  better  sort,  Fra  sore,  cannot  abide  it 
And  by  what  rule  should  we  square  out  our  live^ 
But  by  our  betters' actioiis?  Oh,  if  thou  knewest 
What  'twere  to  lose  it,  thou  would  never  keep  it ! 
But  there's  a  cold  curse  laid  upon  all  maids, 
Whilst  others '^  clip  the  son,  they  elasp  tbe  shadeflb 
Vtrginky  is  paradise  locked  up. 
You  cannot  come  by  yourselves  without  foe;    - 
And  'twas  decreed,  that  man  should  keep  the  key. 
Deny  advancement  I  treasure!  the  duke's  son ! 

X^  I  cry  you  mercy !  4ady,  I  mistook  you ; 
Pray  did  you  see  my  mother,  which  way  went 

you? 
Pray  God  I  have  not  lost  beTi 

Fin.  Prettily  put  by  ! 

Gra.  Are  you  as  pitmd  to  me,  at  coy  to  himf 
Dovou  not  know  me  now  ? 

Ca$,  Why,  are  you  she ! 
Tbe  world's  so  changed,  one  shape  into  another. 
It  is  a  wise  child  now  that  knovrs  her  mother* 

Fiji.  Most  right,  i'faith. 

Gra.  I  owe  your  cheek  my  hand 
For  that  presumption  now,  but  I'll  forget  it; 
Come,  you  shall  leave  those  childish  'haviours^ 


'^  Clip  the  sMk— U  e.  embrace  it    So  again  in  this  play : 
Here  in  this  lodge  they  meet  for  damned  cHp$. 
te.  caned  embraces*    S. 
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And  understand  your  time.  Fortunes  flow  to  you ; 
What,  will  you  be  a  girl  ? 
If  all  feareo  drowning  that  spy  waves  ashore, 
Gold  would  grow  rich,  and  all  the  merchants  poor. 

Cat,  It  is  a  pretty  saying  of  a  wicked  one,  but 
methmks  now 
It  does  not  show  so  well  out  of  your  mouth ; 
Better  in  his. 

Vin.  Faitli,  bad  enough  in  both, 
Were  I  in  earnest,  at  111  seem  no  less.      [Atide, 
I  wonder,  lady,  your  own  mother's  words 
Cannot  be  taken,  nor  stand  in  full  force, 
^is  honesty  you  urge ;  what's  honesty  ? 
ms  but  heaven's  beggar;  and  what  woman  is 
So  foolish  to  keep  honesty^ 
And  be  not  able  to  keep  herself?  No, 
Times  are  grown  wiser,  and  will  keep  less  charge. 
A  maid  that  has  small  portion  now  intends 
To  break  up  house,  and  live  upon  her  friends ; 
How  blest  are  you !  you  have  happiness  alone; 
Others  must  fall  to  thousands,  you  to  one, 
Sufficient  in  himself  to  make  your  forehead 
Dazzle  iMe  world  with  jewels ;  and  petitionary 

people 
Start  at  your  presence. 

Gra,  Oh,  if  I  were  young,  I  should  be  ravished. 

Cos,  Ay,  to  lose  your  honour  ! 

Vin.  'Slid,  how  can  you  lose  your  honour, 
To  deal  with  my  lord*s  grace  ? 
He'll  add  more  honour  to  it  by  his  title ; 
Your  mother  will  tell  you  how. 

Gra,  That  I  will. 

Vin,  O  think  upon  the  pleasure  of  the  palace ! 
Secured  ease  and  state  !  the  stirring  meats. 
Ready  to  move  out  of  the  dishes,  that  e'en  now 
Quicken  when  they're  eaten ! 
Banquets  abroad  by  torch-light !  music !  sports ! 
Bare-headed  vassals,  that  had  ne'er  the  fortune 
To  keep  on  their  own  hats,  but  '^  let  horns  wear 

'em! 
Nine  coaches  waiting-dhurry,  hurry,  hurry— ^ 

Ca$.  Ay,  to  the  devil. 

Vin,  Ay,  to  the  devil !  to  the  duke,  by  my  faith. 

Gra,  Ay,  to  the  duke :  daughter,  you'd  scorn 
to  think  o'  the  devil,  and  you  were  there  once. 

Vin,  True,  for  most  there  are  as  proud  as  he 
for  his  heart,  i'faith.  [Aside, 

Who'd  sit  at  home  in  a  neglected  room, 
Dealing  her  shor^lived  beauty  to  the  pictures, 
That  are  as  useless  as  old  men,  when  those 


Poorer  in  face  and  fortune  than  herself 
'^  Walk  with  a  hundred  acres  on  their  backs. 
Fair  meadows  cut  into  green  fore-parts? — oh  f 
It  was  the  greatest  blessing  ever  happened  to 

women. 
When  farmers  sons  agreed,  and  met  again. 
To  wash  their  hands,  and  come  up  gentlemen  ! 
The  commonwealth  hab  flourisheo  ever  since : 
Lands  that  were  '^  mete  by  the  rod,  that  labour** 

spared, 
Tailors  ride  down,  and  measure  'em  by  the  yard  ; 
Fair  trees,  those  comely  fore-tops  of  the  field. 
Are  cut  to  maintain  head-tires — much  untold — 
All  thrives  but  chastity,  she  lies  a-cold. 
Nay,  shall  I  come  nearer  to  you  ?  mark  but  this  : 
Why  are  there  so  few  honest  women,  but  beoause 
'tis  the  poorer  profession  ?  that's  accounted  best, 
that's  best  followed ;  least  in  trade,  least  in  fa- 
shion ;  and  that's  not  honesty,  believe  it ;  and  do 
but  note  the  love  and  dejected  price  of  it : 
Lose  but  a  pearly  we  search^  and  cannot  brook  it  / 
But  that  once  gone^  who  is  so  mad  to  look  it  f 

Gra,  Troth,  he  says  true. 

Cos,  False !  I  defy  you  both ; 
I  have  endured  you  with  an  ear  of  fire ; 
Your  tongues  have  struck  hot  irons  on  my  face. 
Mother,  come  from  that  poisonous  woman  there. 

Gra,  Where? 

Cas,  Do  you  not  see  her  ?  she's  too  **  inward 
tlien: 
Slave,  perish  in  thy  office  !  you  heavens,  please 
Henceforth  to  make  the  mother  a  disease, 
Which  first  begins  with  me;  yet  I've  outgone  you. 

[Eiit. 

Vin.  O  angels,  clap  your  wings  upon  the  skies. 
And  give  this  virgin  crystal  plaudities ! 

Gra,  Peevish,  coy,  foolish ! — but  return  thi^ 
answer. 
My  lord  shall  be  most  welcome,  when  his  plea- 
sure 
Conducts  him  this  way ;  I  will  sway  mine  own, 
Women  with  women  can  work  best  alone. 

[Exit. 

Vin,  Indeed  111  tell  him  so. 
O  more  uncivil,  more  unnatural. 
Than  those  base-titled  creatures  that  look  down- 
ward; 
Why  does  not  heaven  turn  black,  or  with  a  frown 
Undo  the  world  ?  Why  does  not  earth  start  up, 
And  strike  the  sins  that  tread  upon't?— oh, 


'I  But  let  boms  wear  *em  /— Allading  to  the  custom  of  haogiog  hatt  in  ancient  halls  upon  stags  horns,  S. 

>«  fTmlk  with  m  hmdred  meres  on  their  ftoclef.— So,  In  Lodgers  WWs  MiseHe,  p.  24.  ••  —  wbattbiok  joa 
to  a  tender  fiiire  young,  nay  a  weakling  of  womankind,  to  wears  whole  Lordships  and  Mrnior-kouses  on  her 
hacke  without  sweating  f" 

's  Mete  by  the  rod,—i,  e.  measured.  Petnichio,  In  The  Taming  of  the  Shrew,  calls  the  (ailor^s  measur- 
iqc  yard  his  mete  yard     S. 

^0  /Mip«rd.^l.  e.  intimate.    See  Note  308  to  The  Spmish  Tragtdy,  YoL  I.  p.  514. 
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Wei^K  not  for  gold  and  womeo,  there  would  be  no 
damnation. 

He]l  would  look  like  a  lord*8  great  kitchen,  with- 
out 6re  in't. 

But  'twas  decreed  before  the  world  began, 

That  they  should  be  the  hooks  to  catch  at  man. 

[Exit. 

Enter  Lusurioso  with  Hippolito. 

Jms.  I  much  applaud  thy  judgment,  thou  art 
well  read  in  a  fellow, 
And  'tis  the  deepest  art  to  study  man. 
I  know  this,  which  I  never  learnt  in  schools, 
Jhe  world's  divided  into  knaves  and  fools. 

Hip,  Knave  in  your  face ;  my  lord  behind  your 
back.  [Atide, 

Iau.  And  I  much  thank  tliec,  that  thou  hast 
preferred 
A  fellow  of  discourse — well  mingled. 
And  whose  brain  time  bath  seasoned. 

Hip.  True,  my  lord, 
We  shall  find  season  once,  I  hope — O  villain ! 
To  make  such  an  unnatural  slave  of  me !  but — 

[AMide. 
Lus.  Mass,  here  he  comes. 
Hip.  And  now  shall  I  have  free  leave  to  de- 
part, [diide. 
Lus.  Your  absence,  leave  us. 
Hip.  Are  not  my  thoughts  true  ?  [Aside. 
I  must  remfive ;  but,  brother,  you  may  stay. 
Heart,  we  are  both  made  bawds  a  new-found 


way  I 


[Exit. 


Enter  Vindtci. 


Lus.  Now  weVe  an  even  number,  a  third  man's 
dangerous. 
Especially  her  brother ;  say,  be  free. 
Have  I  a  pleasure  toward— 

Vin.  On,  my  lord  ! 

Lus.  Ravish  me  in  thine  answer;  art  thou  rare  ? 
Hast  thou  beguiled  her  of  salvation. 
And  rubbed  bell  o'er  with  honey  ?  is  she  a  wo- 
man ? 

Fin.  In  all  but  in  desire. 

Lus.  Then  she's  in  nothing.    '^  I  bate  in  cou- 
rage now. 

Tin.  The  words  I  brought 
Might  well  have  made  indifferent  honest,  naueht. 
A  right  ^ood  woman,  in  these  days,  is  changec^ 
Into  white  money  with  less  labour  far: 
Many  a  maid  has  turned  to  Mahomet 
With  easier  working;  I  durst  undertake 
Upon  the  pawn  and  forfeit  of  rhy  life, 
With  half  those  words  to  Hat  a  Puritan's  wife. 
But  she  is  close  and  good ;  yet  'tis  a  doubt  by  this 

time. 
Oh,  the  mother,  the  mother ! 


Lus.  I  never  thought  their  sex  had  been  a 
wonder, 
Until  this  minute.    What  fruit  from  the  mother? 

Vin.  Now  must  I  blister  my  soul,  be  forsworn. 
Or  shame  the  woman  that  received  me  first. 
I  will  be  true ;  thou  livest  not  to  proclaim. 
Spoke  to  a  dying  man,  shame  has  no  shame. 

[Aside, 
My  lord. 

Lus.  Who's  that? 

Vin.  Here's  none  but  I,  my  lord. 

Lut,  What  would  thy  haste  utter  ? 

Vin.  Comfort. 

Lus.  Welcome. 

Vin.  The  maid  being  dull,  having  no  mind  to 
travel 
Into  unknown  lands,  what  did  me  1  straight, 
But  set  spurs  to  the  mother;  golden  spurs 
Will  put  her  to  a  false  gallop  in  a  trice. 

Lus.  Is't  possible  that  in  this 
The  mother  should  be  damned  before  the  daugh- 
ter? 

Vin,  Oh,  that's  good  manners,  my  lord ;  the  mo- 
ther for  her  age  must  so  foremost,  you  know. 

Lus*  Thou'st  spoke  that  true !  but  where  comet 
in  this  comfort  ? 

Vin.  In  a  fine  place,  my  lord— the  unnatural 
mother 
Did  with  her  tongue  so  hard  beset  her  honour. 
That  the  poor  fool  was  struck  to  silent  wonder ; 
Yet  still  the  maid,  like  an  unlighted  taper, 
Was  cold  and  chaste,  save  that  her  mother's 

breath 
Did  blow  fire  on  her  cheeks:  the  girl  departed, - 
But  the  good  ancient  madam,  half  mad,  threw  me 
These  promising  words,  which  I  tpok  deeply  note 

of; 
My  lord  shall  be  most  welcome. 

Lus.  Faith,  I  thank  her. 

Vin.  When  his  pleasure  conducts  him  this  way. 

Lus.  That  shall  be  soon,  i'faith. 

Vin.  I  will  sway  mine  own 

Lus*  She  does  the  wiser,  I  commend  her  for't. 

Vin.  Women  with  women  can  work  best  alone; 

Lus.  By  this  light,  and  so  they  can ;  give  'em 
their  due,  men  are  not  comparable  to  'em. 

Vin.  No,  that's  true,  for  you  shall  have  one 
woman  knit  more  in  an  hour,  than  any  man  can 
unravel  again  in  seven-and-twenty  year. 

Lus.  Now  my  desires  are  happy.  111  make  'em 
freemen  now. 
Thou  art  a  precious  fellow,  faith  I  love  thee ; 
Be  wise,  and  make  it  thy  revenue;  beg, beg; 
What  office  couldst  thou  be  ambitious  for? 

Fin.  Office,  mv  lord !  marry,  if  I  might  have 
my  wish,  I  would  nave  one  that  was  never  begged 
yet. 


'^  /  bate  in  emrage  now.^l  decline,  or  lessen  in  courage, 
dirindle?  dec. 


So  Falslaflfsajs,  Do  I  not  bate  ?  Do  I  not 
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XtK.  Najy  theo  thoo  canst  haina  none. ' 

Ftn.  Yes,  my  lord,  I  could  pick  out  another 
office  yet,  nair,  and  keep  a  horse  and  drab  upon*!. 

Lus.  Pr^ytnee,  good  bhintoeas,  tell  me 

Vin.  Why,  I  would  desire  but  thisy  my  brd,  to 
bare  all  thie  fees  behind  the  arras;  and  all  the 
farthingales  that  fall  plump  about  twelve  c^dock 
at  night  upon  the  rushes. 

Lus.  ThouVt  a  mad,  '*  apprehensive  knave ; 
dost  think  to  make  any  great  porohase  of  that  ? 

Vin.  Oh,  'tis  an  unknown  thing,  my  lord ;  I 
wonder  'thas  been  missed  so  Ions. 

Xtis.  Well,  this  night  111  Tisither,  and  'tis  till 
then 
A  year  in  my  detires^farewell,  attend, 
Trust  me  with  thy  preferment  [Exit. 

Fin.  My  loved  lord! 
Ob  shall  I  kill  himo'  the  wrong  side  now?  no ! 
Sword,  thoQ  wast  never  a  bacl^bicer  yet; 
ni  pierce  him  to  his  face ;  lie  shall  die  lo(^ng 

upon  me; 
Thy  Teins  are  swelled  with  Inst,  this  shall  unfill 

'em; 
Great  men  were  gods,  if  beggars  could  not  kill 

'em. 
Fomve  me  heaven,  to  call  my  mother  wicked  ! 
'^  CNi  lessen  not  my  days  upon  the  earth, 
I  cannot  honour  her.    By  this,  I  fear  roe. 
Her  tongue  has  turned  my  sister  into  use. 
I  was  a  villain  not  to  be  forsworn 
To  this  our  lecherous  hope,  the  Duke's  son ; 
Fot  lawyers,  merchants,  some  diviues,  and  all, 
Count  beneficial  perjury  a  sin  small. 
It  shall  go  hard  yet,  but  I'll  guard  her  honour. 
And  keep  the  ports  sure. 

Enter  Hxppolito. 

H^>.  Brother,,  how  eoes  the  world  ?  I  would 
know  news  of  you ; 
Bot  I  have  news  to  teU  you. 

Vin.  What,  in  the  name  of  knavery  P 

Hip.  Knavenr*  faith; 
This  vicious  old  Duke's  worthilv  abused. 
The  pen  of  his  bastard  writes  him  cuckold! 

Ftn.  His  bastard? 

Hip.  Pray  believe  it ;  he  and  the  duchess 
By  night  meet  in  their  Imen ;  they  have  been  seen 
B^  staiiwfoot  panders. 

Fiit.  Oh  sin  fool  and  deep! 
Great  faults  are  winked  at  when  the  Duke's 

asleep. 
See,  see,  here  comes  the  Sporio. 

Hip.  Monstrous  luxur ! 


Fifi.  XJnbiaoed !  two  of  his  valiant  bands  with 
him! 
O  there's  a  wicked  whisper ;  hell  is  in  his  ear. 
Stay,  let's  observe  his  passage 

Enter  Spurio  and  Servanti, 

Spu.  Oh,  bot  are  you  sure  on't? 
Serv.  My  lord,  most  sureWt:  A»r  'twas  spoke 
by  one^ 
That  is  most  inward  with  the  Duke's  son's  Inst, 
That  he  intends  within  this  hour  to  steal 
Unto  Hippolitc^s  sister,  whose  chaste  life 
The  mother  has  corrupted  for  his  use. 
Sj^  Sweet  word !  sweet  occasion !  faith  thcni 
brother, 
III  disinherit  you  in  as  short  time^ 
As  I  was,  when  I  was  begot  in  baste. 
Ill  damn  yon  at  your  pleasure:  precious  deed ! 
After  your  lust,  oh  'twill  be  fine  to  bleed. 
Come,  let  our  passing  out  be  soft  and  wanr. 

[Exeunt, 
Vin,  Mark,  there,  there,  that  step ;  now  to  the 
duchess; 
Tint  theb  second   iiieetii^  writes  the  Duke 

cuckold. 
With  new  additions,  bis  horns  newl  v  revived* 
Night !  thou  that  lookest  like  funeral  heralds  fees, 
Tom  down  betimes  i'  the  morning  then  haog'st 

fitly 
To  grace  those  sins  that  have  no  grace  atalL 
Now  'tis  full  sea  abed  over  the  world, 
There's  juggling  of  all  sides;  some  that  were 

maids 
E'en  at  sun.  set,  are  now  perhaps  ^  i' the  toll- 
book. 
This  woman  in  immodest  thin  apparel 
Lets  in  her  friend  by  water ;  here  a  dame^ 
Cunning,  niols  leather  hinges  to  a  door, 
To  avoid  proclamation, 
Now  cuckolds  are  coining,  apace,  apace,  apace, 

apace! 
And  careful  sisters  spin  that  thread  i'  the  nieht. 
That  does  maintain  them  and  their  bawds  ?  the 
day. 
Hip.  You  flow  well,  brother. 
Ftn.  Pub,  I'm  shaUow  yet ; 
Too  spiirinff  and  too  modest ;  shall  I  tell  thee  ? 
If  every  tnok  were  told  that's  dealt  by  night. 
There  are  few  here  that  would  not  bliuih  outright. 
Hip.  I  am  of  that  belief  too. 
Flit.  Who's  this  conies? 
Hip»  The  Duke's  soi|  up  so  late !  brother,  fall 
back, 


'*  jippreken$ive.-^l»  e.  qaick  td  ooderstand.  See  Mr  Steevem's  Note  on  J%e  Second  Pmt  of  King 
Henry  iK.  A.  4.  8.  3. 

'^  Ok  ttifen  not,  Ike— Allodiog  to  the  prombe  io  the  fifth  como^admeni. 

*^  r  the  ro/^6oo^.^AllQdiDg  to  the  cmtom  of  entering  hones  told  at  ttdn  In  a  book  called  the  toU-book. 
See  Note  to  jiU*i  weU  that  endi  «el/,  ediu  1178  of  Shakespeare,  YoL  IV.  p.  141.  S. 
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And  toil  ifaall  learii  some  idicluef.    My  good 
lord! 

Enter  LviVRjOBo, 

Lm,  Piato !  why  the  man  I  wished  for.  Come, 
I  do  emlnraoe  this  seaeoo  for  the  fittest 
To  taste  of  that  young  lady. 

Fiji.  Heart  and  lieU ! 

Hip,  Damned  Tillain ! 

Ftn.  I  have  no  wi^  now  to  cross  it,  bst  to  kill 
him. 

£tcf.  Comeoiiy  thou  and  I. 

Vin*  My  kwd !  my  lord ! 

Lus.  Why  dost  thou  start  os? 

Vin.  I'd  almost  fdrgot-^-tlM  bastard  ! 

Lus,  What  of  him  r 

Vin,  This  night,  this  hour^  tins  mhiate,  now — 

Lta.  What?  what? 

Vin.  Shadows  the  DochesB  ■  ■  ■ 

Xas.  Horrible  word  ! 

Vin,  And,  like  strong  poison^  eats 
Into  the  Dnke  your  fother'i^  forehead, 

Xifs.Ob! 

Fin*  He  mnkes  kfBH  reyal. 

Lus,  Most  ignoble  slave  ! 

Vin.  This  is  the  frait  of  twa  beds. 

Lus.  I  am  mid. 

Vin.  That  passaaa  he  tM»d  wari|y« 

Lus.  He  did ! 

Fm.  ^id  hnsbed  his  villains  every  step  he 
took. 

Lus.  His  villains  ?  Til  confound  them. 

Vin.  Take  'ent  finely,  finely,  now.  - 

Lus.  The  Duchess'  chamber-door  shall  not  con- 
troul  roe.  [EreUnt 

Hip.  Good,  happy,  swifl :  tiiti^*»  gonpowder 
i'  the  Goort, 
Wild- fire  at  mtditight.    In  this  heedless  fary, 
He  may  show  violence  to  cross  hims^« 
ril  ibUow  the  etrent.  [Eant. 

Re-enter  LtsuRioso  tfnrfViUDlci. 

Lus.  W^here  is  dmt  villain  ? 

Fin.  Softly,  my  lord,  and  you  may  take  'em 

twisted. 
Lus,  I  care  not  how. 
Vin.  Oh  !  'twill  he  glorious 
To  kill  'em  douhledi  when  they're  heaped.    Be 
soft,  ray  lord. 
Lus.  Away !  my  spleen  is  not  so  lazy :  thus, 
and  thus 
111  shake  their  eyelids  ope,  and  with  my  sword 
Shut  'cm  again  for  ever.    Villain  !  strumpet ! 
Duke,  You  upper  ^anly  defend  us. 
Duck,  Treason!  treason! 


Duke,  Oh,tabe  me  not  in  sleep !  I  have  great 
sins;  I  must  have  days, 
Nay  months,  dear  son^  with  peniteatial  heaves 
To  lift  'em  out,  and  not  to  die  unclear. 
O,  thou  wilt  kill  me  both  in  heaven  and  here. 

Lus.  I  am  amazed  to  death. 

Duke.  Nay,  villain,  traitor. 
Worse  than  the  foulest  epithet;  now  HI  gripe 

thee, 
E'en  with  th«  nerves  of  wratk,  and  throw  thy  bead 
Amongst  the  lawyer's  guard. 

Enter  Nobles  and  9em. 

1  Nobie.  How  comes  the  quiet  of  yoor  grace 

disturbed  ? 
Duke.  This  boy,  that  should  be  myself  after 
me. 
Would  be  myself  before  me ;  and  in  heat 
Of  that  ambition  bloodily  rushed  in, 
InteodinsL  to  depose  me  in  my  bed. 
3  NooU.  t)uty  and  natural  loyalty  forfead ! 
Duck.  He  called  his  father  villaia,  and  me 
strumpet, 
A  word  that  I  abhor  to  ''  file  my  lips  with. 
Ambi.  That  was  not  so  well  done,  brother. 
Lus,  I  am  abused.    I  know  there's  no  excuse 

eaodo  me  good. 
Vtn.  'tis  now  good  policy  to  be  from  sight ; 
His  vicious  purpose  to  our  sister's  honour, 
Is  crossed  beyond  our  thought. 

Hip,  You  little  dreamt  his  father  slept  here. 
Vin,  Oh,  'twas  far  beyond  me : 
But  since  it  fell  so*— without  frightful  words^ 
Would  he  had  killed  him,  Would  have  eased  our 
swords. 
Duke,  Be  comforted  our  Duchess,  he  shall  die. 
[Dissemble  a  ^"^ fright, 
Lus.  Where's  this  slave-pander  now?  out  of 
mine  eye. 
Guilty  of  this  abuse. 

Enter  Sfvntt^  with  Mi  Villains. 

Spu.  You're  villains !  fablers ! 
You  have  knaves  chins,  and  harlots  tongues;  you 

lye; 
And  I  will  damn  vou  with  one  meed  a-day. 

1  Serv.  O,  good  my  lord  ! 

Spu.  'Sblood,  you  shall  never  sup. 

2  Serv.  0, 1  beseech  you,  sir ! 

Spu.  To  let  my  sword  catch  cold  so  long,  and 

miss  him ! 
1  Serv.  Troth,  my  lord,  'twas  his  intent  to  meet 

there. 
Spu.  'Heart,  he's  yonder ! 
Ha,  what  news  hcrer  is  the  day  out  o'  the  socket, 


*«  f¥fe.— I.  e.  defile. 

»°  Fr/^Ar.— The  quarto  reads,  yr^^W. 
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That  it  is  noon  at  midnight  ?  the  court  up ! 
How  comes  the  guard  so  saucy  with  his  elbows? 

Lus,  The  bastard  here  ? 
Nay,  then  the  truth  of  my  intent  shall  out: 
My  lord  and  fiather,  hear  me. 

Duke,  Bear  him  hence. 

LuM.  1  can  with  loyalty  excuse. 

Duke.  Excuse  ?  to  prison  with  the  yillain ! 
Death  shall  not  long  lag  after  him. 

Spu,  Good,  i'faith,  then  'tis  not  much  amiss. 

Lus.  Brothers,  my  best  release  lies  on  your 
tongues ; 
I  pray  persuade  for  me. 

Ambi.  It  is  our  duties ;  make  yourself  sure  of 
us. 

Super.  Well  sweat  in  pleading. 

Lus.  And  I  may  live  to  thank  you.         [Exit. 

Ambi.  No,  thy  death  shall  thank  me  better. 

Spu,  He*s  gone ;  111  after  him, 
And  know  his  trespass;  seem  to  bear  a  part 
In  all  his  ills,  but  with  a  puritan  heart.       [Exit, 

Ambi  Now,  brother,  let  our  hate  and  love  be 
woven 
So  subtlelv  together,  that  in  speaking  one  word  for 

nis  life. 
We  may  make  three  for  his  death : 
The  craftiest  pleader  gets  most  gold  for  breath. 

Super.  Set  on,  Til  not  be  far  behind  you,  bro- 
ther. 

Duke.  Is't  possible  a  son  should  be  disobedi- 
ent as  far  as  toe  sword  ?  it  is  the  highest^  he  can 
go  no  farther. 

Ambi.  Mj  gracious  lord,  take  pity. 

Duke.  Pity,  boys! 

Ambi.  Nay,  we'd  be  loth  to  move  your  grace 
too  much ; 
We  know  the  trespass  is  unpardonable, 
Black,  wicked,  and  unnatural. 

Super.  In  a  son,  oh  monstrous ! 

Ambi.  Yet,  my  lord, 
A  duke's  soft  hand  strokes  the  rough  head  of  law, 
And  makes  it  lie  smooth. 

Duke,  But  my  hand  shall  ne'er  do't. 

Ambi  That  as  you  please,  my  lord. 

Super.  We  must  needs  confess. 
Some  fathers  would  have  entered  into  hate 
So  deadly  pointed,  that  before  his  eyes 
He  would  ha'  seen  the  execution  sound. 
Without  corrupted  favour. 

Ambi,  But,  my  lord. 
Your  grace  may  live  the  wonder  of  all  times. 
In  pard'ning  tliat  oflfence,  which  never  yet 
Had  face  to  beg  a  pardon. 

Puke,  How's  this? 


Ambi,  Forgive  him,  good  my  lord,  he^'jiour 
own  son ; 
And  I  must  needs  say,  'twas  the  viler  done. 

Super.  He's  the  next  heir ;  yet  this  true  reason 
gathers. 
None  can  possess  that  dispossess  their  fathers.  ' 
Be  merciful !— - 

Duke.  Here's  no  stepmother's  wit ; 
I'll  try  them  both  upon  their  love  and  bate. 

Ambi,  Be  merciful — although—- 

Duke,  You  have  prevailed; 
My  wrath,  like  flaming  wax,  hath  spent  itself; 
I  know  'twas  but  some  "  peevish  moon  in  him ; 
Go,  let  him  be  released. 

Super,  'Sfoot,  how  now,  brother  ? 

AmbL  Your  grace  doth  please  to  speak  beside 
your  spleen; 
I  would  it  were  so  happy. 

Duke.  Why  go,  reknise  him. 

Super,  O  m  V  good  lord !  I  know  the  fault's  too 
weighty. 
And  full  of  general  loathing;  too  inhuman, 
Rather  by  an  men's  voices  worthy  death. 

Duke,  Tis  true  too ;  here  tKen,  receive  this 
signet, 
Doom  shall  pass ; 

Direct  it  to  the  jadges;  he  shall  die 
Ere  many  days.    Idake  haste. 

AmbL  All  speed  that  may  be. 
We  could  have  wished  his  burden  not  so  sore : 
We  knew  your  grace  did  but  delay  before. 

[Exeunt. 

Duke.  Here's  **  envy  with  a  poor  thin  cover 
on't. 
Like  scarlet  hid  in  lawn,  easily  spied  through. 
This  their  ambition  by  tlie  mother's  side 
Is  dangerous,  and  for  safety  must  be  purged. 
I  will  prevjcnt  their  envies ;  sure  it  was 
But  some  mistaken  fury  in  our  son, 
Which  these  aspiring  boys  would  climb  upon. 
He  shall  be  released  suddenly. 

Enter  Nobles, 

1  Noble,  Good  morning  to  your  grace. 

Duke.  Welcome,  my  lords. 

S  Noble.  Our  knees  shall  take 
Away  the  office  of  our  feet  for  ever. 
Unless  your  grace  bestow  a  father's  eye 
Upon  the  clouded  fortunes  of  your  son. 
And  in  compassionate  virtue  srant  him  that 
Which  makes  e'en  mean  men  nappy,  liberty, 

Duke.  How  seriously  their  loves  and  honours 
woo 
For  that  which  I  am  about  to  pray  them  do ! 


*'  Peevish  ffMoa.— Some  nidden  fit  of  frensy.    Cotgrave  tnm&lates^  Avoir  ttn  quartier  de  la  lone  en  ta 
iette^  to  be  half  fraotic,  or  have  a  ipice  of  lanacy. 
"  fnnj^.— See  Note  17  to  Edward  the  Second,  Vol.  I.  p.  101. 
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Arise,  my  lords,  your  knees  sign  his  release ; 
We  freely  pardon  him. 

1  Nohie,  We  owe  your  grace  madi  thanks,  and 
be  oiQch  duty.  [Exeunt. 

Duke,  It  well  becomes  that  judge  to  nod  at 
crimes. 
That  does  commit  greater  himself,  and  lives. 


I  may  forgiTe  a  disobedient  error. 

That  expect  pardon  for  adultery ; 

And  in  my  old  days  am  a  youth  in  lust. 

Many  a  beauty  have  I  turiied  to  poison 

In  the  denial,  covetous  of  all. 

Age  hot  is  like  a  monster  to  be  seen ; 

My  hairs  are  white,  and  yet  my  sins  are  green. 


ACTIIL 


SCENE  I. 
Enter  Ambitioso  and  Supe&vacuo. 

Super,  Brother,  let  my  opinion  sway  you  once; 
I  sp€»k  it  for  the  best,  to  have  him  die  : 
Surest  and  soonest,  if  the  signet  come 
Unto  the  judges  hand,  why  then  his  doom 
Will  be  deferred  till  sittings  and  court-days. 
Juries,  and  farther. — Faiths  are  bought  and  sold ; 
Oaths  in  these  days  are  but  the  skin  of  gold. 

Ambi.  In  troth  *tis  true  too. 

Super,  Then  let's  set  by  the  judges. 
And  fall  to  the  officers;  'tis  but  mistaking 
The  Duke  our  father's  meaning;  and  where  be 

named 
£re  many  days,  'tis  but  forgetting  that, 
And  have  him  die  i*  the  morning. 

AmbL  Excellent! 
Then  am  I  heir — ->Dnke  in  a  minute. 

Super,  Nay, 
And  be  were  once  puffed  out,  here  is  a  pin 
Should  quickly  prick  your  bladder.  [Aside, 

AmbL  Blest  occasion ! 
He  being  packed,  we'll  have  some  trick  and  wile, 
To  wind  our  vounger  brother  out  of  prison. 
That  lies  in  for  the  rape.    The  lady's  dead, 
And  people's  thoughts  will  soon  be  buried. 

Super,  We  may  with  safety  do*t,  and  live  and 
feed; 
The  Duchess'  sons  are  too  proud  to  bleed. 

AmbL  We  are  i'faith,  to  say  true ;  come,  let's 
not  linger : 
ril  to  the  officers ;  go  you  before. 
And  set  an  edge  upon  the  executioner. 

Super,  Let  me  alone  to  grind  him.         [Exit, 
•     AmbL  Farewell; 
I  am  next  now,  I  rise  just  in  that  place 
Where  thon'rt  cut  off;  upon  thy  neck,  kind  bro- 
ther; 
The  falling  of  one  head  lifts  up  another.    [  Exit. 

Enter,  with  the  Nobles^  LvsvRio&oJrom  Priion, 

Lus,  My  lords,  I  am  so  much  indebted  to  your 
loves 

For  this,  O  this  delivery 

1  Noble,  But  our  duties,  my  lord,  unto  the  hopes 

that  grow  in  you. 
Xiif.  If  e'er  I  live  to  be  myself,  I'll  thank  you. 


O  liberty !  thou  sweet  and  heavenly  dame ; 
But  hell  for  prison  is  too  mild  a  name. 

[Exeunt, 

Enter  Ambitioso  and  Super  vacuo,  with 
Officers. 

AmbL  Officers,  here's  the  Duke's  signet*  your 

firm  warrant. 
Brings  the  command  of  present  death  along  with 

it 
Unto  our  brother,  the  Duke's  son;  we  are  sorry 
That  we  are  so  unnaturallv  employed 
In  such  an  unkind  office,  fitter  far 
For  enemies  than  brothers. 

Super.  But,  you  know. 
The  Duke's  command  must  be  obeyed. 

1  Offi,  It  must  and  shall,  my  lord ;  this  morn- 

ing, then. 
So  suddenly  ? 

AmbL  Ay ;  alas,  poor,  good  soul ! 
He  must  breakfast  betimes ;  the  executioner 
Stands  ready  to  put  forth  his  cowardly  valour. 

2  02^.  Already? 

Super.  Already,  i'faith.  O,  sir,  destruction  bies^ 
And  that  is  least  impudent,  soonest  dies. 

1  Offi.  Troth,  you  say  true.  My  lorc^  we  take 

our  leaves : 
Our  office  sball  be  sound,  well  not  delay 
The  third  part  of  a  minute. 
AmbL  Therein  you  shew 
Yourselves  good  men,  and  upright  officers. 
Pray,  let  him  die  as  private  as  he  may ; 
Do  him  that  favour;  for  the  gaping  people 
Will  but  trouble  him  at  his  prayers. 
And  make  him  curse  and  swear,  and  so  die  black. 
Will  vou  be  so  far  kind? 

3  OjffL  It  sliall  be  done,  my  lord. 

AmbL  Why,  we  do  thank  you;  if  we  live  to  be, 
You  shall  have  a  better  office. 

2  Cfffi.  Your  good  lordship—— 

Super.  Commend  us  to  the  scafl&ld  in  our  tears. 
1  Ujfi,  We*ll  weep,  and  do  your  commendations. 

[Exeunt. 
Ambi.  Fine  fools  in  office ! 
Super,  Things  fall  out  so  fit ! 
AmbL  So  happily !  Come,  brother,  ere  next 
clock. 
His  head  will  be  made  serve  a  bigger  block.  ^' 

[Exeunt, 


»3  B^ocifc.— i.  e.  bat. 
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Enter,  in  Fr'non,  Junior  Brother,  mnd  Keeper. 

Jun,  Keeper! 
Keep,  lyiy  lord. 

Jun,  No  news  lately  from  our  brothers? 
Arc  they  unmindful  of  us  ? 

Ketp,  My  lord,  a  messenger  came  oewl/  io, 
And  brought  this  from  'em. 

Jun.  Nothing  but  paper-comforts  ? 
I  looked  for  my  delivery  before  this, 
Had  they  been  worth  their  oaths.— Pr'ythec,  be 
from  us.  {Exit  Keeper. 

Now  wliat  say  you  fursoolh  ?  speak  out  I  pray, 
[Letter.']  Brother,  be  of  good  cheer; 
'Slud,  it  begins,  like  a  whore,  with  good  cheer. 
Thou  nhalt  not  he  long  a  prieoner. 
Not  five-and-ihirty  years,  like  a  bankrupt— I 

think  so. 
We  have  thought  upon  a  device  to  get  thee  out  by 

a  trick  f 
By  a  trick  !  pox  o'  your  tiick,  an'  it  be  so  long  a 

playing. 
And  to  rest  comforted,  be  merry,  and  expect  tt 

suddenly  ! 
Be  merry  !  Hang  merry,  draw  and  quarter  mer- 
ry;  ril  be  mad !  Is't  not  strange,  that  a  man 
should  lie*in  a  whole  month  for  a  woman }  well, 
we  shall  see  how  sudden  our  brothers  wiiJ  be  in 
their  promise.  I  must  expect  still  a  trick:  I 
shall  not  be  long  a  prisoner. — How  now,  what 
news? 

Enter  Keeper, 

Keep.  Bad  news,  my  lord;  I  am  ditdiarged  of 

you. 
Jun.  Slare!  catl'st  thou  that  bad  oewa?  I 

thank  you,  brothers. 
Keep.  My  lord,  'twiU  prove  so ;  Here  OMue  the 

officers, 
Into  whose  hands  I  must  commit  you. 
Jan.  Ha,  officers!  What?  why? 

Enttr  Officers. 

1  Offi.  Yoa  must  pardon  us,  ny  lord ; 
Our  iHe^  must  be  sound  :  here  is  our  warrant. 
The  siu:net  frooi  the  Duke;  yon  must  strait  su£fer. 
Jtiii.  Suffer!  Til  safer  you  to  be  gone;  Til 
sufier  you 
To  come  no  more  t  what  would  yoo  have  ine  suf- 
fer? 


t  Q(^  M  J  loed,  those  words  were  better  cbaneed 
to  prayers. 
The  time's  bot  brief  with  yoo :  prepore  to  die. 
Jam.  Sure  'tis  not  so  I 
S  Offi.  It  is  too  true,  my  lord. 
Jun.  I  tell  you  'lis  not ;  for  the  Duke,  my  fa- 
dMr, 
Deferr'd  me  till  next  sitting;  and  I  look 
E'en  every  minute,  threescore  times  an  hour. 
For  a  release,  a  trick  wrought  by  my  brothers. 

1  Offi.  A  trick,  my  lord !  if  you  expect  such 

comfort, 
Your  hope's  as  fruitless  as  a  barren  woman : 
Your  brothers  were  the  unhappy  messengers. 
That  brooght  this  powerful  token  for  your  death. 
Jun.  My  brothers !  no,  no. 

2  Offi.  'TIS  most  true,  my  lord. 

Jun.  My  brothers  to  bring  a  warrant  for  my 

How  strange  this  shows ! 
d  Offi  Tbere^s  no  delaying  time. 
Jtts.  Desire 'em  hither:  odl'em  up— my  bro- 
thers ! 
They  shall  deny  it  to  your  faces. 

lOffi.  My  lord, 
Th^re  far  enough  by  this,  at  least  at  court ; 
And  this  most  strict  command  they  left  behind 

'em. 
When  grief  swam  in  their  eyes,  they  showed  like 

brothers. 
Brimful  of  heavy  sorrow ;  but  the  duko 
Must  ha?e  his  pleasure. 
Jtin.  His  pleasure ! 

1  Offi.  These  were  their  last  words,  whidi  my 
memory  bears. 
Commend  us  to  the  scaffold  in  our  tears. 

Jun.  PoK  dry  their  tears  I  what  should  I  do 
with  tears? 
I  hate  'em  worae  than  any  citizen's  son 
Con  hate  salt-water.    Here  came  a  letter  now, 
New  bleeding  from  their  pens  scarce  ^  stinted 

/ett 
been  torn  in  pieces  when  I  tore  it : 
Look,  you  officious  whoresons,  words  of  comfort. 
Not  long  a  prisoner. 
1  Offi.  It  says  true  in  that,  sir ;  for  you  muet 

suffer  prrsently. 
Jtin.  ^'  A  villainous  Duns  upon  the  leuter,  kna- 
vish exposition ! 


^  Slated-— Stopped.  See  several  instances  of  die  ve  of  this  word  In  Mr  Steeveas's  Note  on  Homeo 
and  Juliet  J  A.  1.  S.  3. 

^'  J  vidainous  Bums  on  the  /et/er.-^Alludiog,  perhaps,  to  Duns  Scotus,  who  commented  upon  Me  Jfm • 
ier  of  the  fientences.     8.  i*. 

Duns  Scotas  was  an  Lnglisb  Franciscan  Friar,  who,  difleriiig  from  Thomas  Aqnioas,  occasioned  a  fa* 
mous  scholastic  divisioo,  known  by  the  titles  of  Tbomlsts  and  Scotlsts.  he  died  at  Paris  in  1SU8.  Eras-> 
mu9,  who  bad  a  very  low  opinion  of  this  writer,  in  his  Praise  of  Folie,  1540,  Sign.  ^.  S,  (ays,  **  Lyke- 
wise  not  1<>di^  agone  I  was  present  at  the  sermon  of  an  other  famous  doctour,  being  almost  t:0  yercs  old, 
and  thereto  so  doctoar  lyke,  us  If  Duns  were  new  arisen  In  bim,  who  entending  to  disclose  the  mistery  of 
the  name  of  Jesu,  with  frreat  sabtiltic  shewed,  how  cvio  in  the  voris  tsitsrs  mas  asmshe  pithe  included,  and 
might  be  gathered  thereof.** 
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Look  yoo  then  here,  sir :  mtU  g^  thett  oiUhy  a 
tricky  says  he. 
S  Offi  That  may  hold  too,  sir ;  for  3FOU  know  a 
trick  IS  commonly  fbor  cards^  whioh  vnm  neant 
ky  us  four  o&^rs. 
Jan.  Worse  and  worse  dealing. 
1  Offi.  The  hour  beckons  ns; 
The  beadsman  waits,  hh  up  your  eyes  to  heaven. 
Jun.  I  thank  you,  faith ;  good  pretty  whole- 
some counsel ! 
I  should  look  up  to  heaven,  as  you  said. 
Whilst  be  behind  me  oozens  me  of  my  head. 
Ay,  that's  the  trick. 

3  O^  You  delay  too  long,  my  kurd. 
Jun,  Stfty,  goad  authorky's  bastards ;  since  I 
must, 
Through  brothers  perjury,  die,  O  let  me  ireoom 
Their  souls  with  curses. 

3  Offi  Come,  'tis  no  time  to  corse. 
Jun.  Must  I  bleed  then,  without  respect  of 
sign?  well— 
My  iault  was  sweet  sport,  which  the  world  -ap- 
proves, 
1  die  for  that  w^cb  every  woman  loves. 

[Exeunt, 

Enter  Vindici  and  Hippolito. 

Fin.  O  sweet,  delectable,  rare,  happy,  ravisbp- 

iog! 
Hip,  Whj,  what's  the  matter,  brother  ? 
Kin.  Q  'ds  able  to  make  a  man  spriug  up  end 
knock  his  forehead 
Against  f  on'  silver  cieling. 
Hip,  t^r'ythee  tell  me; 
Why  may  not  I  partake  with  you  ?  you  vow'd 

once 
To  give  me  share  to  every  tragic  thought. 

rin.  By  the  mass^  I  think  I  did  too ; 
Then  I'U  divide  it  to  thee.— The  old  duke, 
Thinking  my  outward  shape  asMl  inward  lieart 
Are  cut  out  of  one  piece,  (for  he  that  prates  his 

secrets, 
His  heart  stands  o'  the  outside,)  hires  me  by  price 
To  greet  him  with  a  lady, 
la  lome  &  plabe,  veiled  from  the  eyes  o*the 

court. 
Some  darkened  blushlesB  aagel,  that  is  guilty 
Of  his  fore-father's  lust,  and  great  folk's  riots; 
To  which  I  easily,  to  maintain  my  shape. 
Consented,  and  did  wish  his  impudent  grace 
To  meet  her  here  in  this  unsunned  lodge. 
Wherein  'tis  night  at  noon :  and  here  the  rather. 
Because  unto  the  torturing  of  his  soul, 
The  bastard  and  the  duchess  have  appointed 
Their  meeting  too  in  this  luxurious  circle ; 
Which  most  affiicting  sight  will  kill  Ins  eyes 
Before  we  kill  the  rest  of  him. 

Hip,  'Twill,  i'faith !  most  dreadfidly  digested ! 
I  see  not  how  ynu  could  have  missed  me,  bro- 
ther. 
Vin*  True ;  but  the  violence  of  my  joy  forgot 

it. 
Hip,  Ayj  but  where's  that  lady  now  ? 


Fin.  Oh !  at  that  word 
Vm  lost  a^ain ;  you  cannot  find  me  yet, 
I'm  in  a  throng  of  happy  apprehensions. 
He's  suited  for  a  lady ;  I  have  took  care 
For  a  delicious  lip,  a  sparkting  eye ; 
You  shall  be  witnesb,  brother : 
Be  ready ;  stand  with  your  hat  off.  [Exit, 

Hif>,  Troth,  I  a^onder  what  lady  it  should  be  { 
Yet  'ds  no  wonder,  now  I  think  acain. 
To  have  a  lady  stoop  to  a  duke,  tlat  stoops  unio 

his  men. 
'TIS  common  to  be  eommctc  throogl^  the  world  : 
And  there^s  mere  pritrate  common  shadowii^ 

vices, 
Than  those  who  are  known,  both  by  their  names 

aadpriees» 
'Tb  part  of  my  allegiance  to  stand  bare 
To  the  duke's  concabi—    and  here  she  comes. 

Enter  Vindici,  mth  the  Skull  of  his  Love  dret- 
sed  up  in  Tires. 

Vin.  Madam*  his  grace  will  not  be  absent  long. 
Secret !  ne'er  doubt  us,  madam;  'twiU  be  worth 
Three  velvet  gowns  to  your  ladyship-— known ! 
Few  ladies  suspect  that  disgrace:  a  poor  thin 

shell: 
Tis  the  best  grace  you  have  to  do  it  well. 
I'll  save  your  hand  that  labour,  I'U  unma&k*you ! 
Hip.  Why,  brother,  brother ! 
Vin,  Art  thou  beguiled  now  ?  tut^  a  lady  can. 
As  thus  all  hid,  beniile  a  vriser  man. 
Have  I  not  fitted  the  old  surfeiter 
With  a  quaint  piece  of  beauty  ?   Age  and  bare 

bone 
Are  e'er  allied  in  action.    Here's  an  me. 
Able  to  tempt  a  great  man— to  serve  God : 
A  pretty  hanging  lip,  that  has  forgot  now  to  dis- 
semble. 
Methinks  this  mouth  should  make  a  sw«arer 

tremble; 
A  drunkard  dasp  his  teeth,  and  not  undo  'em, 
To  su£fer  wet  damnatioo  to  run  through  'em. 
Here's  a  cheek  keeps  her  colour  let  the  wind  go 

whistle : 
Spout  rain,  we  foar  thee  not :  be  hot  «r  eold, 
Airs  one  with  us ;  and  is  not  he  absurd, 
Whose  fortunes  are  upon  their  faces  set, 
That  fear  no  other  god  but  wind  and  wet  ? 

Hip,  Brother,  you've  spoke  that  right : 
Is  this  the  form  that  living  shone  so  bright  ? 

Vin.  The  very  same. 
And  now  methinks  I  could  e'en  chide  myself 
For  doating  on  her  beauty,  though  her  death 
Shall  be  revenged  after  no  common  action. 
Does  the  silk- worm  expend  her  yellow  labours 
For  thee  ?  For  thee  does  she  undo  herself  ? 
Are  lordships  sold  to  maintain  ladyships. 
For  the  poor  benefit  of  a  bewitching  minute  ? 
Why  does  yon'  fellow  falsify  highways. 
And  put  his  life  between  the  judge's  lips; 
To  refine  such  a  thing,  keeps  horse  and  men 
To  beat  their  valours  for  her  ? 
Surely  we  are  all  mad  people,  and  they 
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Whom  we  think  are,  are  uot :  we  mistake  those; 
^s  we  are  mad  in  sense,  they  hut  in  clothes. 
Bip,  Faith,  and  in  clothes  too  we,  give  us  our 

due. 
Fin.  Does^every  proud  and  self-affecting  dame 
Camphire  her  face  for  this?  and  grieve  her  ma- 
ker 
In  sioful  baths  of  milk,  when  many  an  infant 

starves, 
for  her  superfluous  outside,  all  for  this? 
Who  now  bids  twenty  pounds  aruight?  prepares 
Music, perfumes, and  sweetmeats?  All  are  hushed. 
Thou  ma/st  lie  chaste  now !  it  were  fine,  me- 

thinks. 
To  have  thee  seen  at  revels,  forgetful  feasts, 
And  unclean  brothels:  sure  'twould  fright  the 

sinner. 
And  make  him  a  gobd  coward :  put  a  reveller 
Out  of  h'ls  antic  amble. 
And  cloy  an  epicure  with  emptj^  dishes. 
Here  might  a  scornful  and  ambitious  woman 
Look  through  and  through  herself. — See,  ladies, 

with  false  forms 
You  deceive  men,  but  cannot  deceive  worms. 
Now  to  my  tra^c  business.  Look  you,  brother, 
I  have  not  fashioned  this  only  for  shew 
And  useless  property;  no,  it  shall  bear  a  part 
E'en  in  its  own  revenge.    This  very  skull, 
Whose  mistress  the  duke  poisoned  with  this  drug, 
The  mortal  curse  of  the  earth,  shall  be  revenged 
In  the  like  strain,  and  kiss  his  lips  to  death. 
As  much  as  the  dumb  thing  can,  he  shall  feel : 
What  fails  in  poison,  we'll  (upply  in  steel. 

Hip*  Brother,  I  do  applaud  thy  constant  ven- 
geance. 
The  quaintiiess  of  thy  malice,  above  thought 
Vin.  So,  'tis  laid  on :  now  come  and  welcome, 

duke, 
I  have  her  for  thee.    I  protest  it,  brother, 
Methinks  she  makes  almost  as  fair  a  sin. 
As  some  old  gentlewoman  in  a  periwig. 
Hide  thy  face  now  for  shame ;  thou  hadst  need 

have  a  mask  now : 
*Tis  vain  when  beauty  flows,  but  when  it  flc-et^ 
This  would  become  graves  better  than  the  streets. 
Hip.  You  have  my  voice  in  that — liark,  the 

duke's  come. 
Vin,  Peace,  let's  observe  what  company  he 

brings. 
And  how  he  does  absent 'em;  for  vou  know 
He*ll  wish  all  private.    Brother,  fall  you  back  a 

little 
With  the  bonny  lady. 
Hip,  That  I  will. 
'  Vin.  So,  so — now  nine  years  vengeance  crowd 

into  a  minute ! 

'Enter  Duke  and  Gentlemen, 

Duke.  You  shall  have  leave  to  leave  us,  with 
tliis  charge, 
Upon  your  lives,  if  we  be  missed  by  the  duchess, 
Or  any  of  the  nobles,  to  give  out, 
We're  privately  rid  forth. 


Vin.  Oh  happiness ! 

Duke.  With  some  few  honourable  gentlemen, 
you  may  say ; 
You  may  name  those  that  are  away  from  court. 
Gent.  Your  will  and  pleasure  shall  be  done, 
my  lord.  [Exeunt. 

Vin.  Privately  rid  forth  ! 
He  strives  to  make  sure  work  oo't— yoor  good 
grace! 
Duke.  Piato,  well  done,  hast  brought  her? 

what  lady  ts't  ? 
Vin.  Faith,  my  lord,  a  country  lady,  a  little 
bashful  at  first,  as  most  of  them  are ;  but  after 
the  first  kiss,  my  lord,  the  worst  is  past  with  them. 
Your  grace  knows  now  what  you  have  to  do ; 
she  has  somewhat  a  grave  look  with  her — ^but— 
Duke.  1  love  that  best ;  conduct  her. 
Vin.  Have  at  all. 

Duke.  In  gravest  looks  the  greatest  faults  seem 
less. 
Give  me  that  sin  that's  robed  in  holiness. 

Vin.  Back  with  the  torch :  brother,  raise  the 

perfumes. 
Duke.  How  sweet  can  a  duke  breathe !  Age 
has  no  fault. 
Pleasure  would  meet  in  a  perfumed  mist. 
Lady,  sweetly  encountered,  I  came  from  court,  I 
must  be  bold  with  you.-  Oh,  what's  this  ?  oh  I 
Vin.  Roval  villain  !  white  devil ! 
Duke.  Oh ! 

Vin.  Brother— place  the  torch  here,  that  his 
affrighted  eye-balls 
May  start  into  those  hollows.    ]>uke,  do'st  know 
Yori'  dreadful  mard?  View  it  well ;  'tis  the  skull 
Of  Gloriana,  whom  thou  poisoned'st  last. 
Duke.  Oh  !  't'as  poisoned  me. 
Vin.  Didst  not  know  that  till  now  ? 
Duke.  What  are  you  two  ? 
Vin.  Villains  all  three ;  the  very  ragged  bone 
Has  been  sufficiently  revenged. 
Duke.  Ob,  Hippolito,  call  treason  ! 
Hip.  Yes,  my  lord :   treason !  treason !  trea- 
son !  [Stamping  on  him. 
Duke.  Then  I'm  betrayed. 
Vin.  Alas,  poor  lecher !  in  the  hands  of  knaves^ 
A  slavish  duke  is  baser  than  his  slaves. 
Dif  Are.  My  teeth  are  beaten  out 
Vin.  Hadst  any  left  ? 
Hip.  I  think  but  few. 
Vin.  Than  those  that  did  eat  are  eaten. 
Duke,  O  my  tongue  ! 

Vin.  Your  tongue?   'twill  teach  you  to  kiss 
closer. 
Not  like  a  flobbering  Dutchman.   You  have  eves 

still:  ^ 

Look,  monster,  what  a  lady  hast  thou  made  me  ! 
My  once  betrothed  wife. 

Duke.  Is  it  thou,  villain  ?  nay  then — 
Vin.  TisI,'tisVindici,'ti8l! 
Hip.  Aud  let  this  comfort  thee  :  our  lord  and 
father 
Fell  sick  upon  the  infection  of  thy  frowns. 
And  died  in  sadness :  be  that  thy  hope  of  life. 
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Duke.  Oh\ 

Vin,  He  bad  bk  toi^ue,  yet  grief  made  bim  die 
speechless. 
Pah !  'us  6ut  early  yet ;  now  Til  beem 
To  stick  thy  soul  with  ulcers.    I  will  make 
Thy  spirit  grievous  sore ;  it  shall  not  rest. 
But,  like  some  pestilent  man  toss  in  my  breast— 

(mark  me,  duke) 
ThouVt  a  renowned,  high,  and  mighty  cack<^d. 
Duke,  Oh ! 
Vin,  Thy  bastard,  thy  bastard  rides  a  banting 

in  thy  brow. 
Duke,  Millions  of  deaths  ! 
Vin,  Naj,  to  a£Qict  thee  more. 
Here  in  this  lodge  they  meet  for  ^damned  clips; 
Those  eyes  shall  see  the  incest  of  their  Jips. 
Duke,  Is  there  a  hell  besides  this,  Tillains ! 
Vin,  ViUab ! 
Nay,  heaven  is  just ;  scorns  are  the  hire  of  sook'ns : 
I  neer  knew  yet  adulterer  without  horns. 
Hip.  Once  ere  they  die  'tis  quitted. 
Vin,  Hark !  the  music : 
ISieir  banouet  is  prepared,  they're  coming— 
Duke,  Oh,  kill  me  not  with  that  sight. 
Vin,  Thou  shalt  not  lose  that  sight  for  all  thy 

dukedom. 
Duke.  Traitors!  murderers! 
Fin.  What !  is  not  thy  tongue  eaten  out  yet  ? 
Then  well  invent  a  silence.    Brother,  stifle  the 
torch. 
Duke,  Treason!  murder! 
Vin.  Na^,  faith,  well  have  you  hushed.    Now 
with  thy  dagger 
Nail  down  his  tongue,  and  mine  shall  keep  pos- 
session 
About  his  heart ;  if  he  but  gasp,  he  dies. 
We  dread  not  death  to  quittance  injuries.    Bro- 
ther, 
If  he  but  wink,  not  brooking  the  foul  object, 
Let  our  two  other  hands  tear  up  his  lids, 
And  make  his  eyes,  like  comets,  shine  through 

blood; 
When  the  bad  bleeds,  then  is  the  tragedy  good. 
Hip,  Hist,  brother,  music's  at  our  ear :  they 
come. 

Enter  Spurio,  meeting  the  Duchess. 

Spu.  Had  not  that  kiss  a  taste  of  sin,  'twere 

sweet. 
Duck,  Why,  there's  no  pleasure  sweet,  but  it 

is  sinful. 
Spu.  True,  such  a  bitter  sweetness  fate  hath 
given ; 
Best  side  to  us,  is  the  worse  side  to  heaven. 
Dueh.  Pish !   come :  'tis  the  old  duke,  thy 
doubtful  father : 
The  thought  of  him  rubs  heaven  in  thy  way. 
^t  X  protest  by  yonder  waxen  fire. 


Forget  him,  or  111  poison  him. 
^u.  Madam,  you  urge  a  thought  wliich  ne^er 
had  life. 
So  deadly  do  1  loath  him  for  mjr  birth. 
That  if  be  took  me  hasped  witmn  his  bed, 
I  would  add  murder  to  adultery, 
And  with  mv  sword  give  up  his  years  to  death. 
Duck,  Why,  now  tbou'rt  sociable ;  let's  in  and 
feast: 
Loud'st  music  sound :  pleasure  is  banquet's  guest: 

l^Exeunt^ 
Duke.  I  cannot  brook- 
Fin.  The  brook  is  turned  to  blood. 
Hip.  Thanks  to  loud  music. 
Vin.  Twas  our  friend,  indeed ; 
'Tb  state  in  music  for  a  duke  to  bleed. 
The  dukedom  wants  a  head,  though  yet  unknown ; 
As  fast  as  they  peep  up,  let's  cut  'em  down. 

[Exeunt. 

Enter  Ambitioso  and  Supervacuo. 

Amhi,  Was  not  his  execution  rarely  plotted? 
We  are  the  duke's  sons  now. 

Super,  Ay,  you  may  thank  my  policy  for  that. 

Ambi.  Your  policy !  for  what  ? 

Super,  Why,  was't  not  my.  invention,  brother. 
To  slip  the  judges  ?  and  in  lesser  compass. 
Did  not  I  draw  the  model  of  his  death ; 
Advising  you  to  sudden  officers, 
And  e'en  cxtemporal  execution  ? 

Ambi,  Heart !'  twas  a  thing  I  thought  on  too. 

iS^l^er.  You  thought  on't  too !  'sfoot,  slander 
not  your  thoughts 
With  glorious  untruth,  I  know  'twas  from  you. 

Anii.  Sir,  I  say, 'twas  in  my  head. 

Super,  Ay,  like  your  brams  then. 
Ne'er  to  come  out  as  long  as  you  lived.  ^ 

Ambi.  You'd  have  the  honour  on't,  forsooth^ 
thai  your  wit 
Led  him  to  the  scaffold. 

Super.  Since  it  is  my  due, 
I'll  publish't,  but  I'll  ha't  in  spite  of  you. 

Ambi,   Methinks  you're  much  too  bold:  you 
should  a  little 
Remember  us,  brother,  next  to  be  honest  duke. 

Super,  Ay,  it  shall  be  as  easy  for  you  to  be 
duke 
As  to  be  honest ;  and  that's  never,  i'fiuth. 

Ambi,  Well,  cold  he  is  by  this  time ;  and  be- 
cause 
We're  both  ambitious,  be  it  our  amity. 
And  let  the  glory  he  shared  equally. 

Super,  I  am  content  to  that 

AmbL  This  night  our  younger  brother  shall  out 
of  prison— 
I  have  a  tricx. 

Super,  A  trick !  pr'ythee  what  is't  ? 

Ambi.  We'll  get  bim  out  by  a  wile. 


^  Damned  c2tps.-*See  p.  109. 
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SupffT.  Pr'ytbee,  what  wile? 
Am^  No,  sir,  you  shall  aoC  know  it  till  it  be 
done; 
For  then  you'd  swear 'tifere  yours. 

Enter  an  Officer, 

Super,  Hem  bow,  what's  he  i 
Ambi.  One  of  the  officers. 
Super.  Desired  news. 
Ambi  How  now,  my  friend  ? 
OffL  My  lords,  under  your  patron,  I  am  allot- 
ted 
To  that  desertless  office,  to  present  you 
With  the  yet  bleeding  head— 
Super.  Ha,  ha,  excellent. 
Ambi,  Alps  sure  our  own :  bretlier,  caoit  weep 
think'st  thou  i 
^would  grace  our  flattery  much;  tfaiak  of  tome 

dame, 
Twill  teach  thee  to  dissemble. 

Super,  I  have  thought — now  for  yourself. 
Ambi.  Our  sorrows  are  so  fluent,  • 

Our  eyes  overflow  our  tongues ;  words  spoke  in 

tears 
Are  like  the  murmurs  of  the  waters,  the  sound 
Is  loudly  heard,  but  cannot  be  distinguished. 
Super,  How  died  he,  pray  ? 
Offi,  O,  full  of  rage  and  spleen. 
&iper.  He  died  most  valiantly  then ;  we're  glad 

to  hear  it 
QffL  We  could  not  woo  him  once  to  pray. 
JmH,  He  showed  himself  a  gentleman  in  that : 

give  him  his  due. 
OffL  But,  in  the  stead  of  prayer,  he  dre^^  forth 

oaths. 
Super,  Then  did  be  pray,  dear  heart, 
Although  you  understood  him  not 

Offi,  My  lords, 
E'en  at  his  last,  «vith  pardon  be  it  spoke, 
He  cursed  you  both. 

Super.  He  cursed  us  ?  'las,  good  soul ! 
Ambi.  It  was  not  in  our  powers,  but  the  duke's 
pleasure. 
Finely  dissembled  a  both  sides,  sweet  fate ; 

0  Imppy  opportunity ! 

Enter  Lusurioso. 

Lut  Now,  my  lords. 

Both,  Oh!— 

Lus,  Why  do  you  shun  me,  brothers? 
You  may  come  nearer  now ; 
The  savour  of  tbe  prison  has  forsook  me. 

1  thank  such  kind  lords  as  yourselves,  I'm  free.    | 


Ambi,  Alive! 

Lut,  I  am,  much  thanks  to  you. 

Super.  Faith,  we  spared  no  toBgue  unto  my 

lord  the  duke. 
Ambi  I  know  your  delivery,  brother. 
Had  not  been  half  so  sudden  but  for  us. 
Super.  O  how  we  pleaded ! 
Lus,  Most  deserving  brothers ! 
In  my  best  studies  I  will  think  of  it  [Ejtii  Lea. 
Ambi.  O  death  and  vengeance  I 
Si^r.  Hell  ilnd  torments! 
Ambi.  Slave,  cam'st  thou  to  ddude  us  ? 
Offi  Delude  vou,  my  lords  ? 
Super.  Ay,  vittain !  where's  bis  head  now  ?" 
OjffL  Why  here,  my  lord ; 
Just  after  ms  deUvery*  you  both  cirae 
With  warrant  from  the  dake  to  behead  your  bro- 
ther. 
Ambi  Ay,  oar  brother,  the  duke's  son. 
Offi,  The  dake's  sem,  my  lord,  had  his  release 

before  you  cane. 
Ambi,  Whose  head's  that  then  ? 
Offi  Ha  whom  you  left  command  for,  your 

own  brothers; 
Ambi,  Our  brother^s  ?  Ob  furies  !-— 
Super.  Plaeues ! 
Ambi,  Confusions! 
Super.  Darkness! 
Ambi.  Devils! 

Super.  Fell  it  out  so  accursedly  ? 
Ambi.  Sodamnedly? 
Super.  Villain,  I'M  brain  thee  with  it 
Offi.  O  my  good  lord ! 
Super.  The  devil  overtake  thee  ! 
Ambi.  O  fatal ! 

Super.  O  prodigious  to  our  bloods  I 
AmbL  Did  we  dissemble  ? 
Super,   Did  we  make  our  tears  women  for 

thee? 
AmbL  Laugh  and  re^ioe  for  thee  ? 
Super.  Bring  warrant  for  thy  death  ? 
Ambi.  Mock  <iff'  thy  head  ? 
Super,  You  had  a  trick ;  you  had  a  wile,  for- 
sooth. 
AmbL  A  murrain  meet  'em !  there's  none  of 
these  wiles  that  ever  come  to  good :  I  see  now, 
there's  nothing  sure  in  mortality,  but  mortality. 
Well,  no  more  words :  shalt  be  revenged,  i'fiikb. 
Come,  throw  off"  clouds :  now,  brother,  think  of 

vengeance,  * 
And  deeper  settled  hate :  sirrah,  sit  fast. 
We'll  pull  down  all,  but  thus  shalt  down  at  last. 

[Ejceunt. 


ACT  IV. 


SCENE  L 
Enter  Lusurioso  with  Hiffolito. 

Lut.  Hippolito ! 
Hip,  My  lord. 


Has  your  good  lordship  aught  to  command  me  in  ? 
Lut,  I  pr'ythee  leave  us. 
Hip,  How's  this  ?  come,  and  leave  us ! 
Lut.  Hippolito! 

Hip*  Your  honour.    I  stand  ready  for  any  du.- 
teous  employtAent 
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Imi  Hesit!  what  MikmtllMNi here? 

H^.  A  pretty  lordly  bamoor ! 
He  bid»  «to  be  preseot  to  deput :  sometbing  has 
stoDg  his  boDour. 

Im  Be  atafer ;  dniw  nearer ; 
Ye^penotsogoodyinethinks;  rm  angry  with  you. 

Hip.  ¥Mi  nw,  my  lowdi  Vm  angry  with  my- 
aeWfer't 

Xiif.  You  did  prefer  a  goodly  fellow  to  me : 
^Twae  wittily  elected ;  'twai*    I  tfaoaght 
irad  bee«  a  villainy  mi  be  pro? ee  a  knave ; 
To  me  a  kaare. 

JKjpt.  I  dieeebial  (or  dM' best,  iwjr  k>td; 
^Tis  mudi  my  sorrow,  if  neglect  in  bim 
Breeds  discontent  in  yoa. 

Lu9i  Neglect !  'twas  wiH.    Judge  of  it 
Fifniy  to  tell  of  an  incredible  act, 
No*  t»  be  tboagbt,  lest  to  be  spoken  of, 
TwktnystepmedierandtlieMstard;  of 
laeeataeos  sweets  between  'em. 

li^.  Fie,fBytord! 

Lm»  r,  m  kmd  loyalty  to  my  fadier's  forehead, 
Made  this  a  desperate  arm ;  and,  in  that  f  ary. 
Committed  traasen  on  the  Iwrfbl  bed, 
Aadl  witb  my  sword  ensn  noed  my  fsthe/s  bosom, 
Bor  wfaidi  I  was  witkia  a  stroke  of  death. 

Hip,  Alack !  I'm  sorrow :  'sfoot^  jasTupon  the 
stroke, 
Jan  in  my  broibet ;  'twill  be  Tillaiaaas  moaie. 

Enter  Vindici. 

Fta»  My  homwred  lord. 

Xaa.  Awa^,  pr'vtbee  forsake  as:   hereafter 

we^fl  not  know  thee. 
Fin.  Not  know  me,  my  lord!  yoor  lordship 

cannot  chuse. 
Xos.  Begone»  I  say,  thon  art  a  false  knave. 
Fia.  W^  the  easier  to  be  known,  my  lord. 
Las.  Pish,  I  shall  prove  toe  bitter,  with  a  word 
llake  thee  a  perpetual  prisoner, 
And  lay  this  iron  age  opon  ^Me, 

Vin,  Mam !  for  there's  a  doom  would  make  a 
woman  dumb. 
Misang  the  bastard,  next  him,  the  wind's  come 

about; 
Now  'tis  my  brother's  turn  to  stay,  mine  to  go  out 

[Exit 
Xas.  H'as  greatly  mared  iHe. 
Hip.  Much  to  blame,  i'faith. 
Lm.  Bat  I'll  recover,  to  his  rtiiiK    Twas  told 
ma  lately, 
I  know  not  whether  falsely,  that  you'd  a  brother. 
Ajp.  Who,  I^  yes^mygood  lord, I  haveabro- 

ther. 
Xat.  How  chance  the  ooart  ne'er  saw  him?  of 
what  natara? 
How  does  lie  apply  his  hours? 

Hip.  Faith,  to  curse  fiates^ 
Who,  as  he  thinks,  ordained  bim  to  be  poor; 
Keeps  at  home,  full  of  want  and  discontent 
litts.  There's  hope  in  him ;  for  discontent  and 
want 
Is  the  best  clay  to  mould  a  villain  of.        [Aiide. 
VOL.  !!• 


Hippoltto,  wish  him  to  repair  to  us : 

If  there  be  aught  in  him  to  please  our  blood. 

For  thy  sake  we'll  advance  hirii,  and  build  fair 

His  meanest  fortunes ;  for  it  is  in  as 

To  rear  np  tower*  from  cottages. 

H^  It  is  so,  my  lord :  he  will  attend  your  ho- 
nour; 
But  he's  a  man  in  whom  much  melancholy  dwells. 

Xttf .  Why  the  better :  bring  him  to  court 

Hip.  Wim  willingness  and  speed  : — 
Whom  he  cast  off  e'en  now,  must  now  succeed. 
Brother,  disguise  must  off; 
In  thine  own  shape  now,  FH  prefer  thee  to  him : 
How  strangely  does  himself  work  to  undo  him ! 

[Exit. 

Lm.  This  follow  will  come  fitly ;  he  shall  kill 
That  other  slave,  that  did  abuse  my  spleen. 
And  made  it  swell  to  treason.    I  have  put 
Mueh  of  my  heart  into  him :  he  must  die. 
He  that  knows  great  men's  secrets,  and  proves 

•Kght^ 
That  man  ne'er  lives  to  see  his  beard  turn  white. 
Ay,  he  shall  speed  him :  Fll  employ  the  brother ; 
Slaves  are  hot  naite  to  drive  out  one  another. 
He  being  of  black  condition,  suitable 
To  want  and  ill  content,  hope  gf  preferment 
Will  grindf  htm  to  an  ed^. 

EmtirNoblM. 

1  Nobk,  Good  davs  unto  your  honour. 

Xttf.  My  kind  lords,  I  do  return  the  like. 

S  NobU.  Saw  you  my  lord  the  duke  ? 

Lus.  My  lord  and  fother !  is  he  from  court  ? 

1  Noble.  Hel  sure  from  court ; 
But  where,  which  way  his  pleasure  took,  we  know 

not. 
Nor  can  we  hear  on't. 

Lus.  Here  come  those  shook!  tell. 
Saw  vou  my  lord  and  father? 

3  Noble.  Not  since  two  hours  before  noon,  my 
lord. 
And  then  he  privately  rode  forth. 

iMi.  Oh,  he's  nd  forth. 

1  Noble.  Twas  wond'rous  privately: 

2  NoUe.  There's  none  i^e  court  had  any  know- 

ledge on't 
Lui,  His  grace  is  old,  and  sudden :  'tis  no  (rea* 

son 
To  say  the  duke  my  father  has  a  humour. 
Or  such  a  toy  about  him ;  what  in  us 
Would  appear  light,  in  him  seems  virtuous. 

3  Noble,  Tis  oracle,  my  lord.  [Eseunt^ 

Enter  Vindici  and  Hippouto.    Vinpici  out  of 
kiidiiguiHi 

Hip.  So,  so,  aU's  as  it  should  be,  you're  youiv 

self. 
Fin.  How  that  great  villain  puts  me  to  my 

slnfts! 
Hip:  He  that  did  latelv  in  disguise  reject  thee. 
Shall,  now  thou  art  thyself,  as  much  respect  thee. 
Fia.  Twill  be  the  quainter  foUacy.    But,  bro* 

ther, 


no, 
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'Sfoot,  tvhat  use  will  he  put  me  to  now,  think'st 
thou? 
Hip,  Nay,  you  must  pardon  me  in  that:  I 
know  not. 
ITas  some  employment  for  you ;  hut  what  'tis^ 
He  and  his  secretary,  the  devil,  knows  best. 

Vin,  Well,  I  must  suit  my  tonj^e  to  his  desires, 
What  colour  soe'er  they  be;  hoping  at  last 
To  nile  up  all  my  wishes  on  his  breast 

i[ip.  Faith,  brother,  he  himself  shews  die  way. 
Vin,  Now  the  duke  is  dead,  the  realm  is  dad 
in  clay. 
His  death  being  not  yet  known,  under  his  name 
The  people  still  are  governed.  Well,  thou  his  son 
Art  not  long-lived ;  thou  shalt  not  joy  his  death : 
To  kill  thee,  then,  I  should  most  honour  thee ; 
For  'twould  stand  firm  in  every  man's  belief, 
Thou*8t  a  kind  child,  and  only  died'st  with  grief. 
Hip.  You  fetch  about  well ;  but  let's  talk  m 
present 
How  will  you  appear  in  fashion  different. 
As  well  as  in  apparel,  to  make  all  things  possible  ? 
If  you  be  but  once  tript,  we  fall  for  ever. 
It  IS  not  the  least  policy  to  be  double ; 
You  must  change  tongue :— familiar  was  your 
first 
Vin.  Why,  111  bear  me  in  some  strain  of  me- 
lancholy, 
And  string  myself  with  heavy^sounding  wire, 
like  such  an  instrument  thfit  speaks  merry  things 
sadly. 
Hip,  That  is  as  I  meant ; 
I  gave  you  out  at  first  in  discontent. 
Vin,  ril  tune  myself,  and  then— 
Hip.  'Sfoot,  here  he  comes.    Hast  thought  up- 

on'i? 
Vin,  Salute  him ;  fear  not  me. 

Enter  LusvRioso. 

Lut,  Hippolito! 

Hip.  Your  lordship— 

LuM.  What's  be  yonder? 

Hip.  Tis  Vindici,  my  discontented  brother, 
Whom, 'cording  to  your  will,  I've  brought  to  court 

Lus.  Is  that  thy  brother  ?  beshrew  me,  a  good 
presence ; 
I  wonder  h'as  been  from  the  court  so  long. 
Come  nearer. 

Hip.  Brother,  lord  Lusurioso,  the  duke's  son. 

Lu9.  Be  more  near  to  us :  welcome ;  nearer 
yet 

Vin.  How  don  you?  god  you  god  den. 

[Snatches  off  his  Hat,  and  make  legs  to  him, 

Lus.  We  thank  thee. 
How  sirangeiy  such  a  coarse  homely  salute 
Shows  in  the  palace,  where  we  greet  in  fire  ! 
Nimble  and  desperate  tongues;  should  we  name 


God  in  a  salutation,  'twould  ne'er  be  stood  on't, 

—heaven ! 
Tell  me,  what  has  made  thee  so  melancholy  ? 
Vin.  Why,  going  to  law. 
Lus.  Why,  will  that  make'a  roan  melancholy  ? 
Vin.  Yes,  to  lode  long  upon  ink  and  black 
buckram — I  went  me  to  law  in  anno  quadragesimo 
secundo,  and  I  waded  out  of  it  io  anno  sexagesimo 
tertio. 
Lus.  What,  tfaree-aod-twenty  years  in  law  ? 
Vin.  I  have  known  those  that  have  been  five^ 
and*fifty,  and  all  about  *''  puUen  and  pigs. 
Lus.  May  it  be  possible  such  men  should) 
breathe. 
To  vex  the  terms  so  much  ? 

Vtn.  Tis  food  to  some,  my  lord.  There  are 
old  men  at  the  present,  that  are  so  poisoned  with 
the  affectation  of  law-words,  having  had  manj 
suits  canvassed,  that  their  common  talk  is  nothing 
but  Barbery  Latin :  they  cannot  so  much  as  prav 
but  in  law,  that  their  sins  may  be  removed  with 
a  writ  of  error,  and  their  souls  fetched  up  to 
heaven  with  a  ^  sasarara. 

Hip.  It  seems  most  strange  to  me ; 
Yet  all  the  world  meets  round  in  the  same  bent: 
Where  the  heart's  set,  there  goes  the  tongue's 

consent. 
How  dost  apply  thy  studies,  fdlow  ? 

Vin*  Study?  why  to  think  how  a  great  rich 
man  lies  a-dving,  and  a  poor  cobler  tolU  the  bell 
for  him.  itow  he  cannot  depart  the  world,  and 
see  the  great  chest  stand  before  him,  when  be  lies 
speechless ;  how  he  will  point  you  readily  to  all 
the  boxes ;  and  when  he  is  past  all  memory,  as 
the  gossips  guess,  then  thinks  he  of  forfeitures  and 
obligations ;  nay  when  to  all  men's  hearings  he 
whurles  and  rattles  in  the  throat,  he's  busy  threat^ 
ening  his  poor  tenants.  And  this  would  last  me 
now  some  seven  years  thinkiug,  or  thereabouts. 
But,  I  have  a  conceit  a  coming  in  picture  upon 
this ;  I  draw  it  mysdf ;  which,  i'faith,  la,  FU  pre- 
sent to  your  honour;  you  shall  not  chuse  but 
like  it,  for  your  honour  shall  give  me  nothing 
for  it 

Lus.  Nay,  you  mistake  me  then. 
For  I  am  published  bountiful  enough. 
Let's  tfiste  of  your  conceit 
Vin.  In  picture,  my  lord  ? 
Lus.  Ay,  in  picture. 

Vin.  Marrv,  this  it  is— ^  A  usuring  father  to  be 
boiling  in  hell,  and  his  son  and  heir  with  a  whore 
dancing  over  him." 
Hip.  Il'os  pared  him  to  the  quick.         [Aside, 
Lus.  The  conceit's  pretty,  i'faith ; 
But  tak't  upon  my  life  'twill  ne*er  be  liked. 

Vin.  No  !  why  I'm  sure  the  whore  will  be  liked 
well  enough. 


*y  PvUeii— Poultry.    8ee  Note  86  to  Commer  Gurton's  KtedUf  Vol.  I.  p.  1«5. 
f*  iSoforfrf^A  volgar  corruption  of  certiorari*    S.  1% 


TOUBNBUR.] 


THE  REVENGER^S  TRAGEDY. 


125 


Hip,  If  she  were  oot  o'  the  picture^  he'd  like 
her  then  himself.  [A$ide. 

Fin,  And  as  for  the  son  and  heir,  he  shall  he 
an  eye-sore  to  no  young  revellers,  for  he  shall  he 
drawn  in  cloth  of  gold  Breeches. 

JLtif.  And  thou  hast  put  ray  meaning  in  the 
pockets, 
And  canst  not  draw  that  out  My  thought  was  this; 
To  see  the  picture  of  a  usuring*  father 
Boiling  in  hell,  our  rich  men  would  nerer  like  it 

Vin,  O  true,  I  cry  you  heartily  mercy ;  I  know 
die  reason;  for  some  of  them  had  rather  he 
damned  indeed,  than  damned  in  colours. 

XiM.  A  parlous  melancholy !  h'as  wit  enough 
To  murder  any  man,  and  Fll  give  him  means. 
I  think  thou  art  ill-monied. 

Vin.  Money !  ho,  ho  ? 
Thas  been  my  want  so  long,  'tis  now  my  scoff: 
IVe  e*en  foi^got  what  colour  silver^s  of. 
•  1ms.  It  hits  as  I  could  wish. 

Vin.  I  get  good  clothes 
Of  those  that  dread  my  humour;  and  for  table- 
room, 
I  feed  oil  those  that  cannot  be  rid  of  me. 

Lui.  Somewhat  to  set  thee  up  withal. 

Vim,  O  mine  eyes ! 

Lus.  How  now,  man  ? 

Fin.  Almost  struck  blind ; 
This  bright  unusual  shine  to  me  seems  pro«d; 
I  dare  not  look  till  the  sun  be  in  a  cloud. 

Lh$.  I  think  I  shall  a£fect  his  melancholy* 
How  art  thou  now  ? 

Vin,  The  better  for  your  askine. 

Ims.  You  shall  be  better  yet,  if  you  but  fasten 
Truly  on  my  intent.    Now  you*re  both  present, 
I  will  unbrace  such  a  close  private  villain 
Unto  yourvengefol  swords,  the  like  ne'er  heard  of. 
Who  hath  disgraced  you  much,  and  injured  us. 

Hip.  Disgraced  us,  my  lord  ? 

Lus.  Ay,  Hippolito; 
I  kept  it  here  till  now,  that  both  your  angers 
Might  meet  him  at  once. 

Vin.  I'm  covetous 
To  know  the  villain. 

Ims.  You  know  him,  that  slave  pander, 
Piato,  whom  we  threatened  last 
With  irons  in  perpetual  prisonment. 

Vin.  All  this  is  I.  [Atide. 

Hip.  Is*!  he,  my  lord  P 

Ltis.  I'll  tell  you,  you  first  preferred  him  to  me. 

Vin.  Did  vou,  brother  ? 

Hip.  I  did  indeed. 

Lus.  And  the  ungrateful  villain. 
To  quit  that  kindness,  strongly  wrought  with  me. 
Being,  as  you  see,  a  likely  man  for  pleasure, 
With  jewels  to  corrupt  your  virgin  sister. 

Hip.  Oh  villain ! 


Vin.  He  shall  surely  die  that  did  it 

Lu$.  I,  far  from  thinking  any  virgin  harm. 
Especially  knowing  her  to  he  as  chaste 
As  that  ^^  plant  wluch  scarce  suffers  to  be  touched, 
The  eye,  woul«l  not  endure  him. 

Vin.  Would  you  not,  my  lord  ? 
Twas  wond'rous  honourably  done. 

Lus.  But  with  some  five  frowns  kept  him  out. 

Vin.  Out,  slave ! 

Iao.  What  did  me  he,  but  in  revenge  of  that. 
Went  of  his  own  free  will  to  make  innrm 
Your  sister's  honour,  whom  I  honour  with  my  soul, 
For  chaste  respect ;  and  not  prevailing  there. 
As  'twas  but  desperate  folly  to  attempt  it. 
In  mere  spleen,  by  the  way,  way-hiys  your  mother, 
Whose  honour  being  a  coward,  as  it  seems, 
Yielded  by  little  force. 

Vin.  Coward  indeed ! 

Lms.  He,  proud  of  this  advantage^  as  he  thought. 
Brought  me  this  news  for  happy.    But  I,  heaven 
forgive  me  for't ! — 

Vin.  What  did  your  honour? 

Lui.  In  rage  pushed  him  from  me. 
Trampled  beneath  his  throat,  spurned  him,  and 

bruised: 
Indeed  I  was  too  cruel,  to  say  troth. 

Hip,  Most  nobly  managed  ! 

Vin.  Has  not  heaven  an  ear  ?  is  all  tlie  lightning 
wasted? 

Lus*  If  I  now  were  so  impatient  in  a  modest 
cause. 
What  should  you  he  ? 

Vin.  Full  mad ;  he  shall  not  live 
To  see  the  moon  change. 

Lus.  He^s  about  the  palace ; 
Hippolito,  entice  him  this  way,  that  thy  brother 
May  take  full  mark  of  him. 

U^.  Heart ! — that  shall  not  need,  my  lord, 
I  can  direct  him  so  far. 

Lus.  Yet  for  my  hate's  sake, 
Go,  wind  him  this  way.    I'll  see  him  bleed  my* 
self. 

Hip.  What  now,  brother  ?  [Aside, 

Vin.  Nay  e*en  what  you  will — you're  put  to't, 
brother.  [Aside, 

Hip.  An  impossible  task,  111  sweats 
To  bring  him  hither,  that's  already  here.    [Aside. 
[Exit  Hippolito. 

Lus.  Thy  name  ?  I  have  forgot  it 

Vin.  Vindici,  my  lord. 

Ims,  'Tis  a  good  name  that 

Vin.  Ay,  a  revenger. 

Lus,  It  does  betoken  courage ;  thou  shonld'st 
be  valiant, 
And  kill  thine  enemies. 

Vin.  That's  my  hope,  my  lord. 

Lus.  This  slave  is  one. 


*•  Plant — The  sensitive  plant.    The  quarto  reads,  part. 
The  reading  of  the  qbarto  seems  to  be  the  correct  one 
suffers  to  be  touched,     L* 


B. 


^  As  that  p«r/,  &c.  viz.  the  rj^,  which  scarce 
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Fin.  Ill  doom  liinu 
Lus,  TbeD  rii  praiae  thee. 
Do  thon  observe  me  best,  and  Til  best  raise  Uiee. 

Enter  Hi ppolito. 

Vin,  Indeed,  I  tbank  you. 

Lus.  Now,  Hippolito,  where's  the  dave  pander  ? 

Hip.  Your  good  lordship 
Would  ha? e  a  loathsome  sight  of  biroi  much  of- 
fensive. 
He's  not  in  case  now  to  be  seen,  m^  lord; 
The  worst  of  all  the  deadly  sins  is  m  him. 
That  beggarly  daii[ination,  drunkenness. 

Lus.  Tlien'he's  a  double  slave. 

Fin.  'Twas  well  conveyed  upon  a  suddco  wit 


Lus,  What,  are  you  both 
Firmly  resolved  ?  1 11  sei 


I  see  him  dead  myself. 

Vin.  Or  else,  let  not  as  live. 

Lus,  You  may  direct  your  brother  to  take  note 
of  him. 

Hip.  I  shall. 

Lms.  Rise  but  in  tbis^  and  you  shall  new  lall. 

Vin.  Your  honour^s  vassals. 

Lus.  This  was  wisely  carried. 
Deep  policy  in  us  makes  fools  of  such : 
Then  must  a  slave  die,  when  he  knows  too  much. 
[ExU  LusuBioso. 

Vin,  O  tbon  almighty  patience !  'tis  my  wonder. 
That  such  a  fellow,  impudent  and  wicked, 
Should  not  be  cloven  as  he  stood ; 
Or  with  a  secret  wind  burst  open  ! 
^^  Is  there  no  thunder  left  ?  or  is't  kept  op 
In  stock  for  heavier  vengeance  ?  there  it  goes ! 

Hip,  Brother,  we  lose  ourselves, 

Vin,  But  I  have  found  it; 
Twill  hold,  'tis  sure ;  tlianks,  thanks  to  any  spirit, 
That  mbgled  it  'mongst  my  inventions. 


Hip.  Wbatis't? 

Ftn.  TIs  sound  and  good ;  thou  fhidt  partake 
it; 
Vm  hired  to  kill  njseUl 

Hip,  True. 

Vin,  PrVthee  wide  it; 
And  the  old  duke  being  dead,  but  not  conveyed, 
For  he*s  already  miss*d  too,  and  you  know, 
Murder  will  peep  out  of  tbt  closest  husk. 

Hip.  Most  true. 

Vin.  What  say  you  then  to  this  4evict, 
If  we  dress'd  up  the  body  of  the  duke  i 

Hip,  In  that  disguise  of  yours  ? 

Vin.  You're  quick,  you've  reach'd  it. 

Hip,  I  like  it  wonderously. 

Vin.  And  being  in  drink  as  you  have  poblish'd 
him, 
To  lean  bim  an  his  elbow,  as  if  sleep  bad  caught 

him  ? 
Which  claims  most  interest  in  such  sluggy  men. 

Hip.  Good  yet ;  but  here's  a  doubt. 
We,  thought  by  tbe  duke's  son  to  kill  that  nandcr, 
Shall,  when  he  is  known,  be  thought  to  kill  the 
duke. 

Vin.  Neither ;  O  iha^  k  is  substantial ! 
For  that  disguise  being  on  him  which  I  wore. 
It  will  be  thought  I,  which  be  calls  tbe  pander, 
did  kill  the  duke,  and  fled  away  in  his  apparel, 
leaving  bin  §o  diguisod,  to  avoid  swift  pursuit. 

Hip,  Firmer  and  firmer. 

Vim.  Nay,  doubt  not,  'tis  in  grain,  I  warrast  it 
holds  colour. 

Hip,  Lefs  about  it. 

Vin.  Bat  by  tbe  way  too,  now  I  think  on't,  bro-* 
ther. 
Let's  conjure  that  base  devil  out  of  oar  mother. 

[Exeunt. 


5'  ACT  V. 


Enter  the  Ducheu  arm  in  arm  with  Spurio  :  he 
uemeth  lasciviously  to  look  on  her.  After  them^ 
enter  Svpervacuo  running  with  a  Rapier ; 
Ambttioso  stops  him* 

j^tt.  Madam,  unlock  yourself:  should  it  be  seei 
Your  arm  would  be  suspected. 
.    Vuch,  Who  is*t  that  dares  suspect,  or  this,  or 

these? 
May  not  we  deal  our  favours  where  we  please  ? 

I^u.  I'm  confident  you  may*  [Eseunt. 


AmbL  'Sfoot,  brother,  hold. 

Super.  Woutt  let  the  bastard  shame  us? 

JmbL  Hold,  bold,  brother !  there's  fitter  time 
than  now. 

Super.  Now  when  I  see  it ! 

AmbL  Tis  too  much  seen  already. 

Super,  Seen  and  known ; 
The  nobler  she's,  the  baser  is  she  grown* 

Ambi.  If  she  were  bent  lasciviously,  the  fiiult 
Of  mighty  women,  that  sleep  soft— O  death ! 
Must  she  needs  chuse  such  an  unequal  fiiooer. 


^°  Js  there  no  thunder  Uft  9  &c— Tbe  same  thongbt  occurs  in  Othello,  A.  5.  8.  « : 
*'  Are  there  no  stooei  in  heaven. 
Bat  what  serve  fior  the  thunder  V* 
^"  Act  F.— In  tbe  quarto  tbb  play  contists  but  of  four  acts.   But  as  that  division  probably  arose  from 
tbe  carelessness  ef  the  printer,  Mr  Dodslcy  has  made  an  alteration  here,  which  appears  to  be  a  necessary 
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To  make  all  wone?«— ^ 

St^er.  A  bastard!  dM  date's baMard I 

heaped  onabame! 
AmbL  O  our  disgrace  I 
liMt  womea  have  small  waists  the  world  throa^ 

out; 
Bat  their  desires  are  thoosaiid  miles  aboot. 
iSi^ier.  Corner  stay  not  here,  le^s  a£Ur»  and 
prevent. 
Or  else  the/Jl  m  faster  than  we'll  repent 

[Egeuni. 

EnttrViMMCi  «m?Hippolito,  Magtagea^  tkeir 
Mptker,  9ne  by  (me  Shoulder^  tmd  the  otAer  by 
the  other,  witn  Daggers  in  tkeir  Hmnds. 

Vin,  O  thoQ,  for  whom  no  name  is  bad  enough  \ 

Ora.  What  mean  my  sons  ?  wha^  will  you  mor- 
der  me? 

Fta.  Wicked  aonatural  parent ! 

Hip,  Fiend  of  women  ! 

Grtu  Ob !  are  sons  tamed  monsters?  help! 

Yin,  In  vain. 

Gra,  Are  you  so  barbarous  to  set  iron  nipples 
Upon  the  breast  that  gave  you  suck? 

Fin.  That  breast 
Is  turned  to  quarled  poison. 

Gra.  Cut  not  your  days  £or't !  am  notj  your 
mother? 

Fta.  Thou  dost  usurp  that  title  now  by  fraud, 
For  in  that  shell  of  mother  breeds  a  bawd. 

Gra.  A  bawd !  O  name  far  loathsomer  than 
hell! 

Hip.  It  should  be  so^  knew'st  thou  thy  office 
well. 

Grek.  I  hate  it. 

Fm.  Ah !  i8*t  possibly  you  powers  on  high. 
That  women  should  dissemble  when  they  die? 

Gru>  DissenOile! 

Fm.  Did  not  the  duke*8  sou  direct 
A  fellow,  of  the  world's  coaditieo,  hither, 
Tliat  did  corrupt  all  that  was  good  in  thee? 
Made  thee  uodvi%  forget  thyself, 
And  work  our  sister  to  his  lust? 

Gra.  Who  I? 
That  bad  been  monstroos.    I  defy  that  man 
For  any  such  intent !  none  lives  so  pare, 
Bot  shall  be  soird  with  slander ;— good  son,  be- 
lieve it  not 

Vim.  Oh,  I*m  in  doulit, 
Wlielher  Fm  myself,  or  no- 
Stay,  let  me  kxric  again  upon  this  face. 
Wbo  shall  be  siMred,  when  mothers  have  no  grace? 

Hip.  Twould  make  one  half  despair. 

Vin.  I  was  the  man ! 
Deiy  me  now,  le^s  see,  do't  modestly. 


Or0k,  O  hell  unto  my  soul  1 

Fin.  In  that  disguise,  I,  sent  fsom  the  duke's 
son, 
Tried  you,  and  found  you  base  metel, 
A^  any  villain  might  have  done. 

Gra.O  no,  no  tongue  but  yours  ooaid  hare  be* 
witched  me  so. 

Fia.  O  nimble  in  damnetioa,  quick  in  tern! 
There  is  no  deril  could  strike  fire  so  soon: 
I  am  confuted  in  a  word. 

Gra.  Oh  80^  forgwe  me!  to  myself  111  peova 
more  true; 
You  that  should  honour  me,  I  kneel  to  joou 

Vim,  A  mother  ^^  to  give  aim  to  her  own  c' 
tar! 

Hip.  Tme,  brother ;  how  far  beyoad  natave  'tis^ 
Thoi4h  fiiany  motbors  do't ! 

Vin.  Nay,  and  yoa  draw  tears  oooe,  go  yoa  to 
bed; 
Wet  wtU  make  iron  blush  and  diange  to  red. 
Brother,  it  rains ;  'twill  spoil  your  digger,  house  it 

Hip.  ^Tis  done. 

Fia.  Ffaith  'tis  a  tweet  shower,  it  does  awch 
good. 
Tlie  fruitful  mands  and  meadows  of  her  soul 
Have  been  kmg  dry:  pour  down,  thou  btessed 

dew. 
^se,  mother;  troth  this  shower  has  made  yoa 
higher. 

Gra.  O  you  heavens !  take  this  infectious  spot 
out  of  my  soul, 
ril  rince  it  in  seven  waters  of  mine  eyes ! 
Make  my  tears  salt  enough  to  taste  of  grace. 
To  weep  is  to  our  sex  naturally  given : 
But  to  weep  trulv,  that's  a  gift  from  heavea. 

Fin.  Nay,  111  kiss  you  now.  Kiss  her,  brother ; 
Let's  marry  her  to  oar  souls,  wherein's  no  lust. 
And  honourably  love  her. 

Hip.  Let  it  be. 

Vin.  For  honest  women  are  so  ''  seld  and  rare^ 
*Tis  good  to  cherish  those  poor  few  that  are. 
O  you  of  easy  wax !  do  but  imagine 
Now  the  disease  has  left  you,  how  leprously 
lliat  office  woukl  have  dinged  onto  your  forehead ! 
All  mothers  that  had  any  graceful  hue 
Would  have  worn  masks  to  hide  thor  face  at  you : 
It  would  have  srowo  to  this,  at  vour  foul  name^ 
Green-coloured  maids  would  have  turned  red 
with  shame. 

H^.  And  then  our  sister,  full  of  hire  and  I 


Vm.  There  had  been  boiling  lead  ajgain, 
The  duke's  son's  great  concubme ! 

iA  drab  of  state,  a  cloth  o'  silver  slut. 
To  have  her  train  borne  up,  aiMl  her  soul  trail 
i'the  dirt ! 


3*  T#  give  aim  to  her  own  daughter — i.  e.  Incite,  encourage  her. 

'3  Seld  and  rare— Seldom  to  be  met  with.  Jn  Skakeopf  are'i  Corioltmui^  we  have  <<  teU  seen  iaaiam.*'  S. 
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H^.  To  be  great,  miserable ;  to  be  rich,  eter- 
nally wretched. 

Ftft.  O  common  madness  ! 
Ask  but  the  thiimg'st  harlot  in  cold  blood, 
She'd  give  the  world  to  make  her  honour  good, 
Perhaps  you'll  say,  but  only  to  the  duke's  son 
In  priyate ;  why  she  first  begins  with  one, 
Who  afterward  to  thousand  proves  a  whore  : 
**  Break  ice  in  one  place,  it  will  crack  in  more," 

Gra.  Most  certainly  applied ! 

Hip,  Oh,  brother,  you  forget  our  business. 

Ftft.  And  well  remember^ ;  joy's  a  subtle  elf, 
I  think  man's  happiest  when  he  forgets  himself. 
Farewell,  once  dry*  now  holy-watered  mead ; 
Our  hearts  wear  feathers,  that  before  wore  lead. 

6ra,  I'll  give  you  this,  that  one  I  never  knew 
Plead  better  for  and  'gainst  the  devil  than  you. 

Vin.  You  make  me  proud  on'L 

Hip.  Commend  us  in  all  virtue  to  our  sister. 

Vin,  Ay,  for  the  love  of  heaven,  to  that  true 
maid. 

Gra.  With  my  b^t  words. 

Ftfi.  Why  that  was  motherly  said.     [Eteunt. 

Gra.  I  wonder  now  what  fury  did  transport  me ! 
I  feel  good  thoughts  bc^in  to  settle  in  me. 
Oh  with  what  fmhead  can  I  look  on  her. 
Whose  honour  I've  so  impiously  beset  ? 
And  here  she  comes. 

Enter  Castiza. 

Cat,  Now,  mother,  you  have  wrought  with  me 
so  strongly. 
That  what  for  my  advancement,  as  to  calm 
The  trouble  of  your  tongue,  I  am  content. 

Gra.  Content,  to  what  ? 

Cas.  To  do  as  you  have  wish'd  me ; 
To  prostitute  my  breast  to  the  duke's  son ; 
And  put  myself  to  common  usury. 
"    Gra.  I  hope  you  will  not  so  ! 

Com.  Hope  you  I  will  not? 
Thai's  not  the  hope  you  look  to  be  saved  in. 

Gra.  Truth  but  it  is. 

Cot.  Do  not  deceive  yourself, 
I  am  as  you,  e'en  out  of  marble  wrought. 
What  would  yon  now  ?  are  ye  not  pleased  yet 

wiUi  me  ? 
You  shall  not  wish  me  to  be  more  lascivious 
Than  I  intend  to  be. 

Gra.  Strike  not  me  cold. 

Cof.  How  often  have  you  charged  me  on  your 
blessing 
To  be  a  cursed  woman  ?  When  you  knew 
Your  blessing  had  no  force  to  make  me  lewd. 
You  laid  your  curse  upon  me;  that  did  more. 
The  rootlier's  curse  is  heavy ;  where  that  fights. 
Sons  set  in  storm,  and  daughters  lose  their  lights* 

Gra.  Good  child,  dear  maid,  if  there  be  any 
spark 


Of  heavenly  intellectual  fire  within  the^ 
Oh  let  my  breath  revive  it  to  a  flame ! 
Put  not  all  out  with  woman's  wilful  follies. 
I  am  recovered  of  that  foul  disease 
That  haunts  too  many  mothers ;  kind,  forgive  me^ 
Make  me  not  sick  in  health ! — if  then 
My  words  prevailed  when  they  were  wickedness^ 
How  much  more  now  when  they  are  just  and  good? 
Cos.  I  wonder  what  you  mean !  are  not  you  she, 
For  whose  infect  persuasions  I  could  scarce 
Kneel  out  my  prayers,  and  had  much  ado 
In  three  hours  reading  to  untwist  so  much 
Of  the  black  serpent  as  you  wound  about  me  ? 
Gra.  lis  unfruitful,  held  tedious  to  repeat 
what's  past ; 
Vm  now  your  present  mother. 
Ca$.  Pish,  now  'tis  too  late. 
Gra.   Bethink  again,  thou  know'ft  not  what 

thou  say'st. 
Cas,  No  !  deny  advancement !  treasure  !  the 

duke's  son  I 
Gra.  O  see,  I  spoke  those  words,  and  now  they 
poison  me ! 
What  will  the  deed  do  then  ? 
Advancement,  true ;  as  high  as  shame  can  pitdi ! 
For  treasure ;  who  e'er  knew  a  harlot  rich  i 
Or  could  build,  by  the  purchase  of  her  sin. 
An  hospital  to  keep  their  bastards  in  ? 
The  duke's  son ;  oh !  when  women  are  young 

courtiers. 
They  are  sure  to  be  old  beggars ; 
To  know  the  miseries  most  harlots  taste, 
Thoud'st  wish  thyself  uuborn,  when  thou  art  un- 
chaste. 
Cas.  O  mother,  let  roe  twine  about  your  neck, 
And  kiss  you  till  my  soul  melt  on  your  lips ; 
I  did  but  this  to  try  you. 
Gra.  O  speak  truih ! 

Cas.  Indeed  I  did  not ;  for  m>  tongue  has  force 
To  alter  me  from  honest. 
If  maidens  would,  men's  words  could  have  no 

power; 
A  virgin's  honour  is  a  crystal  tower. 
Which,  being  weak,  is  guarded  with  good  spirits; 
Until  she  basely  yields,  no  iU  inherits. 

Gra.  O  happy  child  !  faith,  and  thy  birth  hath 
saved  me. 
'MoDg  thousand  daughters,  happiest  of  all  others : 
^^Be  thou  a  glass  for  maids,  and  I  for  mothers. 

Enter  Vindici  and  Hippolito* 

Vin.  So,  so,  he  leans  well ;  take  heed  you  wake 
him  not,  brother. 

Hip.  I  wnrrant  you  my  life  for  yours. 

Vin.  That's  a  good  lay,  for  I  must  kill  myself. 
Brother,  that's  I,  that  sits  for  me :  do  you  mark  itf 
And  I  must  stand  r^Mly  here  to  make  away  mj* 


'♦  Be— The  quarto  reads,  Bay.    S. 
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telf  yonder 1  must  sit  to  be  killed,  and  stand 

to  kill  myself  I  could  vary  it  not  so  little  as 
^rice  over  again ;  ^Mt  has  some  eight  retains,  like 
Michaelroat-term. 

Hip.  That's  enow  o'consdetice. 

Vin.  Bat,  arrah,  does  the  Dake's  son  come 
sinf^e? 

Hip.  No ;  there's  the  hell  o't :  his  faith's  t*>o 
feeble  to  go  alone.  He  brings  flesh-flies  after  him, 
that  will  buz  against  supper-time,  and  hum  for  his 
coming  out, 

Vin.  Ah,  the  fly*flap  of  vengeance  beat  'cm  to 
pieces!  Here  was  the  sweetest  occasion,  the  fit- 
test hour,  to  have  made  my  revenge  familiar  with 
him ;  shew  him  the  body  of  the  Duke  his  father, 
and  how  quaintly  he  died  like  a  politician,  ^^  in 
hugger-mugger,  made  no  roan  acquainted  with  it ; 
and  in  catastrophe  slain  him  over  his  father's 
breast  Oh,  I'm  mad  to  lose  such  a  sweet  op- 
poTtaoity ! 

Hip.  Nay,  pish  !  pr'ythee  be  content !  there's 
no  remedy  pi^sent ;  may  not  hereafter  times  open 
in  as  fair  faces  as  this? 

Vin.  They  may,  if  they  can  paint  so  well. 

Hip.  Come,  now  to  avoid  all  suspicion,  let's 
forsake  this  room,  and  be  going  to  meet  the 
Duke's  son. 

Vin.  Content;  I'm  for  any  weather.  Heart, 
step  close :  here  he  comes. 

Enter  Lusurioso. 

Hip.  My  honoured  lord  ! 

Lus.  Ob  me !  you  both  present  ? 

Vin.  E'en  newly,  my  lord,  just  as  your  lord- 
ship entered  now :  about  this  place  we  had  no- 
tice given  he  should  be  ;  hut  in  some  loathsome 
pl^t  or  other. 

Hip.  Came  your  honour  private  ? 

Lus.  Private  enough  for  this;  only  a  few 
Attend  my  coming  out. 

Hip.  Death  rot  those  few !  [Atide, 

Jjut.  Stay,  yonder's  the  slave. 

Vin.  Mass,  there's  the  slave  indeed,  my  lord. 
Tis  a  good  child,  he  calls  his  father  slave. 

[A$ide. 

Lus.  Ay,  that's  the  villain,  the  damned  villain : 
softly, 
Tread  easy. 

Vin.  Pub !  I  warrant  you,  my  lord,  well  stifle 
in  our  breaths. 

Lus.  That  will  do  well : — 
Base  rogue,  thoa  sleepest  thy  last ;  'tis  policy 


To  have  him  killed  in's  sleep ;  for  if  he  waked. 
He  would  betray  all  to  them. 

Vin.  But,  my  lord— 

Lus.  Ha,  what  sayest  ? 

Vin.  Shall  we  kill  him  now  he's  drunk  ? 

Lus.  At,  best  of  all. 

Vin.  Why,  then,  he  will  ne'er  live  to  be  sober. 

Lus.  No  matter,  let  him  reel  to  hell. 

Vin.  But  bemg  so  full  of  liquor,  I  fear  he  wilt 
put  out  all  the  fire. 

Lus.  l1)ou  art  a  mad  ^^  beast 

Vin.  And  leave  none  to  warm  your  lordship's 
^'  golls  withal ;  for  he  that  dies  drunk  falls  into 
hell-fire  like  a  bucket  of  water ;  qush,  qush. 

Lus.  Come,  be  ready,  ^'nake  your  swords, 
think  ofyour  wrongs ;  this  slave  has  injured  you. 

Vin.  Troth,  so  he  has,  and  he  has  paid  well  mr^ 

Lus,  Meet  with  him  now. 

Vin.  You'll  bear  us  out,  my  lord  ? 

Lus.  Pub !  am  I  a  lord  for  nothing,  think  you  f 
quickly,  now. 

Vin.  Sa,  sa,  sa,  thumpe — there  he  lies. 

Lus.  Nimbly  done.-— Ha  !  Oh,  villains !  mttr- 
derers! 
Tis  the  old  Duke  my  father. 

Fin.  That's  a  Jest 

Lus.  What,  stiff  and  cold  already ! 
O  pardon  me  to  call  you  from  your  names : 
Tis  none  of  your  deed— that  villain  Piato, 
Whom  TOO  thought  now  to  kill,  has  murdered  him, 
And  leit  him  thus  disguised. 

Hip*  And  not  unlikely. 

Vin.  O  rascal !  was  he  not  ashamed 
To  put  the  Duke  into  a  greasy  doublet  ? 

Lus.  He  has  been  cold  and  stiff,  who  knows 
how  long  ? 

Vin.  Marry,  that  do  I.  [Aside. 

Lus*  No  words,  I  pray,  of  any  thing  intended. 

Vin.  Oh,  my  lord. 

Hip.  I  would  fain  have  your  lordship  think 
that  we  have  small  reason  to  prate. 

Lus.  Faitt^  thou  say'st  true ;  HI  forthwith  send 
to  court 
For  air  the  nobles,  bastard,  Duchess ;  tell 
How  here  by  miracle  we  found  him  dead, 
And  in  his  raiment  that  foul  villain  fled. 

Vin.  That  will  be  the  best  way,  my  lord,  t§ 
clear  us  all ;  let's  cast  about  to  be  clear. 

Lus.  Ho,  Nencio,  Sordido,  and  the  rest 


Enter  AIL 


First.  My  lord. 


3'  It  ha  «ome  eight  returns,  like  Michaelmas-term. — Michaelmas-term  now  has  but  four  returns.  By  the 
Matate  16  Car.  I.  c.  0.  it  was  abridged  of  two ;  and  again,  by  24  Geo.  11.  c.  48.  of  the  like  number, 
36  Jn  hugger^mmgger.^See  Note  16  to  Tiff  Pity  She's  a  Whore. 
'7  Beast. —  J'hc  quarto  reads,  breast.    8. 
'•  Golls. — i.  e  bands. 
9^  Hake  your  swwds.-^h  e.  oosbeath  tbem^  let  them  be  neked  swords,    St 
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S$eaiuL  Mjr  lordr 

Xto.  Be  witness  of  a  strange  spectacle. 
Choosing  for  priTate  conference  that  sad  room. 
We  found  the  Duke,  mj  father,  gealed  in  Mood, 

Fir$t.  My  lord  the  Duke!    run,  hie  thee, 
Nencio^ 
Startle  the  court  by  si^ifying  so  nmch. 

Ftfi.  Thus  much  by  wit,  a  deep  rerenger  can, 
When  naorder^s  known,  to  be  the  clearest  man : 
We*re  farthest  o£^  and  with  as  bold  an  eye 
fionrey  his  body,  as  the  staoders  by. 

Lki,  My  royal  father,  too  basely  let  blood 
%  a  maleVolent  slave ! 

H^,  Hark !  he  calls  thee  sbive  again.    [A$ide, 

Tin,  He's  lost,  he  may.  yAtide. 

Jm$.  Oh  sight !  look  hither^  see,  hb  hps  are 
gnawn  with  poison. 

Vin.  How !  his  lips;  by  the  mass  they  be. 

0  Tillain !  O  rogue !  O  slave !  O  rascal  1 

Hip.  O  good  deceit!  be  quits  him  with  like 

terms. 
Ambi.  [WithmA  Where? 
Super.  [Within.]  Which  way? 

Enter  Ambitioso  and  Supeevacuo. 
* 

Ambi  Over  what  roof  hai^  this  ^  piodigteas 
comet, 
In  deadly  fire? 

Ztfi.  Behold,  behold,  my  lords,  the  Duke  ray 
father's  murdered  by  a  vassal  that  owes  this  hfr- 
bi^  and  here  left  disguised. 

Enter  Ducheu  andSwvLio, 

Duck,  My  lord  and  husband  ? 

Secmtd.  Reverend  majesty ! 

Firsts  I  have  teen  these  clothes  often  attend- 
ing on  him. 

Vim.  That  nobleman  has  been  i'the  country, 
for  he  does  not  lye. 

iSaper.  Learn  of  oar  mother;  let's  dissemble 
too: 

1  am  glad  he's  vanished;  so^  I  hope,  are  you. 
Afiii,  Ay,  you  may  take  mv  word  for^t. 
5/m.  Old  dad,  dead? 

I9  one  of  his  cast  sins»  will  send  the  Fates 
Most  heartv  commendations  by  his  own  son ; 
111  lug  in  the  new  stream  till  stren^  be  done. 

Lu$.  Where  be  those  two  that  did  affirm  to  us> 
My  lord  the  Duke  was  privately  rid  forth? 

Fini,  O  pardon  u%  my  lords;  he  gave  that 
diarge 
Upon  our  lives,  if  be  were  mist  at  court, 
To  answer  so ;  he  rode  not  anywhere ; 
We  left  him  private  with  that  fellow  here. 

Vin.  Confirmed. 

Jm$.  O  heavens !  that  false  charge  was  his 
death. 


Impudent  beggars !  durst  you  to  our  faee 
Mmotain  such  a  false  answer  ?  Bear  him  straight 
toesecutioB. 
Fint,  My  lord ! 
Lu$.  Urge  ro^  no  more. 
In  this  the  excuse  may  be  called  half  the  murder. 
Vin.  You've  lentenced  well. 
Lut.  Away ;  see  it  be  done. 
Fiji.  Could  yuu  aot  sdck?  See  wbat  ooufessiou 
doth! 
Who  would  not  lye,  when  men  arc  haoged  for 
truth? 
JI^  Brother,  how  happy  i»  our  vengieaAce ! 

[Atide. 
Vin.  Why,  it  hits  past  the  apprdiensioii  of  io- 
diiferent  wits.  [ilf idk. 

Lm,  My  lord^  let  postrhorses  be  sent 
Into  all  places,  to  intrap  the  villain. 

rm.  Post-horses^ha,  ha !  [Amde. 

Noble.  My  lord,  we're  something  bold  to  know 
eurdu^. 
Your  iather't  aoadeatally  departed  ; 
The  titles  that  were  due  to  him  meet  yon* 
Lus.  Meet  me !  Fm  not  at  leisure,  my  §ood 
lord; 
I've  many  griefs  to  dispatch  out  o'  the  way. 
Welcome  sweet  tides.  [2 

Talk  to  me,  my  lerds^ 
Of  sepulchres  and  mighty  emperors'  bones; 
That's  thought  for  me. 

Vin.  So  one  nray  see  by  this 
How  foreign  markets  eo ; 
Courtiers  have  feet  o'the  nines,  and  tongues  o'the 

twelves ; 
They  flatter  Dukes,  and  Dukes  flatter  themselvea. 
jiobU.  My  lord,  it  is  your  shine  must  comfort 

us. 
Lus.'  Alas !  I  shine  in  tears,  like  the  sun  in 

April 
Noble.  You're  now  my  lord's  grace. 
Ln$.  My  lord's  grace !  I  perceive  youll  have 

it  so. 
Noble.  Tis  but  your  own. 
Lut.  Then  heavens  give  me  grace  to  be  so ! 
FtA.  He  prays  well  for  himself.  [Atide. 

Noble.  Madam,  all  sorrows 
Must  run  their  circles  into  joys.    No  doubt  but 

time 
Will  make  the  murderer  bring  forth  lumself. 
Vin.  He  were  an  ass  then,  iYaitb.         [Atide. 
Noble.  In  the  mean  season, 
Let  us  bethink  the  latest  funeral  honours. 
Due  to  the  Duke's  cold  body.    And  withal, 
Calline  to  memory  our  new  happiness 

Spread  in  his  royal  son lords,  gentlemeui 

Prepare  for  reveb. 
Vin.  Revels! 


^  Prodigiout  eom€t.r^%et  Note  1  to  2^  Hontst  Whort^  VoU  I.  p.  W. 
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Nobie.  Time  bath  several  falb ; 
Griefs  lift  up  joys,  feasts  put  down  ftmerals. 
Lui.  Come^  theoy  mjr  lords,  my  fkvour^s  to  yon 
alL 
Tbc  dachas  is  suspected  foully  bent ; 
111  begin  dukedom  with  her  banishment 

[Exeunt  Duks,  Nobles,  and  Ducheti, 
Hip.  Revels! 

Vin,  Ay,  that's  the  word :  we  are  firm  yet ; 
Strike  one  strain  more,  and  then  we  crown  our 
wit 

[Exeunt  Hippolito  and  Vindici. 
i^ti.  Well,  nave  at  the  fairest  mark— so  said 
^        the  Duke  when  lie  begot  roe-* 
And  if  I  miss  his  heart,  or  near  about, 
Then  have  nt  any ;  a  bastard  scorns  to  be  out 
Super.  Not'st  thou  that  Spurio,  brother  ? 
Ant.  Yes,  I  note  him  to  our  shame. 
Super.  He  shall  not  live;  his  biur  shall  not 
grow  much  longer.    In  this  time  of  revels,  tricks 
may  be  set  a-foot    See'st  thon  yon  new  moon  ? 
it  shall  outlive  the  new  Duke  by  mnch :  this 
hand  shall  dispossess  hhn ;  then  we're  mighty. 
A  mask  is  treason's  licence,  that  build  upon : 
Tis  murder's  best  face^  when  a  vizard's  on. 

[Exit. 
Jmti.  M  so?  'tis  very  good ! 
And  do  yon  think  to  be  Duke  then,  kind  bro- 
ther? 
ni  see  fair  plav ;  drop  one*  and  thare  lies  t'other. 

[ExU. 

EnterVivmci  and  Hippolito,  with  Piero  and 
other  Lords. 

Tin.  My  lords,  be  all  of  music,  strike  old  griefs 
into  other  countries 
That  flow  in  too  much  milk,  and  have  faint  livers, 
Not  darii^  to  stab  home  their  disconieDts. 
Let  oor  hid  flames  break  out  as  6re,  as  lightning, 
To  blast  this  villainous  dukedom,  veied  with  sin ; 
Wind  ap  yoor  souls  to  their  full  height  again. 

Piero.  How? 

1  lord.  Which  way? 

S  Lord.  Any  way :  our  wrongs  are  such^ 
We  cannot  justly  be  revenged  too  much. 

Vin.  You  shall  have  aU  enough :— Revels  are 
toward. 
And  those  few  nobles  that  have  long  suppressed 

yon, 
Are  busied  to  the  furnishing  of  a  mask. 
And  do  aflect  to  make  a  pleasant  tale  on't : 
The  masking^soiu  are  fashioning ;  now  comes  in 
That  which  must  glad  us  all.— We  toa  take  pat- 
tern 
Of  all  those  suits,  tfa*  cdlowv  triaimin&  fashion, 
Fen  to  an  andiatniguisbed  hail  almost : 
Then  entering  first,  observing  the  tiue  form, 
Within  a  strain  or  two  we  shali  fin4  leisure 
To  steal  our  swords  out  handsomely ; 
And  when  they  think  their  pleasure  sweet  and 

good. 
In  midst  of  all  their  joys  they  shall  sigK  blood. 

VOL.  II. 


Piero.  Weightily,  efiectually ! 

Third.  Before  tJie  t'other  mask 

Vin.  We're  gone,  all  done  and  past 
Piero.  But  how  for  the  Duke's  guard? 
Vin.  Let  that  alone ; 
By  one  and  one  their  strengths  shall  be  drank 
down. 
Hip.  There  are  five  bandred  gendemen  in  the 
action, 
That  will  aoply  themselves,  and  not  stand  idle. 
Piero.  Oh !  let  us  hug  your  bosoma. 
Vin.  Come,  my  lords, 
Prepare  for  deeds,    itother  times  have  words. 

[Exeunt. 
In  a  dumb  Shaw,  the  Procession  of  the  young 
Duke,  with  all  his  Nobles;  then  souncRng 
Music.  A  furnished  Table  is  brought  forth  s 
then  enter  the  Duke  and  his  Nobles  to  the 
Banquet.  A  blazing  Star  appeareth. 

i  Noble.  Many  harmonious  hours,  and  choicest 
pleasures. 
Fill  np  the  royal  number  of  your  years ! 

Lus.  My  lords,  we're  pleased  to  thank  youy 
tnough  we  know 
Tis  but  your  duty  now  to  wish  it  so. 

1  NiAle.  That  shine  makes  us  aU  happy. 

d  Noble.  His  grace  frowns. 

S  Noble.  Yet  we  must  say  he  imiUo. 

1  Noble.  I  kink  we  must 

Lus.  That  foul  incontineiit  Duchaas  we  iMive 
banished ; 
The  bastard  shall  not  live.    After  dkete  reveb 
ril  begin  strange  ones :  he  and  the  step-sons 
Shall  pay  their  lives  for  the  first  subsidies ; 
We  most  not  frown  so  soon,  else  'thad  been  now. 

1  Noble.  My  gracious  lord,  please  yon  prepare 
for  pleasure. 
The  mask  is  not  far  off. 

Lus.  We  are  for  pleasure. 
Beshrew  thee,  what  art  thou  ?  raadest  me  start ! 
Thou  hast  committed  treason. — A  blazing  star  I 

1  Noble.  A  blazing  star  !  O  where,  my  lord? 
Lus.  Spy  out 

2  Noble.  See,  see,  my  lords,  a  wondrous  dreads 

ful  one ! 
Lus.  I  am  not  pleased  at  that  iU-knotted  fire, 
That  blushing  flaring  star. — Am  not  I  duke  ? 
It  should  not  quake  me  now.    Had  it  appeared 
Before,  I  might  then  have  justly  fieared. 
But  yet  they  say,  whom  art  and  learning  wedi^ 
When  stars  wear  locks,  they  threatea  great  men'a 

heada: 
Is  it  sa?  you  are  read,  my  lords. 

1  Noble.  May  it  please  your  grace, 
It  shows  great  anger. 
Lus.  That  does  pot  please  our  graeew 
S  Noble.  Yet  here's  the  comfort,  my  lord ;  many 
times, 
When  it  seems  most  near,  it  threatens  farther 
off. 
Lus.  Faith,  and  I  tlnnk  so  too; 
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1  Noble,  Beside,  mi  lord. 
You're  gracefally  efttablished,  with  the  loves 
Of  all  your  subjects;  and  for  natural  death, 
I  hope  it  will  be  threescore  years  a-coming. 

Ims.  True,  no  more  but  threescore  years  ? 

1  Nobie.  Fourscore,  I  hope,  my  lord. 

2  Noble.  And  fivescore,  I. 

d  Noble,  But  'tis  my  hope,  my  lord,  you  shall 

ne'er  die. 
Lus,  Give  me  thy  hand ;  those  others  I  re- 
buke: 
He  that  hopes  so  is  fittest  for  a  Duke. 
Thou  shalt  sit  next  me;  take  your  places,  lords; 
We're  ready  now  for  sports ;  let  'em  set  on : 
You  thing !  we  shall  forget  vou  quite  anon  ! 
d  NobU,  I  hear  'em  coming,  my  lord. 

Enter  the  Mask  of  Revengert,  the  two  Brothers, 
and  two  Lords  more. 

The  Revengers  dance:  at  the  end  steal  out 
their  Swords,  and  these  four  kill  the  four  at 
the  Table  in  their  Chairs,    It  thunders, 

Vin,  Mark,  thunder ! 
Dost  know  tliy  cue,  thou  big-voiced  crier  ? 
Dukes'  groans  are  thunder's  watchwords. 

Hip,  So,  my  lords,  you  have  enough. 

Vin,  Come,  lei's  away,  no  lingering. 

Hip,  Follow!  go!  [Exeunt, 

Vm,  No  power  is  angry  when  the  lustful  die; 
When  thunder  daps,  heaven  likes  the  tragedy. 

[Exit  ViNDici. 

Lus.  Oh,  oh ! 

Enter  the  other  Mask  of  intended  Murderers, 
Step-sons^  Bastard,  and  a  fourth  Alan,  coming 
in  dancing;  the  Duke  recovers  a  little  in 
voice,  and  groans,  calls — A  guard  !  treason  ! 

At  which  they  all  start  out  of  their  Measure,  and, 
turning  towards  the  Table,  they  find  them  all 
to  be  murdered, 

Spu.  Whose  groan  was  that  ? 
Lus,  Treason !  a  guard ! 
Ambi,  How  now  ?  all  murdered  ! 
Super,  Murdered ! 
4  Noble,  And  those  his  nobles  ? 
AmbL  Here's  a  labour  saved ; 
I  thought  to  have  sped  him  :^'sblood,  how  came 
this? 

3  m.  Then  I  proclaim  myself;  now  I  am  duke. 
mbi.  Thou  duke !  brother,  thou  liest. 
Spu,  Slave !  so  dost  thou.  [Fight. 

4  Noble,  Base  villain  !  hast  thou  slain  my  lord 
and  master  ?  [Kills  him. 

Enter  the  first  Men. 

Vin.  Pistols,  treason,  murder !  help,  euard  my 
lord  the  Duke. 


Hip,  Lay  hold  upon  these  traitors. 

Lus,  Oh! 

Vin.  Alas !  the  Duke  is  murdered. 

Hip,  And  the  nobles. 

Vin,   Surgeons!  surecons! — ^Heart,  does  he 
breathe  so  long  r  [Aside. 

Ant,  A  piteous  tragedy !  able  to  ^  make 
An  old  man's  eyes  blood-shot 

Lus.  Oh ! 

Vin,^  Look  to  my  lord  the  duke — A  vengeance 
*  "throttle  him !  [Aside. 

Confess,  thou  murderous  and  unhallowed  man, 
Didst  thou  kill  all  these? 

4  Noble,  None  but  the  bastard,  I. 

Vin.  How  came  the  Duke  slain,  then  ? 

4  Noble,  We  found  him  so. 

Lus.  O  villain ! 

Vin.  Hark ! 

Lus.  Those  in  the  mask  did  murder  us. 

Vin.  La  you  now,  sir— 
O  marble  impudence  !  will  you  confess  now  ? 

4  NobU,  'Sblood,  'tis  all  false. 

Ant.  Away  with  that  foul  monster, 
Dipt  in  a  prince's  blood. 

4  Noble.  Heart,  'tis  a  lie. 

Ant.  Let  him  have  bitter  execution. 

Vin.  New  marrow  !  no,  it  cannot  be  exprest. 

[Aside. 
How  fares  my  lord  the  Duke  ? 

Lus.  Farewell  co  all ; 
He  that  climbs  highest  has  the  greatest  fall. 
My  tongue  is  out  of  office. 

Vin.  Air,  gentlemen,  air. 
Now  thou'lt  not  prate  on't, 'twas  Vindid  murdered 
thee. 

Lus,  Oh ! 

Vin.  Murdered  thy  father. 

Lus.  Oh !  J^*"* 

Vin,  And  I  he :  tell  nobody— so,  so,  the  Duke's 
departed. 

Ant,  It  was  a  deadly  hand  that  wounded  him  : 
The  rest,  ambitious  who  should  rule  and  sway 
After  his.death,  were  so  made  all  away. 

Vin,  My  lord  was  unlikely- 
Hip.  Now  the  hope 
Of  Italy  lies  in  your  reverend  years. 

Vin.  Your  hair  will  make  the  silver  age  again^ 
When  there  were  fewer,  but  more  honest  men. 

Ant,  The  burthen's  weighty,  and  will  press  ago 
down; 
May  I  so  rule,  that  heaven  may  keep  the  crown  ! 

Vin,  The  rape  of  your  good  lady  hath  been 
quitted 
With  death  on  death. 

Ant,  Just  is  the  law  above. 
But,  of  all  things,  it  puts  me  most  to  wonder, 
How  the  old  Duke  came  murdered  ? 

Vin,  Oh,  my  lord  ! 


^'  Jf<iA^«—-Tbe  quarto  reads,  vo^. 
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Ant.  It  was  the  strangeliest  carried ;  IVe  not 

heard  of  the  like. 
mp,  Twas  all  done  for  the  hest,  my  lord. 
Fin.  All  for  your  grace's  good.     We  may  be 
bold  to  spes£  it  now, 
Twas  somewhat  witty  carried,  though  we  say  it : 
Twas  we  two  murdered  him. 
Ant.  You  two? 
Vin.  None  else,  i'faith,  my'lord.    Nay,  'twas 

well  managed. 
Ant.  Lay  hands  upon  those  villains, 
Vin.  How!  on  usf 
Ant.  Bear  'em  to  speedy  execution. 
Fin.   Heart,   was't  not  for  your  good,    my 

lord? 
Ant.  My  good !  Away  with  'em :  such  an  old 
man  as  he ! 
You  that  would  murder  him,  would  murder  me, 
Vin,  Is't  come  about  ? 
H^.  "Sfoot,  brother,  you  begun.  • 
Fill.  May  not  we  set  as  well  as  tbe  Duke's 
son? 
Thou  hast  no  conscience,  are  we  not  revenged  ? 
Is  there  one  enemy  left  alive  amongst  those  ? 
Tis  time  to  die  when  we  are  ourselves  our  foes. 


When  murderers  shut  deeds  dose^  this  curse  does 

seal  'em : 
If  none  disclose  'em,  they  themselves  reveal  'em ! 
This  nmrder  might  have  slept  in  tongueless  brass. 
But  for  ourselves,  and  the  world  died  an  ass. 
Now  I  remember  too,  here  was  Piato 
Brought  forth  a  knavish  sentence  once ;  no  doubt, 

said  he,  but  time 
Will  make  tlie  murderer  bring  forth  himself. 
Tis  well  he  died ;  he  was  a  witch. 
And  now,  my  lord,  since  we  are  in  for  ever, 
This  work  was  ours,  which  else  might  have  been 

slipt; 
And,  if  we  list,  we  could  have  nobles  dipt. 
And  go  for  less  than  beggars;  but  we  hate 
To  bleed  so  cowardly :  we  have  enough, 
lYaitfa,  we're  well ;  our  mother  turned,  our  snter 
true; 

We  die  after  a  nest  of  Dukes. Adieu. 

[Exeunt. 
Ant.  How  subtlely  was  that  murder  dosed ! 
'    Bear  up 
Those  tragic  bodies :  'tis  a  heavy  season  ; 
Pray  heaven  their  blood  may  wash  away  all  trea- 
son !  [Exit. 
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TO  THE  UNDEESTANDING  READER. 

Rumour,  that  Hydra-headed  monsteT',  with  laore  toonies  thnn  eyes,  hy  help  of  his  intelligenoer 
Envy,  hath  made  strange  coDStructions  on  this  Dumb  Knight,  which  then  could  not  answer  for 
himself;  but  now  this  publication  doth  uoty  his  tongue,  to  answer  the  objections  of  all  sharp  critical 
censures,  which  heretofore  have  undeservedly  p^is^d  upon  him.  And  for  my  |>art,  I  protest,  the 
wrongs  I  have  received  by  some  (whose  worths  I  wiU  not  traduce)  with  a  mild  neglect  I  have 
laughed  at  their  follies;  for  I  think  myself  happy,  because  I  have  been  envied,  since  the  best  now 
in  grace  have  been  subject  to  some  slanderous  tongues  that  waut  worth  themselves,  and  think  it 
great  praise  to  them  to  detract  praise  from  others  that  deserve  it ;  yet  having  a  partner  in  the 
wrong,  whose  worth  hath  been  often  approved,  I  count  the  wrong  but  half  a  wrong,  because  be 
knows  best  how  to  answer  for  himself;  but  I  now  in  his  absence  make  this  apology,  both  for  him 
and  roe.    Thus  leaving  you  aac^  the-  book  tog^er;  I  ever  res^  yours^ 
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SCKRE  I. 


Bmter  the  King  o/^€tp»V8^  PHTtocLES,  Fiitf  Aio, 
and  AiteniantMy  m  Ann*    Mmik^ 

Cyp,  Enough ;  these  loud  sounds  deaf  m^  p^ 
sions: 
How  lodg  shall  lo^e  male  me  a  slave  to  htfie, 
And  mil  my  calm  desires  widi  tyranny  f 
O  Phylocles !  this  hf'resy  I  hotd, 
Tboaght  and  afiection  catinot  be  concrouled. 

P^.  Yet  may'C  be  bent  and  suppled  with  ex- 
tremes, 
Sitfa  few  dare  see  Hie  end  of  vioIen<ie. 
What  makes  the  skilful  ^  leech  to  use  the  fttCf 
Or  war  her  engines,  or  states  policy, 
But  to  recover  things  most  desperate  ? 
jEtevolt  is  recreant,  when  pursuit  is  brave, 
Never  to  faint  doth  purchase  what  we  crave. 

Cyp.  True,  my  Phylocles,  yet  my  recreant  soul, 
Slaved  to  her  beauty,  woold  renounce  all  war, 
And  yield  her  rkht  to  love,  did  not  thy  spirit, 
Mixed  with  my  bnging,  fortify  these  arms, 
^t  I  am  now  resolved,  and  tnis  sad  hoar 
Shall  give  an  end  to  my  distemperatans. 
Summon  a  parley. 

Enter  aiaft  the  Queen  af  Sicily,  the  Duhs  qf 
Epire,  Alphonso,  and  Attendantt. 

Queen.  What  says  om*  tyrant  smtOfyOtir  disease 
in  love, 
'iThat  makes  oor  thoughts  a  slave  unto  fafs  sword : 
What  says  my  lord  ? 

Cyp.  Madam,  attend  me,  this  is  my  latest  sum* 
mons: 


The  many  snns  my  Sdrrdws  hate  bcMd, 

And  my  sad  nights  of  longings,  all  through  fadpe 

Tcnjoy  the  joy  of  eartb^ytmr  own  dear  seU", 

Are  grown  so  infinite  in  length  and  weighs 

tliat  fikt  to  wearied  Atlas  I  enforce 

These  wars  as  Hercules  to  bear  my  load : 

Briefly  I  most  enjoy  you,  or  else  lose 

The  breath  of  me ;  whidi  to  prevent,  behoM 

My  sword  most  be  my  Cupid,  and  with  feathered 

steel 
Force  pi^from  your  breast  Yoar  city's  waila^ 
Chidden  with  my  cannons,  have  set  ope  a  path. 
And  boldljT  bids  me  enter ;  all  your  men  o£  war, 
Fee  bled  with  famine  lind  a  weary  siege, 
Take  danger  from  mine  actions;  only  yourself,  , 
Strong  in  your  will,  oppose  even  destiny. 
And,  Tike  the  giants' war,  offend  the  heavens. 
Which  to  prevent,  do  but  descend  and  give 
Peace  to  my  love-suit,  and  as  overcome  thereby 
m  yield  myself  your  prisoner,  and  be  drawa 
A  thrall  in  your  triumphant  victory. 
If  otherwise,  behold  these  fatal  swords 
Shall  ne'er  be  sheathed  till  we  be  conquerors : 
And,  not  respecting  innocence  nor  sex, 
The  cries  of  mfants,  nor  the  prayers  of  age. 
All  things  shall  perish,  till  whhin  my  arms 
I  fold  yourself,  my  thrall  and  conqueror. 
Queen,  Thou  may'st  be  master  of  my  body's 
tomb; 
But  for  my  soul  and  mind,  they  are  as  free 
As  their  creation ;  and  with  angels^  wings 
Can  soar  beyond  thy  reach ;  trust  me,  king  of  Cy- 
prus, 
Those  coals  the  Roman  Portia  did  devour 
Are  not  bnrpt  oot,  nor  bacve  the  '  Egyptian  wonus 


'  Laqgh^ine  observes,  that  several  Incideats  in  this  play  are  bttrrowed  fhMn  ITovels,  as  flie  Stinry  of 
9l&rUkna  sWearhlg  Pbylocfes  to  be  dinnh,from  Band^Ilo's  Ndvds ;  A!phoiist»*s  cnctoMlng  Prate  tht  ora- 
tor, and  the  latter  appearing  before  tbe  cooncll,  fhmi  the  same  book.  The  EogllBh  reader  may  see  the 
aame  story  io  The  Complaiiant  Companicnt  8vo.  1646. 

'*■  iMchy—Kn  old  word  used  by  CAoncer,  Spemer^  Fcir/kt,  and  olber  writers,  signifying  a  FhjftiHan. 

3  Egyptian  «orm<.— Dr  Johmon  observes,  that  worm  is  tbe  Teutonic  word  for  ttrpaU  ;  and  Dr  Per- 
^ J,  that  in  the  Northern  Coaoties  the  same  word  is  sttU  tned  to  that  settle.  See  their  seym|  Kdtes.  and 
^Jso  Mf  Toilet's,  to  Anteny  and  ClcopiUra,  A.  5.  8^  2^ 
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Yet  lost  their  stings;  steel  holds  his  temper  still, 

And  these  are  ransoms  from  captivity. 

But  art  thou  noble  ?  hast  thou  one  royal  thought? 

Cyp,  Approve  me  by  vour  question. 

Ch^en.  Then  briefly  thus : 
To  shun  the  great  effusion  of  their  bloods. 
Who  feel  no  touch  in  mine  affiM^ions, 
Dare  you  to  single  combat,  tfvo  tp  two, 
Kefer  your  right  in  love  ? 

Cyp,  Who  are  your  combatants  ?  we  love  equa- 
lity. 

Queen.  This  is  the  first,  the  Epire  duke ;  a  man 
Sprung  from  the  line  of  famous  Scaiiderbeg. 
The  next  Alphonso,  sprung  from  noble  blood; 
Who,  laden  with  rich  Lusitaiiian  prize, 
Hath  rode  thn>u^h  Syracusa  twice  in  pomp. 

Cwp.  Their  likmgs  to  the  motion  f 

Mpire,  They  are  like  wrath. 
Never  unarmed  to  beat  weak  injury. 

Alpk,  Nay,  more,  we  are  the  sons  of  destiny : 
Virtue's  our  guide,  our  aim  is  dignity. 

Fhy,  'Sfoot,  king,  shalt  not  forsake  *em :  this  I 
see. 
Love,  fight,  and  death,  are  ruled  by  destiny* 

2fp.  My  spirit  spesdcs  thy  motion : — 
am,  although  advantage  might  evade, 
And  give  my  love  more  hope,  yet  my  bent  will, 
Bowed  to  your  pleasure,  doth  embrace  your  law. 
We  do  gccept  the  combat,  and  ourself 
Will  with  that  duke  try  fortunes ;  this  my  friend, 
The  more  part  of  myself,  my  dearest  Phylocles, 
Ope  of  an  angePs  temper,  shall  with  that  lord 
Try  best  and  worst.    The  place  ?  the  time  ?  the 
sword? 
Epire.  They  are  your  rights,  we  claim  as  chal- 
lengers. 
C^.  And  we  would  lose  that  Vantage;  but 
since  fame 
Makes  virtue  dulat,  we  embrace  our  rights : 
The  place  before  these  walls,  tlie  hour  next  sun, 
The  pule-nx  and  the  hand-ax  for  the  fight. 

Queen.  It  is  enough; 
My  hostage  is  my  person  and  my  love. 

(^p.  And  mine  my  hope,  my  faith,  and  royalty. 
$pire.  They  are  of  poise  sufficient,  and  one 
light 
Shall  iit  one  instant  give  us  day  mid  night 

[Exeunt  Qufen,  Epire,  Alphokso,&c. 
CyP'  Shc^s  gone,  my  Phylocles :  and  as  she  goes, 
even  so 
The  sun  for&akcs  tlte  heavens  to  kiss  the  sea; 
pay  in  her  beauty  leaves  us,  and  methinks 


Her  absence  doth  exile  all  happiness. 

Tell  mc,  my  Phylocles,  nay,  pr*ythee  tell  me  true, 

Even  from  that  love 

Which  to  us  both  should  blend  one  sympathy. 

Discharge  an  open  breast :  dost  thou  not  think 

She  is  the  mirror  of  her  beauteous  sex. 

Unparalleled,  and  uncompanioned  ? 

Fhy.  Envy  will  say  she's  rare ;  then  truth  must 
vow 
She  is  beyond  compare,  sith  in  her  looks 
Each  motion  hath  a  speaking  majesty ; 
^She  is  herself,  compared  with  herself: 
For  but  herself,  she  hath  no  companion. 
But  when  I  think  of  beauty,  wit,  and  grace, 
The  elements  of  active  delicacy. 
Those  all  eye-pleasing  harmonies  of  sight, 
Which  do  enchant  men's  fancies,  and  stir  up 
The  life-blood  of  dull  earth,  O  theo;  methinks, 
Fair  Mariana  hath  an  equal  place. 
And  if  not  out-shine,  it  shews  more  beautiful. 

Cyp.  More  than  my  queen  ? 

Thy.  More  in  the  gloss  of  beauty ;  lets  in  worthy 
In  wisdom  and  great  thoughts :  toe  one  I  find 
Was  made  for  wonder,  the  other  for  admire. 

Cyp.  Thine  equal  praises  make  my  fancies  rich : 
And!  am  pleased  with  thy  compansons ; 
Things  of  like  nature  live  m  best  consent^ 
Beauty  with  subjects,  majesty  with  kings. 
Then  let  those  two  ideas  lively  move 
Spirit,  beyond  all  spirit,  in  our  breasts, 
That  in  the  end  of  our  great  victory 
We  may  attain  both  love  and  majesty. 

Thy.  Although  my  first  creation  and  my  birth. 
My  thought^  and  other  tempers  of  my  soul, 
Took  all  their  noble  beings  from  the  sword. 
And  made  me  only  for  the  use  of  wars; 
Yet  in  this  com|>at  something  methinks,  appears, 
Greater  than  greatest  glofy,  and  doth  raise 
My  mind  beyond  herself: 
^Sfoot,  methinks  Caesar*s  Pharsalia, 
Nor  Scipio*s  Carthage,  nor  Emilips'  acts, 
Were  worthy  chairs  of  triumph ;  they  o'er  men's 
Poor  manpled  bodies,  and  fire-wasted  climes. 
Made  their  triumphant  passage ;  but  we  two 
Must  conquer  thoughts  and  love,  more  than  the 
gods  can  clo. 

Cyp.  True,  and  therein 
Consists  the  glorious  garland  of  our  praise : 
But  we  neglect  the  a&irs  of  preparation.  FloHo^ 

be  it  your  charge 
To  see  the  erectiof^  of  the  squared  lists, 
Fit  ground  for  either  army,  and  what  f  Ise 


^  S^€  %»  htrulf<t  compared  mth  kenelf^ 

For  but  hentlfy  the  hath  no  companton.-— If  Theobald  had  been  as  well  read  to  oar  aocient  dramatic 
ivriters  as  he  pretended  to  be,  he  wouhl  have  produced  this  passage  in  jostification  of  the  celebrated  line 

io  Jhe  Double  Faltehood : 

*'  None  bat  himself  can  be  his  parallel. 

It  is  certaio,  if  authorities  would  sanctify  absurdity,  he  might  have  made  a  better  defence  a{;aUi^t  Mr 
Tope  than  that  which  he  published. 
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Bdongs  unto  sach  rojal  emineooe. 

Flo*  How  near  will  jour  majesty's  hand  the 
lists  extend 
Unto  the  city  walls  ? 

Cyp.  So  as  the  dallest  eye 
May  see  the  beedfulFst  passage  in  the  fight 

tlo.  What  square  or  circuit  ? 

Cyp,  Threescore  pace  each  way. 

lHo,  Tour  majesty  shall  have  your  will  per- 
formed. 

PAy.  Do,  and  you  do  us  grace ;  and  now,  thou 
sun. 
That  art  the  eye  of  heaven,  whose  pure  sight 
Shall  be  our  guide,  and  Jove*s  great  chronicler. 
Look  from  thy  sphere ! 
No  guilt  of  pride,  of  nudice,  or  of  blood, 
Pats  on  our  armour ;  only  pure  naked  love 
Tators  oar  hopes,  and  doth  our  actions  move. 

C^-p,  Enough,  my  Phylocles,  thine  orisons  are 
heard. 
Come,  let's  away.  [ExeunU 

Enter  Lollia.  . 

IajL  Now  fie  upon't,  who  would  be  an  orator's 
wife,  and  not  a  gentlewoman,  if  she  could  chuse  ? 
a  lady  is  the  most  sweet  lascivious  life,  congies 
and  kisses,— the  tire,  O  tlie  tire,  made  castle  up- 
on castle,  jewel  upon  jewel,  knot  upon  knot, 
crowns,  garlands,  gardens,  and  what  not?  the 
hood, '  the  rebato,  uie  *  French  fall,  the  loose-bo- 
died gown,  the  pin  in  the  hair;  now  clawing  the 
pate,  then  picking  the  teeth,  and  every  day  change; 
when  we  poor  souls  must  come  and  go  for  every 
man's  pleasure :  and  what's  a  lady  more  than  an- 
other body  ?  we  have  legs  and  hands,  and  rolling 
eyes,  hanging  lips,  sleek  brows,  cherry  cheeks,  and 
other  things  as  ladies  have,  but  the  fashion  carries 
itawajr. 

Enter  Mistress  Collaqttiktida.. 

CoL  Why  how  now,  mistress  Prate  ?  i'the  old 
disease  still  ?  will  it  never  be  better  ?  cannot  a 
wnmao  find  one  kind  man  amongst  twenty  ?  O 
the  days  that  I  have  seen,  when  the  law  of  a  wo- 
man's wit  could  have  put  her  husband's  purse  to 
execution! 

LoL  O  mistress  Collaquintida,  mine  is  even 
the  unnaturallest  man  to  his  wife — 

CoL  Faith,  for  the  most  part,  all  scholars  are 
so,  for  they  take  so  upon  them  to  know  all  things, 
that  indeed  they  know  nothing;  and,  besides, 
thej  are  with  study  and  ease  grown  so  unwieldy, 
that  a  woman  shall  ne'er  want  a  sore  stomach 
that's  troubled  ^vith  them. 

LoL  And  yet  they  must  hava  the  government 
of  all. 

CoL  True,  and  great  reason  they  have  for  it; 


but  a  wise  roan  will  pot  it  in  a  woman^s  hand. 
What !  she'll  save  what  he  spends. 

LoL  You  have  a  pretty  ruS,  how  deep  is  it  ? 

CoL  Nay  this  is  but  shallow ;  marry,  I  have  a 
ruflF  is  a  quarter  deep,  measured  by  the  yard* 

LoL  Indeed !  by  the  yard  ? 

CoL  By  the  standard,  I  assure  you :  you  have 
a  pretty  set  too,  how  big  is  the  steel  you  set  with  f 

LoL  As  big  as  a  reasonable  sufficient  Pity 
of ^v  life,  I  have  forgot  myself;  if  my  husband 
should  rise  from  his  study,  and  miss  me,  we  should 
have  such  a  coil^—  * 

CoL  A  coil,  why  what  coil  Mf  he  were  my  hus- 
band and  did  but  thwart  me,  I  would  ring  mm  so 
many  alarums,  sound  him  so  roanv  brass  trum- 
pets, beat  him  so  many  drums  to  his  confusioo, 
and  thunder  him  such  a  peal  of  great  shot,  that  I 
would  turn  his  brain  in  the  pan,  and  make  him  . 
road  with  an  eternal  silence. 

LoL  O  mistress  Collaquintida,  but  my  hus- 
band's anger  is  the  worst  favouredst  without  all 
conscience  of  any  man's  in  all  Sicily ;  he  is  even 
OS  peevish  as  a  sick  monkey,  and  as  waspish  as 
an  ill-pleased  bride  the  second  morning. 

CoL  Let  your  wrath  be  reciprocal,  and  pay  him 
at  his  own  weapon :  but  to  the  purpose  for 
which  I  came.  The  party  you  wot  or  commenda 
him  to  you  "in  this  diamond;  he  that  met  the 
party  you  know,  and  said  the  party's  party  was  a 
par^  of  a  partly  pretty  understanding. 

LoL  O,  the  lord  Alphonso. 

CoL  The  very  same,  believe  it ;  he  loves  jrou, 
and  swears  he  so  loves  you,  that  if  you  do  not 
credit  him,  you  are  worse  than  an  infidel. 

Lot,  Indeed,  mistress  Collaquintida,  he  hath 
the  right  garb  for  apparel,  the  true  touch  with  the 
tongue  in  the  kiss,  and  he  dances  well,  but  falls 
heavily :  but  my  husband,  woman,  my  husband, 
if  we  could  put  out  his  cats  eyes,  there  were 
something  to  be  said ;  but  they  are  ever  peeping 
and  prying,  that  they  are  able  to  pierce  through  a 
millstone :  besides,  I  may  say  to  you,  he  is  a  liule 
jealous  too ;  and  see  where  he  comes,  we  shall 
have  a  coil  now. 

Enter  Prate, 

CoL  Begin  you  to  pout  first,  for  that's  a  wo- 
man's prevention. 

Prate.  What,  Lollia,  I  say,  where  are  you  ? 
my  house  looks  you,  my  men  lack  you,  I  seek 
you,  and  a  whole  quest  of  enquiry  cannot  find 
you ;  fie,  fie,  fie,  idleness  is  the  whip  of  thrift,  a 
good  housewife  should  ever  be  occupied. 

LoL  Indeed  I  have  much  joy  to  be  occupied 
in  any  body's  company. 

Prate.  Why,  what's  the  matter? 

LoL  Why,  orators  wives  shortly  will  be  known 


^  The  rebato^^B  omamcDt  for  the  neck,  a  collar  band,  or  kind  of  rufi^  Fu  Robots 
«  French  /oi/.— Sec  W  ole  4  to  The  Roarings  Gi»l, 
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lie*  ifna^M  on  «i«ler-«tair%  ev#r  in  one  weather* 
beuten  suit,  as  if  aone  wore  hoods  but  monks  and 
ladies ;  nor  feathers,  but  fore-borset  and  waiting 
fentlewomen ;  nor  chain%  but  prisonertt  and  lords 
officers ;  nor  perriwigs,  but  players  and  hotbrains ; 
but  the  weakest  rauft  to  the  wall  still. 

Ptate,  Go  to,  you  shall  have  what  you  will 
LoL  Nay,  nay,  ^twas  my  hard  fortune  to  be 
yonr  wife,  time  was  I  might  have  done  other- 
wise ;  but  it  matters  not,  vou  esteem  roe  a«  you 
4o  yourself,  and  think  all  things  costlv  enough 
that  covers  shame,  and  that  a  pair  of  silken  fore- 
sleeves  to  a  lattin  breastplate  is  a  giarment  good 
enough  for  a  capitol ;  but  is  master  Wrangle, 
maaler  TftQ^»  or  master  Troblear,  of  that  ofM- 
nioii  ?  in  faith,  sir,  no, 
There'»  never  a  gallant  in  our  state 
That  goes  more  rich  in  ^wdy  bravery : 
And  yet  I  hope  for  quaUty  of  speech, 
A«MJbciou8  words,  or  quirks,  or  quiddities, 
You  are  not  held  their  much  inferior. 
Fie»  fies,  I  am  ashamed  to  see  your  baseneti. 

Co/.  Indeed,  master  Prate,  she  tells  you  truly : 
I  wonder  that  you,  being  a  proper  man,  aud  an 
orator,  will  not  go  '  brave,  according  to  the  cus- 
tom of  the  oountryk 

Fntt,  Go  to,  neighbour ;  he  that  will  rise  to 
tbe  top  of  a  high  ladder  most  go  up^  not  leap  up : 
but  be  patient,  wench,  and  thou  shcdt  shortly  see 
me  ^ant  it  with  the  best;  and  for  thyself  my 
Lolha, 

Not  LoUla  Paulina,  nor  those  biasing  stars, 
Which  make  the  world  the  apes  of  Italy, 
Shall  match  thyself  in  sun-brii^ht  spiendeucy. 

L$L  Nay  verily,  for  myself  I  care  not,  'tis  you 
that  Are  my  pride ;  if  you  would  go  like  yourself  I 
were  appeased. 

Prate,  Believe  it,  wench,  so  I  will.  But  to  the 
purpose  for  which  I  came :  the  end  of  this  great 
war  b  now  brought  to  a  combat,  two  to  two,  the 
duke  of  Epirc  and  Alphonso  for  our  queen, 
against  the  king  and  prince  Phvlocles:  now, 
vend),  if  thou  wilt  go  see  the  6gbt,  I  will  send 
and  provide  thee  of  a  good  standing. 

LoL  Indeed,  for  you  have  ne'er  a  good  one  of 
your  own. 

Pratt.  What !  President,  I  say ! 

Pre.  Anon,  anon,  sir. 

Prate*  Why  when,  I  say  ?  the  villain's  belly  is 
like  a  bottomlesf  pit,  ever  filling  and  yet  empty ; 
at  your  leisure^  sir. 

linger  President,  eating. 

Pre,  I  can  vankQ  no  more  haste  than  my  teeth 
will  give  me  leave. 


Prate.  Well,  sir,  get  yoa  viithout  the  town,  to 
the  place  of  the  combat,  and  provide  me  for  my 
wife  some  good  standing,  to  see  the  conflict. 

Pre.  How,  roaster !  how !  must  I  provide  a 
good  standing  for  you  for  my  mistress?  truly 
master,  1  think  a  marrow-bone  pie,  candied  erin- 
goes,  preserved  dates,  or  marmalade  of  cantha- 
rides,  were  mucli  better  harbingera;  cock-spar- 
rows stewed,  doves'  brains,  or  swansT  pinels,  are 
very  provocative;  «  roasted  potatoes,  or  •  boiled 
skerrets,  are  your  only  lofty  dishes;  methmkt 
these  should  fit  you  better  than  I  can  do. 

Prate.  What's  this,  what's  thb?  I  say,  provide 
me  a  standing  for  my  wife  upon  a  scafiSold. 

Pre.  And  truly,  master,  I  think  a  private  cham- 
ber were  better. 

Praie.  I  grant  you,  if  there  were  a  chamber 
convenient* 

Pre*  Willing  minds  will  make  shift  in  a  simple 
hole;  close  windows,  strong  locks,  hard  bed,  and 
sore  posts,  are  vour  only  ornaments. 

Prate.  I  thiiik  the  knave  be  mad ;  sirrah,  yon 
chop-logic  blockhead,  you  that  have  your  brain* 
pan  made  of  dry  leather,  and  your  wit  ever  wet- 
shod,  pack  about  vour  business,  or  111  paxk  yoor 
pen  and  inkhom  about  your  ears. 

Pre  Well,  sir,  I  ma;r  go  or  so,  but  would  my 
mistress  take  a  standing  of  my  preferment,  X 
would  so  mount  her,  Ae  should  love  strange 
things  the  better  all  her  life  after. 

Prate.  Why,  when,  sir  I        r£ri<  President. 
And  come,  sweet  wife,  and  neighbour,  let  us  have 
your  company  too.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  at  one  door  a  Herald,  mnd  Florid,  Jfor^ 
ihalfor  the  King,  with  Officen  bearing  the 
Litti ;  at  the  other  door  a  Herald,  and  C  jklio, 
MafMhalfor  the  Queen, 

C^L  Holla,  what  are  you  } 
Flo.  High  marshal  fbr  the  king.    Your  cha- 
racter? 
CitL  I  likewise  for  the  queen:  where  lies  your 

equal  grouncj  ? 
Flo.  Here,  underneath  these  wolls^  and  there 
and  there 
Ground  for  the  battles. 

CaL  Place  there  the  queen's  aeaty 
And  there  and  there  cliau-s  for  the  combatnnts. 

Flo.  Place  here  thelisU;  fix  every  joint  as  strong 
As  'twere  a  wall,  fbr  on  ibis  foot  of  earth        ^^ 
This  day  shall  stand  two  famous  monumeiits* 
The  one  a  throne  of  j^ory  bright  as  (old. 
Burnished  with  angels'  lustre,  and  with  stars 
Plucked  from  the  crown  of  cijaiq^csty  in  which 
shall  sit 


7  Brave — i.  e.  fine. 

*  Roasted  pofo/oet.— See  Mr  Collins's  Note  to  TroUut  and  Creuida, 

'  Boiled  tkerreti  — ^*  Sisanim  Tiberii  August i  dcllciae,  ollm  e  Gennania  in  Italbmi  tramlata  est,  eoowe 
vocem  Simrum  Hofmaoaut  orl^nis  Germ,  eme  exIftiauU."    8kbmer"$  U^fmolegicom,  ^ 

»ee  also  C.  Plimi  xNat.  Ultt.  lib.  xiz.  c.  5. 
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The  other  a  rich  tomb  of  n)Oiiofbl»  fiune. 
Built  by  the  ouriout  ^bmigbtii  W  im^«  oun4% 
In  which  »h%U  simp  tluMK  rcJimt  iD»l$  in  p^M^ 
Whom  furtwi*'*  bwBKl  flh^ll  oi4jr  omtiIiidw. 
Maven,  iatbj  p«li9  ihU  4ay  thft  baifwce  '^bbgs, 
Which  makes  kmg9  gods,  or  nMs  ommw  great  than 
kinsv 
C«/.  So,nowj0ttbeb(iraM6§MwiiieobfiiopioqB 

Of  ready  preparaMM.  [Estumt  SmnM, 

The  Comets  wund;  and  enter  at  one  end  gf  the 
Stage  a  HeraUL  two  Pa^ety  one  with  Pote-axu, 
the  ether  with  Hand-asesy  the  Duke  qf^iuf. 
4md  Alphonso  Uke  Cambatantt^  the  Qtueen  <$nd 
Mariama.  and  Prate,  Lollia,  Collaquin- 
TiDAy  and  President^  alqft, 

Flo.  What  are  yott  ibat  •ppear,  and  wtm  d^ 
voir 
Draws  you  wkbiu  these  lifiAs  ? 

Epire,  I  am  the  dake  9f  Epive^  ' '  aod  the  asiae 
Which  doth  attraa  aiy  spirit  «o  raa  this  aaiabal 

course. 
Is  the  fair  guard  of  a  distressed  queen, 
Would  wed  to  hate  and  inequaiity  aad  bmtiaih 

force, 
Which  to  withstand  I  boldly  eater  thaa, 
And  will  '^de^sil,  or  else  prore  recreant 

Flo.  And  what  are  you,  or  yaorinteadements? 

Aiph,  I  am  AlphoofiOy  aoanbal  of  this  reakn, 
Who,  of  like«teinf>ered  tbmigWs  and  iika  desiras. 
Have  grounded  this  my  sanctimonious  zeal, 
And  trill  approve  the  duke's  asBertamsy 
Or  in  this  field  lie  slain  and  recreant. 

Fla»  Enter,  and  prosper  fis  your  cause  deserves. 

The  Comets  sound;  and  enter,  at  the  other  end 
of  the  Singer  a  Herald,  two  Pages  with  Axes 
and  PoU-^aes ;  then  ikt  King  ojr  Cyprus  arut 
Pbtlocles,  Uke  Combatants,  and  their  Army, 

CcL  What  are  you  that  appear,  and  what  do> 
voir 
Draws  you  within  these  liste? 

Cyp.  I  am  the  kiqg  of  Cyprus,  who,  led  on 
By  the  divine  instinct  of  heavenly  love, 
Come  with  my  sword  to  beg  tbat  royal  aiaid, 
And  to  approve,  by  gift  oi  heaven  and  fate, 
She  is  alone  to  me  appropriate : 
Which  to  maintain  I  challenge  eutraooe  ^eve. 
Where  I  will  live  a  king  or  recreeot. 


CaL  Aid  fvlmC  a|«  ynu,  or  pur  uitendeHMrots  ? 

PAy.  I  em  iesa  ihan  my  draughts,  more  than 
njself. 
Yet  nothing  but  the  creature  of  asy  fate ; 
%  mufm  my  natawe  o«^  is  dbsoared, 
Aad  yet  the  wodd  tepticed  me  Ph^ies ; 
My  enteaace  base  ^  proof  of  holy  ceal. 
And  to  maintain  that,  no  severe  disdain, 
False  slope  of  ofaasliiy,  oqr  woman's  will, 
Neglective  petulance,  ur  uncertain  hope, 
Foul  visard  eoyness,  ner  seducing  faaae, 
ShoMld  aab  the  royal  temper  of  true  love 
Faoas  thm  dmmwi  aias  of  his  desirea. 
Which  my  best  blood  shall  witnees,  or  this  field 
(•tomb  asy  body  made  a  reoraant. 

C^l  EntCTf  and  prosper  as  your  cause  deserves. 
[  Drams  two  Sssards. 

Wio.  Fnaoes^  Uiy  your  bands  on  these  swords 
points. 
'^  Here  you  shall  swear  by  hope,  by  heaven,  by 

Jose, 
And  by  di«  right  yo«  challenge  in  trae  Came, 
That  here  you  stand  not  armed  with  any  guile, 
Malignant  bate,  or  usurpation 
0*'phiiters,ohanBM,4>f  nightp'spells;  characters, 
Or  other  fabok  iofemal  vanttiges ; 
But  even  with  theuf^  as  pare 
As  your  pare  valoura,  or  the  sua's  pore  beams, 
T^approve  the  right  of  pure  afiTection ; 
And  bowsoe'er  your  fortunes  rise  or  iall, 
To  break  no  faitb  ia  your  oonditioM. 
So  help  yxMi  5ove. 

All  Weewear. 

QifftfiL  How  often  dolh  my  maideii  choaghti 
correct 
And  chide  my  froward  will,  for  this  extreme 
Pursuit  of  blood  !  believe  me,  lain  I  would 
Recal  mine  oath's  vow,  did  not  my  shame 
liold  fsst  my  cruelty,  by  which  is  taught 
Those  gems  are  prized  liest,  are  dearest  bought. 
Sleep  my  love's  softness  then,  yraken  my  flame. 
Which  guwrds  a  vestal  sanctity ;  princes,  behoM, 
Upon  those  weapons  sits  my  god  of  love. 
And  in  their  powers  my  love's  severity. 
If  them  you  conquer,  we  are  all  your  slaves ; 
If  tliey  triumph,  well  mourn  upon  your  graves. 

Afar.  Now,  by  my  maiden  modesty,  I  wish 
Good  fortune  to  that  Phylocles ;  my  mind 
Presages  virtue  in  his  eaglet's  eves. 
'Sfoot,  be  looks  like  a  sparrow-Eawk,  or  a  wanton 


'^  JMinfs^K  Scotch  word,  sigoifyiBg  hongs.    See  the  Glossary  to  DoogUs's  TIrgil,  voce  ffingare. 

"  Jndthe  mine,  &c. — The  magnet,  <or  in  Kent  they  call  th«  iron  stone  mine,  quasi  minerat.    S.  P. 

'*  Defail — i.  c.  prove  defective,  fail  lo  my  streo^th,  dtfaiU  r,  Fr.    8. 

"  Here  you  shall  swear.  Sec* — When  the  combat  was  demanded  and  allowed,  it  was  the  cnstom  for 
each  party  to  take  an  oath  to  the  foHewing  purport :  vli.  **  That  they  had  not  brought  into  the  lists 
other  armour  or  weapon  than  was  allowed,  neither  any  engine,  instrument,  herhe,  rhmrm,  or  encuantmMf, 
and*that  neither  of  them  shouid  pot  aflhmce  or  trust  In  an^  Uiiw  otiier  than  Gad  and  tlimr  own  valours, 
as  God  and  the  holy  l.vaueeljsts  should  help  them. '    Ugar  otk  Hooor^  p.  134. 

See  also  Mr  eteeveas's  Note  on  Macbeth,  A.  5. 6. 7. 
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A  Bash  of  lightoing,  or  a  glimpse  of  day ; 
His  eye  steids  to  my  heart,  and  lets  it  see 
More  than  it  would.   Peace !  blab  no  secrecy. 
He  must  have  blows. 

Flo.  Sound  comets,  princes  respect  your  guards. 
[Here  thejf  fight,  and  Puylocles  owr- 
throwi  Alphomso,  and  Epi&b  over- 
throws Cyprus. 
PAy.  I  crave  the  queen's  conditions,  or  this 
blow 
Sends  this  affiicted  soul  to  heaven  or  helL 
Speak,  madam,  will  you  yield,  or  shall  he  die  f 
Epire,  Neither,  bold  prince ;  if  thou  but  touch 
a  hair. 
The  king's  breath  shall  redeem  it :— >madam,  yoor 

love 
Is  safe  in  angels*  guarding ;  let  no  fear 
Shake  hands  with  doubtfulness;  you  are  as  safe 
As  in  a  tower  of  diamonds; 

Phy.  O  'tis  but  alass^ 
^nd  cannot  bear  this  axe's  massinesa. 
Duke^  thy  brave  words,  that  second  thy  brave 

deeds^ 
Fill  me  with  emulation :  only  we  two 
Stand  equal  victors :  then^  if  thou  hast  that  tie 
And  bond  of  well-knit  valour,  which  unites 
Virtue  and  fame  toother,  let  us  restore 
Our  captives  unto  ^eedom,  and  we  two^ 
In  single  combat,  try  out  the  mastery. 
Where  whoso  falls,  each  other  shall  subscribe 
To  every  clause  in  each  condition. 

Epire,  Thou  art  the  index  of  my  ample  thought, 
And  I  am  pleased  with  thine  election. 
Speak,  madam,  if  ever  I  deserved  grace^ 
Grace  me  with  your  consent 

Queeiu  Tis  all  my  will. 
Thy  noble  hand  erect  and  perfect  me. 

Phy,  What  says  his  majesty? 
My  stars  are  writ  in  heaven,  nor  death  nor  fate 
Are  slaves  to  fear,  to  hope,  or  human  state. 

Cyp.  I  neither  fear  thy  fortune  nor  my  ruin ; 
But  hold  them  all  beyond  all  prophesy. 
Thou  hast  my  free  consent,  and  on  thy  power 
Ijes  my  life's  date,  or  my  death's  hour. 
Epire*  Then  rise  and  live  with  safety. 
Ply.  Alphonso,  here  my  hand, 
Thy  fortune  lends  thy  peace  no  infamy. 
And  now  '^thou  glonous  issue  of  Jove's  brain, 
That  burnt  the  Telamonian  ravisher, 
Look  from  thv  sphere,  and  if  my  heart  contain 
An  impure  thought  of  lost,  send  thy  monsters 

forth. 
And  make  me  more  than  earthly  miserable. 

[Here  the  Comets  sound,  they  fight,  and 
Phtlocles  overcomes  the  Duke;  the 
Queen  descends. 
Phy,  Yield,  recant,  or  die. 


Epire,  Thine  axe  bath  not  the  power  to  wound 

my  thourbt. 
And  yield's  a  word  my  tongae  could  never  sound ; 
I  say  thou'rt  worthy,  valiant ;  for  my  death. 
Let  the  Queen  speak  it,  'tis  an  easy  breath. 
Queen.  Not  for  the  worid's  large  circuit;  hold^ 

gentle  prince, 
71)us  I  do  pay  his  ransom :  low  as  the  groum^ 
I  tender  my  unspotted  virgin  love 
To  thy  great  will's  commandment ;  let  not  my  care^ 
My  woman  tyranny,  or  too  strict  guard, 
In  bloody  purchase  uke  away  those  sweets 
Till  now  have  governed  your  amazed  desires ; 
Fur  trust  me,  king,  1  will  redeem  my  blame 
With  as  much  love  as  Phylocles  hath  fame. 
Cyp.  Thus  comes  a  cum  unto  a  sM-wrecked 

soul. 
Ease  to  the  pained,  food  unto  the  starve(^ 
As  yoti  to  me,  my  best  creation. 
Trust  me,  my  queen,  my  love's  large  chronicle 
Thou  never  shalt  o'ernread,  because  each  day 
It  shall  beget  new  matter  of  amaze. 
And  live  to  do  thee  grace  eternally. 
Next  whom  my  Phylocles,  my  bounteous  friend. 
Author  of  life,  and  sovereign  of  my  love, 
M  V  heart  shall  be  thy  throne,  thy  breast  the  ^rin^^ 
Where  I  will  sit  to  study  gratefulness. 
To  you,  and  you  my  lords,  my  best  of  thoughts, 
Whose  loves  have  shewed  a  duteoos  carefulness ; 
To  ail  free  thanks  and  graces;  this  unity 
Of  love  and  kingdomg  is  a  glorious  sight. 
Moont  up  the  rf>yal  champion,  music  and  oomett 

sound. 
Let  shouts  and  cries  vaske  heaven  and  earth  re-» 

bound,  [Exeunt. 

Epire.  How  like  the  sun's  greict  bastard  o'er 

the  world 
Rides  tins  manompunted  engine,  this  proud  prince^ 
And  with  his  breath  singes  out  conunenc^ 
Sit  fast,  proud  Phaeton,  for  by  heaven  I'll  kick 
And  plunge  thee  in  the  sea :  if  thou'lt  needs  ride. 
Thou  should'st  have  made  thy  seat  npon  a  slave. 
And  not  upon  mine  honour^s  firmament. 
Thou  hast  not  heard  the  god  of  wisdom's  tale. 
Nor  can  thy  youth  curb  greatness,  till  my  hate 
Confound  thy  life  with  villain  policy. 
I  am  resolved,  since  virtue  hath  disdained 
To  clothe  me  in  her  riches,  henceforth  to  prove 
A  villain,  fatal,  black,  and  ominous. 
Thy  virtue  is  the  ground  of  my  dislike; 
And  my  disgrace,  the  edge  of  envy's  sword^ 
Which  like  a  razor  shall  unplume  thy  crest^ 
And  rob  thee  of  thv  native  excellence. 
When  great,  thoughts  give  their  homage  to  dis- 
grace, 
There's  no  respect  of  deed%  time,  thoughts,  or 

place.  [ExU, 


'  thou  glorious  issue  ofJo9e*s  braim^ 


* ^hou  glorious  issue  ofJov€*s  brain, 

ravbh^Tc^l^^n^StS^;^  ^^'  kUlcd  Ajax  OUea.  with  a  thonderbolt, 
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ACT  II: 


SCENE  I. 


Enter  FtLATZ,  LoLLiA,CoLLiQniNTiDA,  and 
President. 

Prate,  Come,  wife,  meChoDgbt  our  party  stood 
stifflj  to  it 

Pre,  Indeed  they  were  stiff  whilst  they  stood ; 
but  when  they  were  down,  they  were  like  men  of 
a  low  world,  a  man  might  have  wound  their  worst 
anger  about  his  finger. 

IaU.  Go  to,  sirrah,  ;fou  must  have  your  fool's 
bolt  in  every  body's  quiver. 

pre.  Indeed,  mistress,  if  my  master  should 
break  liis  arrow  with  foul  shooting  or  so,  I  would 
be  «iad  if  mine  might  supply  the  whole. 

Prate,  I  find  you  kind,  sir. 

Pre.  True  sir,  according  to  my  kind,  and  to 
pieasore  tnv  kind  mistress. 

Prate.  Go  to,  sirrah,  I  will  not  have  your  kind- 
ness to  intermeddle  with  her  kind ;  she  is  meat  for 
your  master. 

Pre.  And  your  man,  sir,  may  lick  jour  foul 
trencher. 

CoL  Ay,  but  not  eat  of  his  mutton. 

Pre.  Yet  I  may  dip  my  hread  in  the  wool,  Mrs 
CoUaquintida. 

Prate.  €ro  to,  sirrah,  you  will  be  obscene,  and 
then  I  shall  knock  you;  but  to  the  combat,  me- 
thought  our  side  were  the  most  proper  men. 

LoL  True,  and  therefore  they  had  the  worse 
fortune^  but  see,  berets  the  Lord  Florio. 

Enter  Florio. 

Flo.  Master  orator,  it  is  the  king  and  queen's 
majestjf^s  pleasure^  that  you  presently  repair  unto 
the  court,  touching  the  drawing  out  of  certain 
articles  for  the  benefit  of  both  the  kingdoms. 

Prate.  My  lord,  I  will  instantly  attend  their 
inawsties. 

^la.  po^  for  they  expect  you  seriously. 

[Exit  Florio. 

frate.  Wife,  yon  can'  have  my  service  no 
kinger*  Siprah  President,  attend  you  upon  your 
mistress  home :  and,  wife,  I  would  have  yon  to 
hold  your  journey  directly  homeward,  and  not  to 
imitate  pnnces  in  their  progress;  step  not  out  of 
your  way  to  visit  a  new  gossip,  to  see  a  new  gar- 
den honse,  to  smell  the  perfumes  of  court  ierluns, 
or  to  handle  other  tools  than  may  be  fit  for  your 
modesty.  1  would  not  have  you  to  step  into  the 
suburbs^  and  aoquamt  yourself  either  with  mon- 
sters or ''  motions ;  but  holding  your  way  direct- 


ly homeward,  shew  yourself  still  to  be  a  rare 
housewife. 

I/>L  rfaith,  rfaith,  your  black  outjide  will  have 
a  yellow  lining. 

Prate.  Content  thee,  wife,  it  is  but  my  love 
that  gives  thee  good  counsel.  But  here  comes 
one  M  my  clients. 

Enter  Drap,  a  Country  Gentleman. 

Drop.  Sir,  master  orator,  I  am  bold  to  trouble 
you  about  my  suit 

Prate.  Sir,  master  country  gentleman,  I  am 
now  for  present  business  of  the  king's. 

Drap.  You  may  the  better  remember  me. 

Prate.  Hey-day!  I  shall  mix  your  business 
with  the  kin^s  ? 

Drap.  No,  but  you  may  let  his  majesty  know 
my  necessity. 

Prate.  Sir,  sir,  vou  must  not  confine  roe  to 
your  seasons;  I  tell  you  I  will  collect  mine  own 
leisures. 

Enter  Veloups,  a  CUiten. 

VeL  Master  orator,  is  it  your  pleasure  I  at- 
tend you  about  my  dispatches  ? 

Prate.  Sir,  it  is  my  pleasure  you  dispatch  your* 
self  from  mine  incumbrance ;  I  tell  you,  I  am  for 
instant  business  of  the  king's. 

VeL  Sir,  I  have  borne  my  attendance  long. 

Prate.  Bear  it  till  your  bones  ache,  I  tell  you, 
I  cannot  bear  it  now,  I  am  for  new  business. 

Drap,  and  VeL  Yet  the  old  should  be  dis- 
patched, it  was  first  paid  for. 

Prate.  If  you  be  gentlemen,  do  not  make  ma 
mad. 

Drap.  and  VeL  Sir,  our  suits  are  of  great 
weight 

Prate.  If  you  be  Chnstians,  do  not  make  ma 
an  Atheist;  I  shall  prophaoe  if  you  vex  me  thus. 

Enter  the  Lord  Mechamt. 

What,  more  vexation  ?  my  lord,  my  lord,  save 
your  breath  for  your  broth,  I  am  not  now  at  lei- 
sure to  attend  you. 

Mec,  A  word,  good  roaster  orator. 

Prate.  Not  a  word,  I  beseech  your  lordship :  I 
am  for  the  king's  business;  you  must  attend  me 
at  my  chamber.  [Exit  Prate. 

Mee,  Drap.  and  VeL  And  every  where  else; 
we  will  not  leave  you.  [Exeunt, 

Pre.  Now  methinksmy  master  is  like  a  horse- 
leech, and  these  suitors  so  many  sick  of  th^ 
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gout,  tbat  come  to  have  him  suck  their  blooci :  O 
'tit  a  marl  world. 

LoL  Go  tOy  sirrah,  you  will  n^er  leave  ytmr 
crab-tree  simiiies;  but  pity  of  me,  whom  have 
we  here? 

Enter  Alphonso. 

0  'lis  the  Lord  Alphonso. 

Alj^h*  Mistress  God  save  ;  nay,  your  lip^  I  am 
a  stranger. — And  how  doih  MistreM  CoilaqmaCt- 
da  ?  O  you  are  an  excellent  seasooer  of  city  w>- 
machs. 

CoL  Faidv  ny  hfr^  I  bavo  done  ^  best  to 
make  somebody  relish  your  sweettoieats ;  but 
hearkee  you,  my  lord,  J  have  struck  the  stroke,  I 
have  done  the  deed,  there  wants  nothing  but 
time,  place,  and  her  consent 

Alph,  Call  you  that  nothing } 

CoL  A  trifle,  a  trifle ;  upoa  her,  upon  ber,  my 
lord;  she  may  seem  a  little  rough  at  the  first; 
but  if  you  stand  stiffly  to  her,  sbe'il  fall :  a  word 
with  you,  Master  President  V^^  whisper , 

Alph,  Mibtress  Prate,  I  am  a  soldier,  and  can 
better  act  my  love  than  speak  k :  ipv  suit  you 
know  by  your  neighbour,  my  love  you  shall  prove 
by  my  merit,  to  both  which  my  tokens  have  been 
petty  witnessee;  and  iny  body  shall  teal  and  de- 
liver upon  thee  such  a  brave  confirmation,  that 
not  all  the  orators  in  Sicily  shall  be  able  to  cancel 
the  deed. 

Lol,  Trofy,  my  lord,  methinks  you  being  witty 
should  be  honest 

Al^h,  Nay,  wench,  if  I  were  a  fool,  there's  no 
question  but  I  would  be  honest :  but  Go  the  pur- 
pose; say,  wench,  shaTl  I  enjoy,  shall  I  possess? 

Lot  To  enjoy  my  love,  is  uot  l6  possess  my 
borK. 

Alplu  Tut,  wench,  they  be  words  of  one  signi- 
fication, and  cannot  be  separated. 

LoL  Nav,  then,  I  should  wrong  mi  husband. 

Alph^^iooty  thou  shouldst  but  do  fov  him  as  he 
does  for  tlie  whole  world ;  why,  an  orator  were  a 
Iff ediess name,  if  it  were  not  to  defend  wrong: 
then,  wench,  do  as  he  doth,  write  by  a  president 

LoL  O,  ray  lor^,  1  have  a  husband^ 
A  man  whose  waking  jealousy  survives, 
And  like  a  licMs  slatp6  with  ofKB  eyes ; 
That  uot  a  miiMifaa  of  taiae  hoars  are  firaa 
From  the  intelligence  of  his  seciac  sp«A 

1  am  a  very  cavcfi  Daaae, 
Tliuraag)»wh«6e  roni  saap  ician  will  iwt  let 
Gold  slMMiefs  kav*  passajpc^  aar  eaa  I  daoeiva 
Ills.  Arfua  eyes  with  any  policy : 

And  yei  I  fwcar  I  lo«a  you. 
Ai^A,  Death  of  afiection,  if  thaa  karaH  mm,  m 
thoa  aagretllJbaiickx4^ 
Thau  canM  iavenl  soma  awanafar  aar  dettgbi. 
The  rather  sith  it  ever  halh  been  said. 
That  walls  of  brass  withstand  not  willing  minds: 
And  women,  when  they're  prone,  make  love  ad- 
mired 
For  quaint  endeavours :  come,  instruct  llrf  wit. 


And  find  some  scale  to  our  high  height  of  bliss. 

LoL  Then  briefly  thus,  my  lord. 
To-morrow  doth  the  senate  sit  to  judge 
Causes  both  criminal  and  of  the  state ; 
Where  of  necessity  my  husbnnd*s  place 
Must  be  filled  by  himself,  because  his  tongue 
Must  gild  his  clients'  causes.  Now,  if  you  please. 
All  that  self-hour,  when  he  istormottod 
About  those  serious  trifles,  to  vouchsafe 
To  visit  ne^  bis  abeaooe  and  my  eara 
Shall  give  us  liberty  of  more  delight. 
Yoa  kiiow  my  medniiig^  and  I  am  ashamed 
My  love  should  thus  betray  my  modesty ; 
But  make  the  use  aooordtyg  to  your  fancy. 

Alph.  What  hour  assures  his  abaeaea  \ 

LoL  Eight  is  the  latest  time. 

Alph,  This  kiss  leave  my  faith  with  thee,  far&^ 
wcU. 
Tboa  bast  gtven  me  double  gkwy  from  ihy  breath, 
Nothing  slmll  lose  ma  time  bat  certain  death. 

[Exit  Alpbokso. 

Prs.  Truly^  MistreaS  CoUaqaintida,  yoa  are 
an  excellent  piece  of  swact  gaU. 

L$L  Weil,  sir,  will  you  lead  tha  way  home- 
ward? 

Pre.  To  your  bed-chamber,  mistreaiL  ar  yoar 
privy  lodging.  [Ikimnt. 

Enter  Phylocles  alone, 

Fhy,  Night  dad  ia  black  aioamt  for  tbe  loss 
of day, 
Aad  bidet  tbe  silver  snm^es  of  the  air, 
Tbat  aoc  a  spark  is  lelt  to  light  tha  world; 
Whilst  ^'ot  sleep,  tlia  anarisbcr  of  life, 
Takes  foU  passesskm  of  amtalhgr. 
All  creatarcs  laka  their  rest  ia  soft  repose 
Save  malecontents,  and  we  accursed  lovers, 
Whose  thoughts  perturbed  make  us  passion's  slave. 
And  rv7b  ua  of  tbe  jaioe  af  bappaew. 
Daar  Manama  shaped  io  an  ani^ek^s  moaM^ 
Tkao  thrall'st  my  seaaea»  aad  iaflam'st  my  blood  ; 
Love's  power  by  wiaflfem  rasooe  be  wiihitaad. 
But  sea,  iha  mormng  star  breaks  froM  tlie  east. 
To  tell  the  world  her  great  eye  is  awaked^ 
To  take  his  jooraey  to  liM  weseem  vaUs; 
And  aaw  tha  oanrt  begins  to  rise  with  him. 

Berc  fau  over  the  Stage  a  Phj^tkianf  a  Gentle^ 
wm^uaher^anda  Waitrng-maid. 

TYn^iv  goes  tha  phywiJun,  ihf  wMHig  amw^ 
/Had  a  fine*  siMighf ■  lt)ig^  gentleaiaa  wnttf 
The  prefeee  m  a  kiviel  all  paff-psflicf ; 
C^e  tliat  wvtfes  sofwati  ta  his  lanj  s  prsaie, 
Aad  hMa»  her  crimes  with  ianoriag  paesf. 

Enter  Mariana. 

Baapaacc^  iiwamaiiiilt!  sea  tbe da^  of  Kfe, 
Nature's  best  work,  the  world's  chief  paragon^ 
Madam,  one  word. 

Mar,  Ay ;  so  now  farewell. 

Fhi/,  You  do  mistake  me. 

Jkkr.  TbM  yourself  cau  tell : 
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Ton  nuked  bm  one  word,  ^Mdi  I  gore,  said,  fty, 
A  word  of  fetse  yt€  bi  a  virgin's  breath ; 
Urge  not  nay  patience  then  «rith  fond  reply. 

PAy.  Dear  lady,  lend  aa  ear  onto  ay  voice, 
SInoe  eaeb  were  made  for  others  hap|:tiiie99) 
My  tongue's  not  oiled  with  courtly  batterings. 
Nor  can  I  paint  my  passions  to  tiie  Kfe ; 
But  by  that  poirer  frhith  shaped  this  heavenly 

form, 
I  am  yoar  bond-aIi(f  e^  forced  by  K)V€^«  ooatoiaiid ; 
Then  let  soft  pity  with  such  beauty  dwell. 
Madam,  I  love  you. 

Mar,  As  I  am  a  virgin,  so  do  I. 

Fhy.  Bat,  foadam,  whom  f 

Mar.  Myself,  no  lady  better. 

Fhy.  But  will  yoa  love  me? 

Mar.  No,  by  my  chastitj. 

Fhy,  I  hope  you  do  but  jest. 

Mar.  Nav,  Til  kee^  mine  oath. 
Men  shall  abandoa  pride  and  jealoasy 
£re  ni  be  bound  to  their  captWity ; 
They  shall  live  coodneut,  and  leave  to  range, 
But  men,  fike  to  the  moon,  each  month  must 

ctange; 
Yet  we  must  aeek  that  nonght  their  sight  dis- 

pteaites, 
And  mix  our  wedlock  sweets  trith  load^ed  dis- 
eases: 
When  we  consume  ourselves  and  our  best  beauty. 
All  our  reward  is,  why,  'twas  but  our  duty. 

PAy.  Judge  not  so  hard  of  all  for  some  of- 
fenders; 
For  you  are  subject  to  the  self-same  crimes. 
Of  tnen  and  women  always  hove  been  had 
Some  good  of  each. 

Mar.  But  for  the  most  part  bad; 
Therefore  FH  have  none  at  all,  but  die  a  perfect 
maid. 

PAy.  That  humour  like  a  flower  soon  will  fade; 
Once^did  nine  own  thooghcs  sing  to  that  ddight, 
TiM  love  and  yoa  refonned  my  barbaroosfiess  s 
Tlierefore,  dear  lady,  pif  my  wounded  heart 

Mat.  A  sufgeon  here  for  this  lovo^woaoded 


fkFw  deea^s  your  aloefod  oriiee,  I  pmy  you  teR  ? 

Phy,  Quite  thorough  my  heart. 
Mar-  Tl^  strange  and  look  so  well ; 
Yet  ladies'  eyes  huve  power  to  mrarder  men. 
And  wirh  owe  smile  to  make  ^ma  whole  again. 
Achilles'  iaoce  to  a  hair ;  but  do  yon  love  me, 
/  princa^    ' 

Phy,  0eaf«rchanniysotiL 

Mar.  Would  I  coald  love  yoo  \ 

JMy.  MadMh,  so  yoa  asay* 

Mar.  As  yet  I  cannot,  thoralbfo  let  nie  go. 

FJhf.  O  do  DOC  leave  »e  Igrentfne  bm  one  ne« 
Meat, 
And  bem  I  vow  b«f  that  finest;  power, 
The  salt-8oa>'s  alorioas  issue,  whose  bright  sphere 
Rules  my  sick  heart,  and  knows  my  chwte  intent, 
That  if  you  please  to  impose  on  me  that  task, 
Whoch  oeither  mtn  nor  monater  can  atchicve^ 
yVbich  even  angela  have  a  dnrnd  to  to«cb,    - 


Deeds  which  outstretch  all  possibility ; 

'Sfoot,  more  than  can  be  thought,  and  Fll  e£fec^ 

Or  alae  I'U  perish  in  the  accomplishment 

Mar.  Let  yonr  request  fit  virginnaodesty, 

And  jfou  obcrr  your  vow,  I  am  content 

To  give  your  thoughts  contented  happinesa. 

Phy.  Tis  but  a  kiss  I  ask,  a  minute's  ^oy. 

Mar.  Now  Cupid  help  thee;  is  thygriet  tor  this  I 

Keep  thy  strong  yow,  and  freely  take  a  kiss. 

[He  kmet  her. 
Phy.  I  have  obtained  my  heaven,  and  in  this 

touch 
1  feel  the  breath  of  all  delidousness : 
Thea  frady  give  the  sentence  of  my  work. 
Muster  up  all  the  engines  of  your  wit, 
Teach  Juno  rules  beyond  oMdiciousaess ; 
Whata'er  it  be,  1*11  die  but  I'll  perform  it 
Mmr.  Thou  shait  not  kill  thyself,  nor  fight  with 

monsters, 
Nor  bring  the  great  Tark's  beard,  to  shew  thy 

zeali 
Thy  life  thou  abah  not  haaard  for  my  love^ 
Nor  will  I  tie  thee  to  an  endless  task ; 
But  eveo  with  ease,  and  gentle  tangled  knots. 
Thou  shalt  untwine  thy  due  of  miseries. 
Phy.  Let  it  have  panage ;  madam,  give  me  mj 

dooaa. 
illar.  Then,  Phylodes,  knit  silenca  to  my  words, 
And  mark  thy  doom  :  for  thus  my  stricter  will 
Loads  grief  upon  thy  vainer  levity. 
Hence,  for  the  space  and  compass  oC  one  year, 
Thou  shalt  abjure  the  liberty  of  speech. 
Thou  shalt  not  speak  for  fully  twelve  months 

space, 
For  friend  nor  foe,  for  danger  nor  for  death; 
But  live  like  air,  with  silent  emptiness. 
Break  choo  this  vow,  I'll  hold  thee  for  a  villain : 
And  all  the  world  shall  know  thy  perjury. 
Pky,  Be  heavea  and  earth  a  witness  of  my 

vow. 
And  mine  eternal  silence !  I  am  dumb. 

Mar.  Why  so^  now  shall  I  not  be  troubled 

with  vam  chat. 
Or  idle  prate  of  idle  wantonness : 
For  love  I  cannot,  therefore  'tki  in  vain. 
Would  all  my  suitors'  tongues  I  thus  could  rein ! 
Then  should  I  live  free  from  feigned  sighs  and 

groans. 
With,  '<  O  take  pity,  'tis  yoar  servant  moans  Y*-^ 
And  such  harsh  stu£^  that  fr^  roe  to  the  hourt ; 
And  sonnets  made  of  Cupid's  burning  dart, 
Ot  Venus*  lip,  and  Jano's  majesty; 
Then  were  I  freed  from  fools  and  foolery. 
In  Ma5r  the  cuckoo  sin^  then  sheUl  come  hither. 
Her  voice  and  youn  will  rarely  tone  together. 

[Exit  Maeiana« 

Enter  FloeiO. 

Flo.  Prince  Phylodes,  the  king  would  speak 

with  you.  [Speak$  louder  and  louder. 

Prince  Phylodes,  the  kmg  \trou\d  speak  with  you. 

Prince  Phylodes,  the  king  wonld  speak  with  yoo» 
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P^YLocLES  iirike$  Florio,  and  fells  hinu 

Flo.  The  pox  rot  off  jonr  fHieers  for  dii&  blow  ! 
It  19  coronation-day  through  all  mj  skull ; 
There*8  such  a  fatal  ringing  in  my  brain, 
Has  won  the  set,  has  laxl  five  fingers  on ; 
But  *twas  a  knavish  part  of  him  to  play  so : 
Hear  me,  ye  ^ods,  for  this  my  open  wrong, 
Make  short  his  fingers  as  yoju  have  his  tonguje. 

[Exit  Florio. 

Enter  Mechavt  al&ne, 

Mec.  lis  not  roan's  fortuoe,  envy,  or  neglect, 
IVbich.  makes  him  miserable,  hut  *tis  mean  fate, 
Even  sole  predestination,  a  firm  gift 
Fixed  to  his  birth  before  the  world  was  made. 
For  were  it  otherwise,  then  within  our  lives 
We  should  find  some  distractions,  errprs  diange, 
And  other  toys  of  much  uncertainty ; 
But  my  mishaps  are  fixed  so  to  my  blood, 
They  have  no  fire  but  my  creation  : 
The  queen,  out  of  saspiaon  that  my  love 
First  set  an  ed^  upon  the  king's  desires. 
And.  made  him  wooe  her  with  a  victor*s  sword. 
Casts  me  from  favour,  seizes  all  my  lands, 
And  turns  my  naked  fortunes  to  the  cold. 
The  king,  made  proud  with  purchase  of  his  wish, 
]^eglecu  my  sufferance  for  him,  and  overlooks 
The  low  tide  of  my  fortunes^  lest  my  woes 
Should  speak  my  wrongs  to  his  ingratitude ; 
Thp  whilst  those  lords,  whose  supple  hams  have 

bowed 
Xo  do  me  formal  reverence,  now  despise 
And  slight  me  in  their  meanest  compliments: 

0  'tis  a  torment  more  than  hell  yet  knows, 
To  be  an  honest  flatterer,  or  to  live 

A  saint  in  limbo,  which  that  I  may  prevent, 
IMI  be  nor  best  nor  worst,  but  all  indiflRDrent. 
Bat  here  comes  a  noblemaqy  I  must  turn  peti- 
tioner. 

Enter  Florio. 

My  lord,  may  I  not  see  the  king? 

Flo,  You  may  not. 
His  majesty  is  now  down  pressed  with  serious- 
ness; 
A$  fpr  your  suit,  it  is  with  Prate  the  orator. 

1  heard  his  highness  give  him  a  special  cfiarge 
For  your  dispatch  with  favour. 

Mec.  O,  blit  he  doth  neglect. 
And  slights  mf*  li^e  his  weak  orations : 
And  by  your  lordship's  leave,  I  do  not  think 
His  wisdom  worthy  of  the  conference. 

Flo,  Nay,  if  yo|i  will  correct  the  king's  coin, 
You  are  not  for  my  copfercpce.    Farewel|. 

[Exit  Florio. 

Mec.  Why,  and  fare  you  well !  'sf<H>t,  this  is 
more  than  strange, 
That,  being  grieved,  I  may  not  say  I'm  pained. 

Enter  Alpbonso. 

But  here  comes  another :  mine  honourable  lord, 
M^y  1  not  have  some  conference  with  the  king? 


4^h.  You  loay  not ;  bosincss  of  greater  weight 
Imports  both  him  and  us :  nay,  pray  you  cease ; 
As  for  your  suit,  'tis  with  the  orator. 
Mec.  Yet,  poetbinks,  'twere  meet— 
Alph.  That  you  would  rather  trouble  bin  than 

me. 
Mec.  It's  strange. 

AJph,  It's  strange,  indeed^  to  see  you  wrong 
your  ease. 
I  am  not  ^ow  for  idle  conferences.   Adieu. 

[Exit  ALP0OVSO. 
Mec  Why,  this  is  court-graoo  to  men  in  mn 

And  thus  these  tail-less  lions  with  their  roar 
Affright  the  simple  herd :  Of  I  could  now 
Turn  rebel  'gainst  their  pride. 

Enter  Epire. 

But  berjB  comes  the  Duke  : 

My  gracious  lord,  vouchsafe  to  hear  my  griefs* 

Epire.  For  Go()'»  love  ceasp  your  trouble,  we 
are  all 
Troubled  with  griefs  of  strapeer  qualities. 

Mec.  Words  are  no  heavy  burthen. 

Epire.  No,  had  I  no  othfr  weight; 
But  we  are  all  pressed  down  with  other  poise : 
As  for  your  suit,  it  is  refierred  to  Prate  : 
And  he  must  give  you  fair  dispatch  with  favour  ^ 
Which  if  he  slight  for  envy  or  for  bribe, 
Repair  to  me,  and  I  wi)I  no(  forget 
To  giire  you  ease,  and  chide  his  negligence; 
Mean  space  I  pray  you  leave  me,  for  we  all 
Are  troubled  now  with  greatest  miracles. 

Mec.  Your  grace  doth  do  me  comfort,  and  I 
will 
Study  with  service  to  deserve  youf  favours ; 
And  so  I  takjs  my  leave.  [Exit  Mechamt. 

Enter  two  Doctors, 

Epire.  Your  own  contentments  follow  you.— 
Now,  gentlemen,  what  news  within?  can  this 

dumb  wonder  speak? 
Have  you  cut  off  those  leU  that  tied  his  speech. 
And  made  your  fames  to  sound  through  Sicily  ? 

1  Doc.  AU  hopeful  means  that  man  or  art  cai| 

find 
Have  we  made  trial  of,  but  'tis  in  vain : 
For  still,  my  lord,  the  cure's  invincible. 

2  Doc.  Those  prgans  nature  gaye  to  move  th# 

tongue 
He  fully  doth  possess,  as  well  as  we; 
Which  makes  us  think,  his  sudden  apoplexy 
Is  either  will,  voiv,  or  a  miracle. 

Epire.  I  should  think  strangely,  had  we  strange 

things  oa  earth; 
But  wonders  now  are  most  fanniiar. 
But  here  comes  his  majesty,  now  we  shall  see 
If  this  dumb  beast  can  sped&  before  the  king. 

Comets,  and  enter  Cyprus,  Queen,  Phylocles, 
Mariava,  and  Attendants. 

Cyp.  My  be*t  of  friends,  my  dearest  Phylocle«> 
Thy  griefs  run  in  my  spirit^  make  me  sad. 
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And  dall  mj  sense  mth  thine  affliction. 
My  sold  i»itb  thine  doth  sympathize  in  woe. 
And  passion  governs  him  that  should  rule  all. 
What  say  von,  doctors,  is  there  no  hope  of  help  ? 
1  IDocm  No  hope,  my  lord  ;  the  cure  is  despe- 
rate. 
Cyp,  Then  I  am  king  of  grief;  for  in  his  words 
Foood  I  more  music  than  in  choirs  of  angels. 
It  was  as  silver,  as  the  chime  of  spheres, 
The  breath  of  lutes,  or  love's  deliaoasness : 
Next  to  my  queen,  he  is  my  joy  on  earth ; 
Nor  shall  the  world  contain  that  happy  good 
Which  with  my  tears  I  will  not  wooe  for  him. 
My  lord  of  Epire,  let  it  be  straight  proclaimed 
Through  all  the  cities  in  our  kingdom's  verges 
That  whoso  will  avow  to  cure  this  prince. 
And  bring  his  work  to  wished  efiectualness, 
Shall  have  ten  thousand  crowns,  and  oar  best 

love: 
But  if  he  fail  in  his  great  enterprise, 
His  daring  is  the  loss  of  present  life. 
Since  no  man  hitherto  could  do  him  good, 
The  next  shall  help  him,  or  else  lose  his  blood. 
Epirc  Your  majesty  shall  have  your  will  per* 

formed. 
Mar,  Not  all  so  soon,  dear  brother.    What  if 

a  woman  now 
Should  turn  .£sculapius,  aqd  restore 
This  dumb  UippoUtus?  Nay,  do  not  look  strange, 
I  dare  avow  and  undertake  the  cure. 

Epirc  You,  sbter  !  are  you  in  your  wits? 
Mar,  Faith,  of  tlie  outside  of  them,  brother; 

yet  a  woman's  tongue. 
Whose  burthen  still  is  supe^ui^. 
May  lend  a  man  an  age's  compliment 
Cyp,  Madam^  I  would  not  have  you  '^  with  the 

lark 
Play  yourself  into  day*uet ;  this  great  cure, 
I  fesr,  is  far  beyond  your  physic's  help. 

Mar.  My  lord,  you  know  not  how  Apollo  loves 

me: 
1  have  been  thought  as  fur  as  Oenon  was, 
And  dare  be  bold  to  claim  this  miracle. 
Qrp.  Mariana,  attend ;  glory  and  ruin  compass 

thee  about. 
This  band  shall  raise  thee  to  a  golden  throne, 
And  grace  thee  with  all  stiles  of  dignity ; 
This  cast  thee  down. 

Lower  than  life's  misfortune,  and  overwhelm 
Thy  beauties  with  thy  grave.  Perform,  be  great ; 
Fail,  and  be  worse  than  worst  calamity. 
Queen.  Stay,  gentle  fnend,  my  lOve  doth  bid 

thee  stay ; 
Attempt  not,  and  be  safe  from  misery. 
Epire,  Sister,  you  shall  not  grasp  with  mischief 

thus; 


My  blood  doth  chaHenge  interest  in  your  ill ; 
And  I  conjure  you  from  this  desperateness. 
Mar,  Brother,  content  yourself,  words  but 
augment  our  strife ; 
I  will  perform,  or  else  my  pawn*s  my  life. 
Cyp,  Proceed,  fair  virgin. 
Mar»  Vouchsafe  me  privacy :  now  Venus  be 
my  speed. — 
Speak,  gentle  Phylocles,  thine  oath's  bond  I  on- 

ly  vows  a  free  infranchisement ; 
Thy  well-kept  league  hath  shew'd  thy  strength  of 

truth. 
And  doth  confirm  me  m  my  virtuousness : 
Thy  martyrdom  and  suffiaranoe  is  too  long, 
And  I  restore  it  to  new  liberty. 
Then  speak,  my  Phylodes,  speak,  gentle  prince^ 
To  her  whose  love  respects  and  honours  me. 

Cyp.  How  now,  what  virtue  from  thy  charms? 

Mar,  No  hope  is  left ;  dear  Pbylocles,  r^ai4 
my  miseries, 
UnUe  that  wilful  let  which  holds  in  speeeh, 
And  make  me  happy  tlirough  thy  noble  pity* 
I  see  the  face  of  mine  ill-shaped  contempt, 
Where  like  with  like  hath  quit  most  injury : 
Then  speak,  my  lord,  utter  one  angel  breath 
To  ^ve  me  joy,  and  save  me  from  strange  death. 
What,  not  a  word !  hath  this  small  silence  brooghb 
An  utter  detestation  to  thy  speech  } 
Wilt  thou  not  hear,  nor  speak,  nor  pity  me  ? 
The  gentle  gods  move  thee  to  more  remorse ! 

Cyp.  What,  wilt  not  be  ? 
Fond  maid,  thou  hast  drawn  affliction  on  thy  head. 
And  thrall'd  thyself  to  worse  calamity : 
Till  morrow's  son  thy  incantations  use. 
But  then  e^ectless,  all  hope's  desperate  t 
Wer^t  thou  my  bosom  love  thou  dy'st  the  death ; 
Best  ease  for  madness  is  the  loss  of  breath. 

[Exeunt  all  but  Puylocles  and  Mariana. 

Mar.  O,  Pbylocles,  I  am  no  court's  disgrace, 
No  city's  prostitution,  conntry's  shame. 
Nor  one  snail  bring  Troy's  fire  unto  thy  house : 
Turn  not  away,  hard-hearted  myrmidon  ! 
See,  on  my  knees  Til  follow  thee  in  court, 
And  make*  the  world  condemn  thy  cruelty. 
Yet  if  my  tears  may  mollify  thy  heart. 
Receive  them  as  the  flood  of  strangest  tides ; 
Turn  not  thy  face  from  her  that  doats  on  tliee ! 
Love  now  hath  made  me  subject  to  thy  will. 
And  pale  disdain  hath  ta'en  revenge  on  me. 
Behold  my  nerves  I'll  wear  upon  this  earth. 
And  fill  this  room  with  lamentations. 
What !  dost  thou  smile?  hath  fury  so  mucli  sway 
As  even  to  banish  poor  civility  f 
llien  be  thyself,  and  break  thine  itching  spleen; 
'  For  I  disdain  thy  ransom's  victory. 


»6 wHh  the  lark 

Play  uouneifinto  day-net^^^o  the  quartos  ;  we  should  read  imrt  net.    Sarry,  la  Henry  Vlll,  A.  8L^ 
&  S.  says,  **  and  dare  as  with  h'ls  cap  like  larks."    8ec  Blome's  GtntUman*t  Becnatiom.    h,  i\ 
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life,  thou  art  weary  brought ;  welcome,  my  teuh. 
Sweet  bGcanse  wigh'd  for^KOod  becauBe  my  choice: 
Yet  when  I  am  dead,  this  of  me  shall  be  midf 
A  cmel  prince  murdered  a  loving  maid. 
And  after  ag^  to  the  uoboro  shall  tell. 


Thy  hate,  my  lote,  thy  envy^  aail  my  hell.  . 
Nay,  do  uotspeak*  I  charge  tliee !  go»  kl  nothii^ 

move  thee. 
Death  is  my  glory,  since  thou  wiU  iidt  love  me# 

[Mxeunt. 


ACT  III. 


SCENE  L 


Enter  the  Duke  c^Epikb  mid  Alfhohso. 

Epire.  Grief,  which  controls  Ihe  motions  of 

our  thoughts. 
Reigns  in  my  blood,  and  makes  me  passion's  slave. 
My  sister's  misery  torments  my  soul. 
And  breaks  my  gall  when  I  but  think  of  her : 
She  wa^  bewitch'd  with  spells  to  her  roisfortone. 
Or  else  bom  hapless  under  a  low'ring  star. 
And  'tis  her  fate  to  be  thus  miserable. 
O,  Phylodes,  hadst  thou  no  other  scale 
To  mount  thy  heaven  but  by  our  miseries? 
Must  ^1  the  noble  fame  of  our  great  house 
Waste  down  her  royal  pillars,  to  make  steps 
For  thee  to  climb  to  glory  i  W^l,  I  see 
Thou  ploU*st  our  shames  in  thy  great  dignity. 
MpL  Patience,  great  lord ;  raethinks  these  iU- 

raised  storms 
Have  not  more  violence  than  may  be  bomt; 
Come,  we  will  both  go  sue  uoto  the  king, 
We  there  will  kneel  and  fpfAj  eternally, 
And  never  rise  tilt  he  remit  his  doom. 
It  shall  be  so,  I  will  unto  the  king, 
To  beg  great  favour  for  a  small  ofieoce : 
But  if  she  die  for  this,  then,  king,  take  heed, 
1  bee  and  thy  fortunes  by  this  hand  shall  bleed. 

lExewU. 

JSfi^erCHiPySBAYiMO,  andotker9,wUhti  Scaffold, 

Chip.  Come,  my  hearts^  let's  aaake  all  things 
re«idy  for  the  execution;  here's  a  maidenhead 
must  be  cut  off  without  a  feather-bed. 

Sha,  It*s  a  sign  she  deals  wkh  abarp  tools  and 
a  cruel  headsman. 

Chip.  If  I  had  been  her  judge,  she  should  have 
been  tost  to  deaili  in  a  blanket. 

ShtL  No,  I  would  have  had  her  smothered  in 
a  feathci^bed. 

Chip,  They  say  she  would  not  plead  at  her 
trial. 

Sha*  No,  that's  true,  for  abe  had  a  great  deaire 
to  he  pressed. 

Chip.  And  I  have  known  some  of  her  aex  have ; 


got  that  favour  to  be  press'd  tor  speaking 

Sha.  Then  she  was  unwise  to  hold  b«r  loag4ie» 
being  a  woman. 

Chw,  What  is  her  crime,  that  aha  oaiust  lose  her 
head? 

Sh^  Becauae  she  lived  honest,  oondvary  to  the 
statute. 

Chip.  There  is  c^  gM^  number  of  my  neigh* 
hours  will  never  suffer  for  that  fault. 

Sha,  No,  nor  thou  neither,  if  the  truth  were 
known ;  for  my  part,  I  shun  that  danger. 

Chip,  I  think  we  are  all  out  of  daager  of  the 
law  for  that  crime. 

Sha.  I  know  I  am  ffee»  for  I  am  a  knave  if  I 
have  not  foi^ot  what  wench  had  my  maidenhead. 

Enter  Florio. 

Flo.  Make  room  there,  his  Mfyesty  is  coming 
to  the  execution. 

Chip,  Come,  now  all  thiog»  are  ready*  let  a 
away.  [Exeunt^ 

Enter  Epibe  and  Alphovso. 

Epire,  Mercy  ishaolslied  courts;  the  king,  like 
flint. 
Hardens  his  royal  temper  'gainst  our  'pkiats, 
Aad  makes  our  woes  most  unavoidable. 
What  inauspicious  star  reigned  at  her  birth, 
That  heaven  thus  frowns  upon  her  misery  ? 
And,  my  good  lord,  uow  iimoceiice  must  die. 
As  white  as  untrode  sooiv,  or  "  culver  down. 
Kings  words  are  laws,  and  cannot  he  withstood; 
Yet  'tis  £alse  greatness  which  delights  in  blood. 

Alph,  Patience,  my  lord ;  I  do  iiot  think  thik  ili 
Is  yet  so  bi^  as  unreooverabie. 
The  king  doth  hold  you  in  most  choice  respect, 
And  whom  kings  love,  they  study  to  Ablif^e; 
Then  call  your  reason  home,  make  not  tbis^  vii  wari 
To  sufifer  makes  woes  lesser  than  tliev  are. 

Episye.  How  well  the  sound  can  '^  salve  tliei 
sickmau's  grief  1 
But  oh  how  ili  he  can  digest  his  pills ! 

Alph,  O,  my  i^ood  lord,  you  shall  no(  lose  a 
sister, 
That  is  the  joy  and  comfort  of  your  breath; 


*'  Or  culver  dmeii— i.  e.  dove*8  down.    8. 

**  Salve  the  iickmaiCM  ^ne/-— Another  allusion  to  the  book  mentioned  in  Eattward  Hoe^  see  p.  94. 
There  were  two  books  with  titles  nearly  similar;  one  of  them,  The  Sickfnan"$  Salve,  by  Thomas  Becon, 
8vo,  1591  ;  aad  the  other,  The  Salve  for  a  Sirkman;  or,  A  Treatise  couceruiog  the  natiHre,  diferenee,  and 
kiMU  of  Death,  by  WlUiaa  Feriias,    voi,  4M&. 

Both  of  these  a«e  icfeffred  to  imfaently  ift  «ld  writings,  bat  aa  copies  «f  them  aw  new  knowa  to  1^ 
extant.    !£. 
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Tis  not  yomr  blood  flliall  issue  from  her  woand ; 
Bat  nuBo  that  mm  ia  riven  from  her  tears, 
And  drowns  my  face  in  her  calamity. 
Weil,  let  her  perislK  smce  her  soot  is  clear, 
And  for  her  death,  I'll  make  a  massacre. 

Enter  Cyprus,  Queen,  Phylocles,  Mariana 
boundt  a  Qmaxtof  HtUb€ri$y  and  an  Executioner, 

Cyp*  Yoar  suits  are  bootless :  for  my  vows  ha? c 
glewed 
And  closed  mine  ears,  tiiat  they  retain  no  sound 
OfycHir  entreaties ;  and  e^en  now  the  time 
Doth  run  upon  his  latest  minutes,  and. 
Save  bot  by  speech,  there's  no  recovery. 
QfHtM*  Haive  mercy,  good  my  lord :  O  let  my 
tears  introde 
Betwixt  year  vows  and  her  calamity ; 
In  her  yoa  take  from  me  my  best  of  life. 
My  joy,  my  oomfort,  and  my  play-ft-llow. 
.  Cyp.  Content  you,  madam,  for  my  vow  is  past, 

^       And  IS  like  fate  still  unrevoeable  :^- 
Ascend,  poor  model  of  calamity, 
JIar.  As  lightly  burdened  with  the  weight  of 
crimes, 
M  spoUess  inflEmtSy  or  poor  banaless^ambs, 
Thus  1  ascend  my  heaven,  this  first  step  lower 
Mounts  to  this  next,  and  thns  hatk  brouKht 
My  bod/s  frame  into  its  highest  throne : 
Here  doth  bei'  officeend,  ami  benoe  my  souI< 
With  golden  wing*  of  thought  shafi  mount  the 

And  rencfa  a  palace  of  pure  sanottty« 

Farewell,  my  sovereign;  madam^  within  yoar 

thoughts 
Make  me  a  tomb,  and  love  my  memory. 
Brother,  farewell;  nay,  do  not* mourn  my  death, 
It  is  not  I  that  die  to  notour  house. 
Or  make  you  live  in  afterKiblo^y ; 
Then  weep  no  more,  but  take  my  last  adiee. 
If  J  virtues,  not  my  faults,  preserve  with  you^ 
lastly,  to  you  that  are  my  laK  of  hope, 
Nay,  6m  not  hide  your  eyes,  I  love  them  stitlt 
To  part  friends  now  is  gmatest  charity. 
O  be  thy.  days  as  fniitfal  in  delights, 
As  Eden  in  choice  flowersy  thine  honours  sock 
An  ait  the  world  may  strive  to  imkate  t 
Be  master  of  thy  wishes :  only  this. 
When  tbe  sad  narse,  to  still  the  wrangKng  babe, 
Sfaail  sing  the  careful  story  of  my  death. 
Give  me  asigk  from  thy  heart's  purest  breath: 
AiKd  so  fareweU. 

Exe,  Madam,  kneel  here ;  fo«g^e  me  for  yovr 

death. 
Alar.  With  all  my  heart,  thou,  art  but  law's 

poor  hand. 
Thos  to  my  death  I  bow,  and  yet  arise; 
Aog^ls-pfo^Mtmy  spirit  in  the  sktcs. 

[Hi?  offhi  td  Strike. 
PJ^.  Hold,  or  thine  hand  shtilt  be  thine  own 

destruction. 
Cfp,  Never  did  music  sound  with  better  voice. 
Unbind  the  lady. 

VOL.  II, 


Flo,  The  fbar  of  death  hatb  brought  her  to  a 
swoon. 

^p.  Endeavour  her  recovery. 

Epire,  Sister,  dear  sisttr,  call  thy  spirits  back. 
Sister,  O  sister,  hearken  to  my  woes, 
Recover  breath,  and  live  with  happiness. 

Queen.  She  stirs,  give  way  to  air  that  she  may 
breathe : 
Speak,  Mariana,  thy  woes  are  cancelKd. 

Mar.  You  are  not  charitable  unto  my  moans. 
Thus  to  afflict  me  with  a  double  punishment : 
One  death  for  one  poor  fault  mi^h-  well  suflfce. 
They  ^re  most  wretched  who  twice  live  and  die. 

Phy.  Madam,  to  save  your  life,  X  kill  my  soul. 
And  speckle  that  which  was  immaculate. 
Black  perjury,  that  open-eyed  disease. 
Which  is  the  plague-sore  of  society, 
Brands  me  with  mischief,  and  protests  I  hold 
Nothing  within  me  but  unworthiness : 
And  all  these  ills  are  your  creation. 

Mar.  Which  to  wash  off,  lo  here  I  yield  myself 
An  humble  sacrifice  (o  live  and  thee; 
All  my  best  hopes,  my  fortunes,  and  my  love^ 
My  faith,  my  service,  and  my  loyally. 
Shall,  as  thy  slaves,  attend  on  thy  commands, 
And  make  me  famous  in  my  sunraees. 

Cyp.  Receive  her,  Phylocles,  for  it  pleaseth  us. 

Phy.  But  dot  me,  my  thrice  royal  sovereign; 
I'd  rather  wed  a  sboty  blackamore, 
A  leper,  monster,  incubus,  or  hag, 
A  wretch  deformed  in  nature,  loathed  of  men^ 
Than  her  that  hath  bemonstered  my  pure  soul. 
Her  scorn  and  pride  had  almost  lost  her  life ; 
A  maid  so  faulted  seldom  proves  good  wife. 

Queen.  What  is  the  reason  you  not  love  her  now, 
And  were  so  passWnate  in  love  before } 

PA V.  Not  that  I  love  her  less,  but  rather  more. 
Run  I  this  backward  course ;'  only  my  vow, 
SItb  unperformed,  craves  satisfaction ; 
Which  thus  I  reconcile:  When  this  fair  maid 
Shall  with  as  strong  a  love,  as  firm  a  zeal, 
A  faith  as  constant,  and  a  shame  as  strong. 
Requite  my  care,  and  shew  as  ample  proof 
In  mine  extremes,  as  I  have  in  her  death, 
Then  will  I  lov'e,  enjoy,  and  honour  her; 
Till  when  I  will  not  think  to  loving,  thought. 
Or  ffive  the  easy  temper  of  my  mind 
To  Tove-ftick  passion  or  dellciousness ; 
Only  with  those  which  do  adore  the  sun,. 
I'll  give  her  all  respect  and  reverence. 

Mar.  I  am  well  pleased,  and  with  a  doubtful  foe 
Yon  have  good  reaSun  thus  to  capitulate : 
Then  hang  your  colours  forth,  eitend  you r  thought^ 
Muster  your  stron^t  powers  of  stnctest  wit ; 
And,  when  your  reason's  best  artiliery*s  bent, 
Love  not  my  love  if  t  be  not  excellent 

Cyp.  I  have  not  seen  a  war  breed  better  wit, 
Of  passion  draw  on  more  deligbtfulness : 
Proceed  in  your  contention ;  for  we  boast. 
That  love  is  best  which  is  approved  most. 
But  now  to  revets,  since  our  tragic  scene 

I  Is  turned  to  comic  mirthful  constancy ; 
Instead  of  mourning,  we  will  dance  aiid  banqnet^ 
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I  nd  fill  oor  empty  veins  with  all  delights: 
Fc  r  oft  we  find  that  storms  and  sorrows  prove 
The  hcst  forerunners  of  a  happy  love. 

\Extunt  all  hut  Epibe. 
Epirt,  He  will,  bat  he  will  not ;  loves,  but  can- 
not like. 
Will  and  affection  in  this  prince  are  like 
Two  backets  which  do  never  both  ascend ; 
Or  those  star  twins  which  shine  not  in  one  sphere. 
O,  Phyloclcs,  1  see  thy  soul  grows  fat. 
And  feeds  upon  the  glories  of  my  fame ; 
But  rU  forestal  thine  epilcctic  fits, 
And  by  my  plots  breed  thy  destruction. 
Revenge  now  rules  as  sovereign  of  my  blood. 
And  others  ruins  shall  advance  my  good. 
Which  once  attained  to,  I  will  prove  ambitions; 
Great  men,  like  gods,  are  ne'er  thought  vicious. 
Now,  Phylocles,  standfast;  king,  guard  thy  crown; 
For  by  this  brain^  you  both  shful  tumble  down. 

[Exit, 

Enter  Veloups  and  Drip.    Prbsidevt  titling 
at  hit  Desk, 

Vel  This  is  hii  chamber,  let's  enter,  here's  his 
clerk. 

Pre.  '^  Fondling,  taid  ihe,  since  I  have  hemmed 
thee  here. 
Within  the  circuit  of  t hit  ivory  pale. 

Drop.  I  pray  you,  sir,  help  us  to  the  speech  of 
your  roaster. 

Pre.  rll  be  a  park,  and  thou  shall  he  n^  deer  ; 
He  is  very  busy  m  his  study. 
Feed  where  thou  wilt,  in  mountain  or  on  dale ; 
Stay  a  while,  he  will  come  out  anon. 
Crate  on  my  lips,  and  when  those  mounts  are  dry. 
Stray  lower,  where  the  pleasant  fountains  lie. 
Go  thy  way,  thou  best  book  in  the  world. 

VeL  I  pray  voo,  sir,  what  book  do  you  read } 

Pre.  A  book  that  nev^r  an  orator's  clerk  in  this 
kingdom  but  is  beholden  unto ;  it  is  called.  Maid's 
Philosophy,  or  Venus  and  Adonis.  Look  you,  gen- 
tlemen, I  have  divers  other  pretty  books. 

Drop.  You  are  very  well  stored,  sir ;  but  I  hope 
your  master  will  not  stay  long. 

Pre.  No,  he  will  come  presently. 

Enter  Michant. 

VeL  Whom  have  we  here  ?  another  client  sure ; 
crows  flock  to  carcases.  O,  'tis  the  lord  Mecbaiit. 

Meek  Save  you,  gentlemen ;  sir^  is  your  master 
at  any  leisure  ? 

Pre.  ^  Here,  sit  thee  down  where  never  serpent 
hisses, 


And  being  set,  FH  smother  thee  with  kittet,  . 
His  businesses  yet  are  many,  yon  must  needs  at- 
tend a  while. 

Mech.  We  must  attend;  umph!  even  snailf 
keep  state 
When  with  slow  thrust  their  horns  peep  forth  the 

gate. 
We  mast  attend !  'tis  custom's  fault,  not  mine. 
To  make  men  proud,  on  whom  great  favours  shine  ^ 
Tis  somewhat  'gainst  my  nature  to  attend. 
But  when  we  must,  we  must  be  patient; 
A  man  may  have  admittance  to  the  king 
As  soon  as  to  these  long  n>bes,  and  as  cheap. 
Come,  gentlemen,  shall  we  walk  ? 
Thus  are  the  pavement  stones  before  the  doors 
Of  these  great  tongue-gilt  orators,  worn  smooth 
With  clients  dancing  '/ore  them. 

VeL  It's  strange  to  see  how  the  world  waits  up- 
on them ;  therein  they  are  the  only  men  now. 

Mech,  O,  only ;  they  of  all  men  in  request. 
Your  physician  is  the  lawyer  for  your  healthy 
And  moderates  nnruly  humours  liest 
Otheis  are  nobody  compared  with  him ; 
For  all  men  neglect  their  health  in  regard  of  their 
profit. 

Drap.  True,  and  that's  it  makes  these  men  grow- 
so  far, 
Swell  with  rich  purchases. 

Mech,  Yea  with  golden  fees. 
And  golden  dtles  too,  thev  can  work  miraclef. 
And  like  creators,  even  or  empty  nothing, 
Erect  a  world  of  goodly  livings,  fair  demeans, 
And  eallant  manors,  heaped  one  on  another. 

FeZ  They  gain  indeed  excessively,  and  are  not 
like  us  citizens, 
Exposed  to  hazard  of  the  seas  and  traffic. 

MecK  Why,  here's  a  fellow  now,  this  orator. 
Even  Prate,  you  would  tittle  think  it,  his  father  wa« 
An  honest  ^'  proiner  of  our  country  vines ; 
Yet  he's  shot  to  his  ^^  foot^loth. 

Drap,  O,  he  is !  he  proined  hira  well,  and 
brought  him  up  to  learning. 

Mech,  ^Faith,  reasonable  learning ;  a  smatter- 
ing in  the  Latin  tongue, 
A  little  rhetoric,  with  wrangling  sophistry, 
Were  his  preparatives  unto  his  art 

VeL  After  these  preparatives,  if  yoa  call  them 
so, 
The  physic  wrought  well ;  for  a  few  years'  practice 
Brought  him  in  wondroas  credit,  and  preferments 
Came  tumbling  in :  O  such  a  sudden  rise 
Hath  fortune  for  her  minions !  blame  him  not  then 
Though  be  look  high  on't. 


'^  FvniRng,  said  she,  &c.— -These  lines  are  the  39th  ttanca  of  Vemu  and  Adanit,  by  Shakespeare. 
>^  Htrt  tit  thee  dowity  &c.— Two  lines  from  the  third  stanxa  of  Veims  and  Admit. 
^'  Prttntf^-^l  e.  pruner.    Cbaacer,  in  the  Merchant's  Talt,  says  of  Damiao,  that 

**  He  kerobeth  him,  be  proineth  blm^  and  piketh."    8. 

**  F0ot'<lotk^Uont  with  boosuigs.    S. 
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MecK  Nay,  for  his  pride,  of  weaker  souls 
termed  state, 
It  hurts  none  but  himself. 

Drop,  Yet  to  my  seomiog  it  is  very  strange, 
That  from  so  base  begtnniog,  men  can  breathe 
Soch  soaring  fames. 

Mech.  Strange !  it's  not  strange  a  whit. 
Dunghills  and  niarish  bogs  dart  store  of  vapours. 
And  viscous  exhalations,  against  heaven, 
Which  borrowing  lustre  there,  though  basely  bred, 
Seem  yet  like  glorious  planets,  fairest  stars, 
To  the  weak  eyes  of  wondring  ignorance. 
When  wise  men  know  they  are  but  meteors. 
Bat  here  comes  the  orator. 

Enter  Pbate. 

Prate,  What,  President,  I  say,  come  and  at- 
tend me  to  the  senate-house. 

Pre.  I  am  ready,  sir ;  if  you  have  co^wr  verba- 


I  have  copia  rerum  in  a  buckram  bag  here. 

Prate.  Your  lordship's  pleasure. 

Meek.  Master  orator,  *tis  not  unknown  my  suit 

Prate,  Nay,  your  lordship  must  be  brief,  I'll 
not  attend 
fTie  sMIow  sleight  of  words;  your  suit,  your  suit 

JlfecA.Thc  restoration  of  my  lands  and  honours. 

Prate.  They  are  confiscate. 

Meek.  My  lands  confiscate,  and  my  body  free  ? 

PrmU,  My  lord,  my  lord,  the  queens  more 
merciful. 

Meek.  Sir,  you  forget  my  place. 

Prate.  Sir,  you  forget  your  faith  : 
Twas  known  unto  the  (jueen,  the  state,  and  us, 
Your  roalecontented  spirit,  your  disease  in  duty, 
Your  diligent  perturbanoe  of  the  peace ! 
Your  passages,  occurrences,  and-- — 

Mech.  Sir! 

Prate.  Sir  roe  no  sirs; 
Do  not  I  know  you  were  the  chief  of  those 
Which  laiaed  the  war  in  Sidl  ?  and  long  since 
Wrought  in  the  kinjj's  loves  bloody  business  ? 
Did  not  you  hold  fair  quarter  and  commerce 
With4ai  the  spies  of  Cyprus?  ^e,  I  am  ashamed 
Blhid  impudence  should  make  you  be  so  bold. 
To  bear  your  face  before  authority. 

Meek.  But  hear  me. 

Prate,  I  will  hear  no  reply;  go  home,  repent, 
pray,  and  die. 
Come,  gentlemen,  what's  your  businesses? 

VeL  Your  confirmation  to  his  highness  grant 
toochiuK  our  trade  with  Spain,  in  which  if  it 
please  you  to  assist  us,  we  have  a  thousand  crowns 
which  shall  attend  you.  .   . 

Prate*  O  I  have  you  in  my  memory,  the  suit  is 
great: 


And  I  must  sqbeeie  forth  more  than  a  thousand 

crowns. 
Well,  attend  me  to  the  senate ;  yon  sliall  have 
fair  dispatches. 

[Exeunt  all  but  Mcchan't. 
Mech.  I'll  not  attend  the  shallow  sleight  of 

words. 
Go  home,  re)>ent,  pray,  and  die : 
Excellent  precepts  for  an  orator's  chamber. 
Where  speech  must  bathe  a  handful  deep  in  gold. 
Till  the  poor  givers  conduit  being  dry, 
The  wretch  goes  home,  doth  curse,  repent,  and  die. 
It  is  thy  counsel,  orator,  thy  tale  breath. 
Good  only  but  to  season  iuflEuny. 
From  this  reproach,  this  inaaressing  humour 
Hath  taueht  my  soul  a  ne^Aiilosopby. 
I  will  go  home,  and  there  repent  all  good 
Done  to  thy  name  or  thy  profession ; 
I  will  go  home,  and  there  new  frame  myself 
More  thirstily  pernicious  to  thy  state 
Than  war  or  unabated  mutiny. 
As  for  my  prayers,  orator,  they  are  for  thee. 
Thou  hast  a  pretty,  lovely,  wittv  wife : 
O  ma/st  thou  live,  both  to  be  known  and  know 
Thyself  the  greatest  cuckold  in  our  laud ; 
And  yet  not  dare  to  amend  or  grieve  at  it ! 
May'st  thou  embrace  thy  shame  with  thankful 

arms. 
Hue  thy  dismce,  make  thy  bladt  poison  wine, 
Ana  cap  and  crouch  to  thy  dishonour ! 
May  thy  remembrance  live,  upon  my  knees  Fpray, 
All  night  in  bellmen's  mouths,  with  ^'  Pasquil  in 

th^  day ! 

Enter  Alphonso  unbraced, 

Alph,  Day  be  my  speed,  night  shall  not  cloak 
my  sin. 
If  I  have  nought  to  do,  it's  b^  the  sun  ; 
The  light  ^ives  leave  to  all  mine  idleness. 
Quick  business  and  ope  eyes  se'^  on  mine  ottXotf 
Whilst  I  create  him  homy  presidents. 

Enter  Collaquintida. 

But  here^s  my  bed-broker.    Now,  ray  great  arm* 
ful  of  good  intelligence,  where  is  my  mistress  ? 

CoL  Fast  locked  in  her  bed  with  a  close  ward 
to  devour  thee,  piy  brave  ^  Paraquito;  but  hush, 
no  words;  there  is  a  calm  before  the  tempest. 

Alph.  Tut,  tell  me  of  no  storms;  but  direct 
me  to  her  bed-chamber,  my  noble  firelock  of  a 
flesh  pistol. 

Col.  Follow  thy  colours,  my  brave  worthy, 
mount  up  tliy  standard,  so  enter  and  prosper. 

[She  puts  Alphonso  into  the  Oratot^i  Heme, 
Thou  hast  a  rich  room,  safe  locks,  sweet  sheets, 


«3  fVUh  FmskO— The  name  of  an  Image  on  a  pott  in  Rome,  to  which  defomatory  libels  are  af- 

"  P«Vi«*-A  parroqaet,  or  souOl  sort  of  parrot.    See  AUUrCt  |tallu  Dtottonvyi  |n  $he  EiyUsh 
parU    She  gives  him  this  name  on  account  of  his  pratiqg.    S.IV 


M8 


TH£  DUMB  KNIGliT. 


{Maobih. 


a  choice  armfoli  with  O  the  nurei  rare  thought  of 
imagination. 

Mech.  Wbat*s  this,  what's  this?  Doth  this  lord 
AlphoDso  turn  the  orator  to  an  antelope?  Tif 
more  than  eicellenf^ 

And  from  the  juice  of  this  despight  I  suck 
Delight  more  great  than  all  my  miseries ; 
Observe,  dear  eyes,  observe. 

Col.  Nay,  go  thy  way  for  a  camel,  or  a  caine- 
leoi);  thou  mayest  compare  with  all  Europe,  Afric, 
and  Asia ;  aud  one  that  will  change  tricks,  though 
thou  wert  worthy  tu  be  school-master  either  to 
Proteus  or  Aretiue :  what  an  excellent  g^ft  did 
God  give  unto  man  when  he  gave  him  womaa ; 
but  how  much  more  when  that  wuman  was  made 
fair !  But  oh,  the  most  of  all  when  she  had  wit 
to  use  every  member  of  her  creatioo.  Well,  Til 
stand  ro't,  there's  nothing  but  beauty^  use,  and 
old  age,  that  puts  wonieu  pf  my  rank  out  of  re- 
quest ;  and  yet  like  old  bucklers,  though  few  of 
your  gallant  cavaliers  will  wear  us,  yet  many  of 
your  stale  ruffians  will  employ  us,  and  that's  our 
comfort  still. 

Meeh,  Was  ever  heard  a  bawd  morejdaronabte ! 
A  very  mountebank  of  wench-flesh,  an  empiric, 
A  dog-leech  for  the  putrified  sores 
Of  these  lust-canker  d  great  ones.    O  I  could 
Even  mad  myself  with  railing  at  their  vice». 

[Peate  knocks  at  the  Door. 
But  hark,  one  knocks ;— O  for  the  orator ! 
Heavens,  1  beseech  thee,  O  for  the  orator ! 

CoL  How  now,  who  knocks  so  rudely  at  the 
door? 

Prate,  'lis  I ;  I  say,  open  the  door,  I  am  in 
haste. 

Meek  Tis  he,  just  heavens^  'tis  he !  Yore  God 
the  orator. 

CoL  Soul  of  my  bawdy  office,  how  are  we  bor 
traycd ! 
Anon,  anon,  sir; — what,  mistress  Prate,  I  say; 
Arise  for  shame,  your  husband's  at  the  door  ;^- 
1  come,  I  come ;— Lord  God,  how  dull  you  are 
When  danger*!  at  your  heels :  rise  quickly. 

Prate.  Open  the  door,  or  I  will  break  it  ope. 

CoL  I  come,  I  come;  I  think  he's  mad  with 
haste. 
What,  John ;  what,  Thomas,  Robert,  wbere*s  these 

knaves; 
What,  Julian,  Mary,  Cicely,  ne'er  a  maid  within  ? 

LoL  For  God's  love,  stay;  I'll  find  the  key 
straightway. 

Enter  Lollia,  and  Alphovso  in  ki$  Shirt, 

O,  mistresaCollaquintida,  what  shall  become  of  ns? 

CoL  Nay,  Pm  at  my  wit's  end,  and  am  made 
Duller  than  any  spur-gall'd^  tired  jade. 


Alpk.  'Sfoot,  if  be  enter  I  will  break  his  seek. 
LoL  Not  for  a  world,  dear  love !  step  into  my 

closet. 
Alph,  Did  ever  slave  cone  thus  tmlnckily  ? 
LoL  Nay,  now's  no  tine  fbr  passion,  good  lord, 

in.  [Exit  Alphohso. 

Enter  Prate. 

CoL  Fie,  I  have  almost  broke  my  heart  with 

running. 
LoL  How  now,  dear  husband,  what  bath  moved 

tliis  haste? 
Prate*  I  think  I  was  not  blest  this  osomtng 
when  I  rose ;  for  through  my  forgetfuhiess,  I  hare 
left  behind  me  in  my  study  the  breviates  of  all 
my  causes;  and  now  the  senate  is  fain  to  dance 
attendance  on  my  leisure ;  (ie,  6e,  fie. 

[ExU  Pbate; 

LoL  Nay,  if  he  smell  nothing  but  papers^  ^'  I 

care  not  for  his  dry  foot-hunting,  nor  shall  I  need 

to  puff  pepper  in  his  nostrila;  but  see,  be  comes 

again. 

Enter  Prate,  and,  itumhlmg  at  hU  Wife^t  Bed, 
sees  Alphonso's  rich  Apparel  lying  thereon, 

Prat€.  I  think  the  devil  hath  laid  his  horns  in 
my  way. 

Mech.  Yes,  and  if  you  had  wit  you  migbt  con- 
jure hiro  out  of  your  wife's  doset. 

Prate.  Sancte  Benedicite,  what  have  we  here ! 
Hath  the  golden  snake  cast  his  skin  upon  our 
bed  ?  go  to,  wife,  1  smell,  I  smell :  inethinks  your 
plain  rug  should  not  agree  with  thi^  rich  counter- 
point. 

LoL  Husband,  either  I  have  fitted  you  now,  or 
else  I  shall  never  fit  you  whilst  I  breathe. 
You  oft  have  told  me,  that  like  those^of  yovr 

rank, 
Who  both  adorn  theur  credits  and  themselves 
Yea  even  their  causes,  with  their  costly  clothes^  ' 
Yourself  in  like  sort  would  strive  to  imitate ; 
And  now  my  neigMxMir  here  hath  brought  thii 

suit, 
Which  if  vou  please  to  buy,  'tis  better  cheap 
Than  e'er 'twas  made  by  full  five  thousand  crowns. 

Prate,  $ay*st  thou  me  so,  wench?  a  kisa  for 
that,  i'faith 
'Fore  God  'tis  a  delicate  fine  suit,  rich  tltaSt,  rare 
work,  and  of  the  newest  fashioii ;  nay,  if  the  se- 
nate's business  were  never  so  hasty,!  will  stay  to 
try  it  on ;  come,  help,  good  wenm%  help ;  so^ 
there,  there,  there. 

[The  Orator  puis  on  Alpbokso's  Ajmmrek 

Mec  'Sfoot,  will  the  ox  put  oa  the  lioo^  hide  ? 
He  will,  ho  will, 'tis  more  than  excellent; 
So  gild  the  tomb  that  holds  but  rotteopess. 


*5  I  care  not  for  his  dry  foot- 'tunting^To  draw  drjf-Joot,  as  Dr  Gray  observes,  is  when  the  dog  parsMi 
the  game  by  thf  sceat  of  the  foot \  for  Which  the  btood-hound  is  Ainied.  ISee  Mr  Steevess Note  to  the 
Comtdif  oj  Errors,  A.  4.  S.  ?• 
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lAoghter,  I  tec,  will  bant  nw;  Mk  kom  he 


O  God,  tl^at  cfver  way  nan  shoaid  look 
^poo  «his  *^  nMBmet,  And  nol  laogrh  at  Inm. 

Fratt,  Fit,  fit,  eicellent  fit,  as  thooii;^ 
The  body  it  was  made  for  wore  my  inould  t 
Wifey  1  iriU  have  it,  we'll  dispute  no  pnoe. 

Enter  VeXoxjps. 

Vel,  Maittr  arator,  the  teoate  are  let,  and  can 
dispateh  ao  causes  throagh  your  abaenoe ;  there- 
iin  they  earnestly  entreat  your  presence. 
Prmte.  I  come,  i  come;  good  fiiend,  go,  say  I 
come. 
And,  wife,  see  that  you  pay  for  this  suit,  whatso- 
ever it  cose  {JEdri^  Prate. 
Meek,  Not  aboTe  making  yoa  cackoidy  that's  the 


ImL  What,  is  he  gone? 
CoL  He  is. 

Enter  Alpbonso,  in  Iim  Shirt, 

Lol  Wny  then  come  forth,  poor  naked  lord. 

J^  What,  is  he  gone  f  May  the  de? il  and  his 
horns  boih  follow  htm ! 

LoL  He  is  gone ;  but  yet  be  hath  discovered 
your  treason. 

Alph.  How ! 

CoL  Yes,  and  in  revenge  thereof  hath  vowed, 
that  in  this  naked  sort  as  you  are  you  shall  do 
penance  through  the  city  for  your  sin  of  unchas- 

^^' 

Aipk.  I  pray  theo,  leave  thy  woooao's  phrase, 
and  speak  like  a  man,  plainly,  plainly. 

LoL  Then  plainly  thus,  he  is  gone,  and  hath 
taken  away  your  apparel. 

jUpk  U^pon  what  aodileat? 

LoL  This :  when  your  negligence  had  left  vour 
clothes  upon  my  bed,  he  espi^  them,  tasked  me 
for  the  owners ;  I,  in  eic^e,  told  him,  it  was  a 
•ait  brought  by  mvgoflti|^  to  be  sold ;  he  straight, 
like  m,  child,  proud  ^  a  new  coot,  presently  pots 
it  on,  presently  is  sent  for  to  the  senate  and  at 
this  present  hath  left  you,  that  the  world  may 
bdiokl  your  naked  doiags, 

A^  ^'  I  woald  it  were  washed  ia  the  Mood 
of  a  centaur,  that  when  he  puts  it  off,  his  skin 
might  loUow  it :  but  how  shall  I  get  to  my  cham- 
ber? 

LoL  Truly,  I  know  not,  eioept  yoa  will  wear  a 
smock's  upper  coal* 

Aipk  What,  n  petticoat?  yoa  mad  me  with 
your  mirtlk 

LoL  Then,  seriously,  thus;  at  ht  hath  ta'en 


yoar  dothes,  you  mast  take  his ;  and  let  the  world 
know  you  have  had  more  than  fiddlers  fare,  for 
vou  have  meat,  money,  and  doth. 

Aiph.  'Sfoot,  how  shall  I  look  in  diis  deviTs 
suit  ?  sure  I  shall  grow  sick  to  see  my  diape. 

LoL  Well,  extremity  must  then  he  yeor  pli^ 
sic;  but,  come,  you  'shall  attire  yourself  in  my 
chamber.    [Exit  Alphomso,  Lollia,  oadCoL- 

LAQUINTin4. 

Meek,  Are  these  the  winding  turns  of  female 
shames. 
Loose  woman's  gambols,  and  the  tridn  of  nn? 
And  are  we  bom  to  bear  these  suffrages? 
t),  he  that's  tied  unto  a  bro^I  bed 
Feds  his  wprst  hell  on  earth,  and  may  presume 
rhere  is  no  sickness  like  his  pestilence. 
Well,  what  the  issue  of  this  jest  will  prove, 
>Ay  wit  but  yet  conceives,  and  after-time 
.'^hall  perfect  it  and  give  it  liberty, 
In  such  sort,  that,  if  it  true  fire  strike, 
A  world  of  apes  shall  study  for  the  Uke.    [Ejeit: 

Enter  the  Duke  of  Etzrz  alone, 

Epire,  My  thoughts  are  troubled,  joy  forsakes 

me  quite, 
And  all  my  meditations  are  revenge : 
Ambition  and  fell  murder  join  in  me, 
And  aid  each  other  to  untwine  a  state, 
And  make  whole  millioos  prove  anfortonate. 
Now  must  I  practise  court-art  flattery, 
And  wisely  temporise  with  blackest  deeds: 
ril  smile  and  stab,  now  weep,  then  laugh^  then 

frown. 
And  with  sly  tricks  of  state  kill  all  suspioioo ; 
Devils  must  seem  like  angels,  saith  ambition. 
The  blackest  thoughts  VH  study  to  excel, 
Crowns  and  revenge  have  made  men  dive  to  helL 
My  plot  is  current  and  it  cannot  miss. 
Whilst  wisdom  winds  me  on  the  due  of  bHss. 
The  king  shall  kill  the  queen ;  that  acted  rights 
I  soon  will  turn  his  brightest  day  to  night. 
He*s  simple,  honest,  and  loves  downy  rest; 
Then  he  must  fall;  'tis  oolicyin  stale, 
To  hurl  them  down  are  blest  with  happy  Arte. 
Thas  each  shall  soaofga  himself  with  ms  own  rod. 
Who  is  aH  potior  avows  no  God* 
Who  is  within  ttere,  ho! 

Enter  Florio. 

Fb,  Did  yoor  graoe  call  ? 
Epire,  I  did ;  where's  the  king? 
Flo,  He'sin  his  privy  chamber  phiying  at  chess. 
Epire,  Go  straight,*  and  tell  hun  I  must  ^eak 
with  Imn, 


^'  JfaNmet^A  poppet  Mr  Toilet  supposes  it  to  be  a  corraptioa  of  Mahomet.  See  several  hHtances 
of  the  aie  of  this  word  hi  Mr  Stccvem's  SottonT/U  FirMi  Fmtt  ofKimg  Umry  IF,  A.  9.  8. 3. 

Again,  la  Hall's  CAroatdf,  fot  20.  Henry  IV.  <*  by  the  devhu:ioo,  and  not  devlnadon  of  tbatmMMael 
Merlyn.* 

^  J  wottU  it  were  wathed  in  the  hlood  of  a  ce]it(mr-*Alla<lh)g  to  the  poltoced  garmeat  given  by  Deiaai* 
la  to  Uercalcs.    See  Ovi^i  Mctamorphoie$,  B.  ix. 
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And  M7  my  bttsiness  doth  import  great  hute. 

Flo.  I  go,  my  lord.  [Exit. 

Epire.  Be  a  blest  Mercury;  now  mount  thee 
up,  my  spirit, 
And  shew  thyself  a  politician ; 
Let  slander  rule  thy  tongue,  envy  thy  heart, 
And  let  destruction  be  thy  period 
Of  what  thou  speak'st ;  for  tliis  noy  maxim  is, 
But  rule  no  heaven,  and  but  revenge  no  bliss. 
Enter  Cyprus,  Florio,  and  Attendantt. 

Here  comes  the  king;  my  lord,  we  must  be  pri- 
vate. 
Cyp»  Remove  your  hearings  from  our  confe- 
rence. [Exeunt  Florio,  Sfc, 
^ow  speak,  my  lord,  speak  freely,  as  to  heaven. 
Epire,  First  with  my  knee  I  kiss  this  prostrate 
earth, 
And  humbly  beg  that  which  my  tongue  shall 

speak. 
So  it  proceed  from  love  and  vassalage. 
May  bear  a  pardon  or  for^tfulness. 
Cyp*  You  have  it;  arise,  discharge  an  open 

breast. 
Epire,  O,  my  dread  liege,  ray  speech  will  make 
you  sad ; 
(And  kings  do  seldom  relish  their  distastes,) 
And  from  that  sa<loess  such  a  storm  will  rise 
As  will  even  drown  op  all  credulity. 

0  that  my  loyal  heart  could  cover  sin. 
Or  that  my  tongue,  inured  unto  grief. 
Might  lose  its  spleen  ere  it  distemper  you  ! 
But  love,  and  mine  allegiance,  hid  me  speak. 

Cyp,  Then  speak,  and  do  not  rack  me  with  de- 
lays 
Epire,  Women,  why  were  you  made  for  man's 
affliction  ? 
The  first  that  ever  made  us  taste  of  grief, 
And  last  of  whom  in  torments  we  complain. 
Yon  devils  shaped  like  angels,  through  whose 

deeds 
Our  forked  shames  are  made  most  visible ; 
No  soul  of  sense  would  wrong  bright  majesty. 
Nor  stain  their  blood  with  such  impurity. 

Cyp.  Nay,  good  lord,  leave  this  allegoric  speech. 
And  give  me  knowledge  from  a  pkiiner  phrase. 
Epire,  Then  plainly  thus :  your  bed  is  pressed 
with  lost. 

1  know  you  do  not  credit,  nay,  what's  more, 
I  know  you  hate  me  for  my  virtuousness : 
Your  queen  behaves  her  like  a  courtezan. 

I  know  you  hold  me  for  a  vile  impostor; 
O  foolish  seal,  that  makes  me  be  so  fond 
To  leave  my  faith  onto  blade  ^ensuring ! 
O,  she  hath  sinned,  and  done  a  double  wrong 
To  vou,  to  her,  and  sacred  chastity. 

Cyp,  Duke,  thou  art  valiant,  and  with  a  va- 
liant mind 


Slander  is  worse  tfatn  theft  or  saorilege^ 
Nay,  more  tlian  murder,  or  the  height  of  treason, 
A  step  beyond  the  utmost  plagues  in  hell. 
Then  thou,  which  in  that  nature  wrongest  a  qoeea, 
Deservest  a  scourge  beyond  their  punishments ; 
Virtue  shall  kill  thee  now. 

Epire,  Nay,  do,  my  breast  is  bare  unto  thy  steel ; 
Kill  me  because  I  love  thee  and  speak  true. 
Is  this  the  merit  of  a  Roman  faith  ? 
For  this  hove  I  observed,  pried  in  onto. 
And  searched  each  secret  shift  of  vanity  } 
Nay,  pray  you  kill  me ;  faith  Fll  patient  stand, 
live  still  a  monster,  hold  shame  in  your  band. 
Cyp,  Speak  a  word  more,  a  king  shall  be  thy 

death. 
Epire,  Death  is  a  slave  to  him  that  is  resolved. 
And  my  sonl  lotbes  this  servile  flattery  ; 
Nor  will  I  cover  such  intemperate  sin. 
But  to  the  world  make  them  and  that  transpa- 
rent. 
Unless  yourself  will  seek  to  right  yourself. 
Cyp,  Thou  hast  awaked  me,  and  thy  piercing 

words 
Have  split  my  sense  in  sunder :  yet  what  ground 
Remains  whereon  to  ground  suspicion  ?  a  cuckold, 

cuckold,  ha ! 
Epire,  Youf'  absence  is  the  bawd  to  her  d^ 

sires, 
For  their  masks,  dandngs,  gaming,  banqueting. 
Strange  private  meetings,  and  all  toils  in  love^ 
As  wanton  speeches  to  stir  appetite. 
And  all  enchantments  that  inflame  desire ; 
When  you  return,  then  all  is  hushed  and  still. 
And  she  demurely  walks  like  virtue's  ghost: 
Before  your  face  she^s  like  a  puritan, 
Behind  your  back  a  blushless  courtezan; 

Cw,  O  I  have  drank  in  poison  at  mine  ears, 
Whicn  makes  my  blood  boil  with  unquendied 

flames. 
But  speak,  who  is  it  that  dishonours  me  ? 

Epire,  He  that  you  prize  a  line  before  your  life ; 
I  know  you  will  not  credit,  faith  you  will  not 
Cyp,  Nay,  if  thou  cease  to  speak,  thou  hatest 

my  life; 
Takest  thou  delight  to  kill  roe,  then  forbear : 
'Sfoot,  I  am  mortal  man,  kill  me,  do,  do,  do. 
Epire,  Your  best  of  friends,  your  dearest  Phy- 

locles. 
Usurps  your  bed,  and  makes  jrou  a  comute. 
A  creature  uncreate  in  paradise, 
And  one  that's  only  of  a  woman's  making. 
Cvp.  Is't  possible !  can  I  give  faith  to  this  ? 
J^'re.  Nay,  be  but  patient,  smooth  your  brow 

a  little. 
And  yon  shall  tdce  them  as  they  clip  eadi  other, 
^'  Even  in  their  height  of  sm,  then  danm  them 

both. 
And  let  them  sink  before  they  ask  God  pardon. 


^*  Et)«n  in  their  height  ofHn^  then  damn  them  both.'^ 
•f  our  ancient  poets. 


-This  horrid  sentiment  b  to  be  found  in  too  many 
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T\mt  jour  revenge  may  stretch  unto  their  tonU. 
^.  To  be  a  cockold  doth  exceed  nil  grief. 
.&Mre.  To  have  a  pleasant  scoff  at  majesty, 
^p.  To  taste  the  fruit  forbidden  from  my  tree ! 
Epire.  But  he  shall  lose  his  paradise  for  that. 
Cyp,  The  sbve  will  make  base  songs  in  my  dis- 
grace* 
JE^rc  And  wound  yoar  reputation  in  strange 

lands. 
Cw>,  This  injury  sads  all  my  joys  on  earth. 
Epire,  Horns  are  not  shunn^  by  wisdom, 

wealth,  or  birth. 
Cyp.  Watch  their  close  meetings,  and  then  give 
us  notice; 
Mean  space  my  love  shall  in  thy  bosom  rest : 
My  grief  is  like  my  birth,  preat,  great  and  high  : 
Gnre  dose  intelligence;  till  then  farewell. 
Lost  is  the  broadest  path  which  leads  to  belL 

f£ri<  Cyprus.  I 


Epire.  He's  gone  with  blade  suspicion  in  bis 
heart: 
And  his  soul  made  a  slave  to  jealousy, 
My  plots  shall  drive  him  to  his  own  destrucdOn; 
And  I  gain  both  revenge  and  dignity. 
He  shall  no  sooner  put  liis  queen  to  death, 
But  Vi\  proclaim  her  spotless  innocence ; 
All  men  will  hate  him  for  so  vile  an  act, 
And  mad  with  rage,  depose  him  from  his  crown* 
Then  I  will  be  his  (kath,  his  state  doth  give. 
Kings  once  deposed,  long  after  must  not  live ; 
For,  like  a  phcenix  rare  in  jealousy, 
He  shall  consume  himself  in  scorching  flamesy 
Whilst  from  his  ashes  1  a  phcenix  spring : 
Many  renounce  their  God  to  be  a  king. 
And  rU  be  one  to  kill  men  with  a  frown, 
None  dare  dispute  the  actions  of  a  crown. 

[Exit. 


ACT  IV. 


SCENE  L 

Enter  Florio  and  Mechant. 

Flo,  The  queen  is  all  for  revels ;  her  light  heart, 
Unlaclen  from  the  heaviness  of  state^ 
Bestowa  itself  upon  deligbtfulness. 

Meeh.  She  follows  her  creation  and  her  sex. 
In  my  conceit  it  is  as  vile  a  thing. 
To  see  the  worthy  model  of  a  woman. 
Who  had  not  been  at  all  but  to  give  life, 
And  fttirrine  spleen  to  man's  alacritv. 
To  sit  of'ierwbelmed  with  thoo|ht,  with  dark  amuse. 
And  the  sad  sullenness  of  grieved  dislike ; 
As  to  behold  an  old  man  in  his  furs. 
Whose  vreH-spent  youth  had  given  his  age  foil 

strength. 
To  be  his  country's  best  phy^cian. 
To  caper  to  his  grave,  and  with  vain  gawcb 
Tridc  op  his  coffin,  and  upon  his  tomb. 
To  leave  no  knowledge  but  his  levity. 

Fh.  Tis  true  ind^,  and  nature  in  herself 
Doth  give  us  still  distaste  in  contraries. 
And  in  my  thoughts  it  is  as  base  to  see  a  woman  man. 
As  see  a  man  a  long-robed  feminine. 

Meek.  Well,  we  forget  ourselves, my  lord  ;*what, 
is  the  muflc  ready  ?  I  pray  you  command  the 
goard  to  take  their  halberts  in  their  hands ;  the 
ushers  should  have  seen  this  room  perfomed,  in 
faith  they  are  too  negligent:  herecomes  the  qneeii. 

Enter  f^eQaeen,  Mariana,  and  Waiting-women, 
Pbylocles  and  other  Lords,  the  King  disguised 
Uke  one  of  the  Guard  at  the  one  end  of  the 
Stage,  and  the  Duke  so  likewise  disguised  at 
the  otker  end  of  the  Stage. 

Queen.  Loud  music  there^  and  let  the  god  of 
harmony 


Ravish  our  senses  with  delightful  airs, 
Tuned  to  the  music  of  the  higher  sphere ; 
And  with  that  mortal  sign  most  rarely  shew 
The  joys  in  Jove's  high  court,  to  feast  the  gods, 
Makmg  that  place  abound  in  happiness. 
Come,  noble  Phylocles,  1  seize  you  first. 
Mariana,  there  are  choice  of  other  lords ; 
In  gracing  you,  it  is  the  king  I  grace. 
Mar.  Come,  honest  lord,  'tis  you  must  stand 
to  me. 
The  queen  in  mine  doth  challenge  interest. 
And  I  must  fly  for  shelter  to  my  friends. 
Mech,  And  III  be  glad  to  be  your  coverture. 
Mar.  O  no,  my  lord^  not  till  the  weather 

changes. 
Meek.  Well,  when  you  please,  mean  time  you 

do  me  grace. 
Queen.  Nay,  my  lord,  there's  a  lady  worth  the 
handrmg : 
Sound  music  then,  fill  earth  with  heaven's  plea- 
sure. 
Cyp.  My  queen  is  out  of  time,  though  she  keep 
measure. 

Here  they  dance  the  first  Strain. 

Epire.  Be  lucky  villain. 
Hit  now  the  mark  that  mine  ambition  aims  at ; 
Methinks  I  see  that  lean  Italian  devil,  jealousy. 
Dance  in  his  eyes :  possess  him,  spirit  of  rage. 
Muffle  his  understanding  with  black  thoughts. 
Let  passion  govern  reason,  falsehood  truth. 
Oblivion  hide  his  age,  hate  kil!  his  youth. 

Cyp.  Thou  dancest  on  my  heart,  lascivious 
queen, 
^  Even  as  upon  these  rushes,  which  thou  treadest: 
See  how  her  motions  wind  about  his  eyes, 
And  doth  present  to  him  her  passions : 


»»  Even  as  upon  these  ruskes^^Stt  Note  1  to  Ths  Merry  Devil  of  Edmonton,  and  Mr  Steevero's  Note  on 
Hemeo  and  Juliet,  A.  I.  S-.  4» 
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N#w  doth  her  moisterin^  pftlm  sI<mv  }B  hit  Snuid, 
And  courts  him  unto  dalliance.  Sb«  diet,  'tis  just; 
She's  slare  to  murder  that  is  slave  to  lust 
JBjN're.  Thou  curse  of  greatoesSy  wakiug-ejrod 
suspidon. 
Now  help  thy  poor  friends,  murder  and  ambition. 

The  first  Strain  ends. 

Q^een,  This  strain  contain^  a  prettr  change. 
Proceed  unto  the  next 

The  Dance  the  second. 

Cyp.  Sin  follows  sin,  and  change  on  change 
.      •    doth  wait; 
Thy  change  doth  change  mj  love  to  cruel  hate. 

Herein  IhisStrain,  Mariana  cume  to  Phylocles. 

Phy,  Madam,  methinks  this  change  is  better 

than  the  first 
Mar.  Ay,  if  the  music  would  not  alter  it 
Queen.  Methinks  'tis  worse;  come^  we  will  have 

another  strain. 

They  Dance  again. 

Thy.  I'm  pleased,  let  us  proceed. 

Cyp.  Rivals  in  crowns  and  beds  of  kings  mmH 
bleed. 
Can  that  fair  house  contain  so  foul  a  guest 
As  lust,  or  cloak  inordinate  base  desires, 
Under  so  fur  a  coverture?  O  yes, 
Women  can  blind  our  sense  when  we  see  best. 
And  set  fair  landskapes  on  inconstancy, 
Makinp  us  blind  with  seeing.    The  dance  ends. 
Your  sms  are  blackeat,  breach  of  love  and  friends^ 

Epire.  Now  to  the  king ;  blow  rage  till  it  flame 
hate! 
A  politician  thrives  the  best  in  state. 

[Exit  Epire,  and  enters  to  the  King  again. 

Qusen^  Come,,  swoet  prince  Phylocles, 
Devise  some  new  delights  to  shorten  time ; 
This  dulness  hath  no  relish  in  my  sense. 
It  hath  no  pith ;  and  sloth  in  my  conceit 
Is  hut  a  type  of  pride  in  best  constitutions. 

Mar.  Madam,  I'll  stand,  that  a  fair  woman 
must  be  proud,  or  else  a  fool. 

Fhy.  1  would  fain  hear  that,  i'faith. 

Queen*  Thy  reason,  wench,  I  pray  thee  come, 
disburse. 

Mar.  A  woman  fair  is  like  a  full-blown  rose. 

Quaen.  Which  holds  the  fair  no  longer  than  it 
grows. 

Mar.  A  woman  fair  is  Kke  the  finest  gold. 

Phy.  Which  k^  from  use  is  good  tbou^ 
ne*er  so  old. 

Mar.  Nav,  good  lord,  leave  a  little ; 
She  that  is  fair  is  wise,  andf  ought  to  know  it^ 
For  to  that  end  did  nature  first  bestow  it 
Now  of  this  knowledge  if  we  be  not  proud, 
We  wrong  the  author,  and  we  are  allowed 
To  rank  with  senseless  beasts,  since  caielev  we 
For  want  of  pride  detract  our  dignity. 
Not  knowing  it,  we  know  truth  in  the  same, 
Not  to  be  proud  of  truth  asks  folly's 


This  leseon^titt  is  rtad  in  beauty's  school^ 
She  that  ia  fair  and  humble  is  a  fool ; 
For  neither  knows  she  how  to  hold  her  geed^ 
Or  to  keep  sarfe  the  treasure  of  her  bleed. 
Queen.  A  notable  dedamatioB. 
Mar.  Ney,  madam,  by  your  leave. 
Pride  y^ive^  a  lustre  to  a  woman's  fiur ; 
Things  that  ace  hifthest  prizM  are  ever  dear. 
Why  is  the  diamond  the  sapphire's  king. 
But  fbr  esletm  and  rareness?  hodt  which  spring 
From  the  stone's  ptide,  whidi  is  so  chaste  and 

hard. 
Nothing  can  pierce  it,  itself  is  itselfs:  guard. 
Mow  what  is  pride  ?  self-love,  onr  own  esteem, 
A  strength  to  make  us  of  ourselves  well  deem : 
From  whence  this  raanm  f  coUect  'mongst  otfaer| 
Who  hates  herself  can  never  love  another. 
And,  to  oondude,  manfs  appetite  grows  dull 
To  what  it  may  have,  empty  hope  is  full ; 
To  all  our  sex  on  earth,  maid,  widow,  wife,  and 

bride. 
They  happy  live,  when  they  live  with  chaste  pride. 
Cfyp.  My  queen  will  speak  as  much  for  lust,  as 
she  for  pride,  if  the  toy  lake  her. 

Mecfi  Your  ladyship  sows  dai^erous  seed 

abroad. 
i4«r.  Bui  [  hope,  my  lord,  all  grounds  ace  not 

fruiU'ui* 
Queen.  Well,  wench,  shalt  be  the  proud  wo« 

man's  champion. 
Afar.  And  I'll  defend  them  againet  all  men,  m. 

at  single  tongue. 
Meeh.  I  had  rather  fight  with  a  giant,  than  yoa 

at  that  weapon. 
Cyp.  My  lord,  go  forth,  retwm  in  yonr  own 
shape,  say  I  am  ooming. 

Epire.  I  gOi  my  lord.  [Ejnt  Efiia. 

C^.  I'll  note  their  oanntenance  when  tbef 
hear  of  me. 
Kings  often  see  that  which  they  wonld^  not  tee. 
Queau.  Dancing  hath  made  me  weary,  what 

snort  is  neit  ? 
Phy,  What  yonr  highness  will  command. 
Qj».  She  wiM  command  you,  sti^  to  playvwith 
her. 

Enter  Epire. 

Epire.  Madam,  his  majesty  is  retomed  tooonrt 
Quean.  Nay,  then,  away  with  reveb  aad  wkb^ 
sports; 
Lie  hush,  and  still  this  vainer  idleness. 
It  now  hath  lost  his  spleen ;  come,  lords,  away^ 
My  sun  is  risen,  brings  a  brighter  day. 

[Exeunt  all  but  Cyprus  and  Epire. 
Cvp.  Darkness  is  thy  delight,  lascivious  queen. 
And  thou  wouldst  have  thv  sun  pent  up  in.cloud* 
If  I  be  he :  O  falseness,  did  I  for  this. 
In  single  opposition  hand  to  hand, 
Hazard  my  roval.  blood  for  thee  to  be 
My  greatest  shame,  the  scandal^  of  rav- blood. 
Whilst  rumour  crowns  me  king  of  infamy  f 
But  I  will  he  revenged  :  watch,  gentle  lord, 
WheiL  neit  I SM  thora^  th^  ^heil  taste  of  deaih; 
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Socb  pow&  hath  baseness  over  f^reat  defame, 
That  mpoarchs  cannot  cover  their  own  shame. 

(jBjrirCrtUcs. 
S^.  My  fM  yit  iftMs  tk  tra«  ]^portioa, 
And  I  do  see  an  even  way  to  ratek 
A  ffown,  like  a  bold  chamfHon,  bids  Me  oiK 
And  fame  shall  chronicle  mine  enterprize : 
The  queen  being  t!ead,  I  must  Oj^pose  niyself 
Afainst  her  tyrant  husband,  that's  my  claim, 
AjmI  tritfl  Htftm^  CiMfHige  MNid  tlw  slUok  «t  war: 
If  of  mvsell'  I  can  wichtiami  the  king^ 
IliM  ail  tha  land  will  Amk  auto  Miae  i^ ;  If  kiot, 
The  king  is  God*s  anointed,  my  head  fito  tin 

block, 
A«d  fh«^s  the  wdfW:  y«t  fatotv  tkn^s  will  tall, 
I  sunk  net  stighdyi  ibt*  a  crown  I  fMk 

[BbH  finma. 

JSafer  Mechant  and  a  Guard  (f  Watckmln, 

Bieek,  €«*ia  wav  my  Hiast)ers»  yon  knoar  the 
tenor  of  the  km\C»  codiOMnd, 
And  wlMt  in  this  gt;eat  basiness  yon  muit  do^ 
WbiDh  is  to  k«e(t  him  sai^,  and  not  vooohtafe 
That  ahiy  creature  speak  or  visit  him, 
ra  IMS  babtoQg^  to  die  pnnem:e  of  the  kmg. 
You  must  not  start  for  bounty,  nor  for  threats, 
No  though  he  say  he  is  a  nobleman, 
^s  it  may  be,  be  may  prove  mighty  bem. 
Yet  what  for  that?  you  must  perform  youroflke. 
Or  elfltt  exp«ct  to  taste  sharp  punishment. 

1  W^ck,  Tat,  fear  not,  my  lord,  we  that  haVfe 
had  Cerberus*  o&ee  so  many  years  ailder  a  gatd, 
am  not  to  le*ni  now  to  play  eitbar  dtivihi  or  ty- 
rants; let  us  but  see  him,  and  thc«  tike  no  care 
for  his  safety. 

t  W^dk.  Nay,  be  shall  be  pat  iata  safe  kee^ 
il(,  ler  my  wife  shall  take  chaiga  of  him. 

Enter  ALPHonao  in  the  Orator't  clothes. 

Meek.  Tis  well  devised,  see  whera  he  comes; 
Be  may  not  see  my  ptiesence ;  think  uprnft, 
Ynar  dmtge  is  trosty,  and  tif  mighty  weighL 
Firewell.  [Exit  Mechant. 

1  Watch,  Fear  not*  tome,  my  hean%  cbm- 
pass  him  about,  and  seitt^  on  him  all  at  once,  like 
so  many  ravens  on  a  dead  horse. 

Alph,  Now   an  eternal  shsep^  an  Apoplex,  a 
BWoOn, 
9mtt  eti  tlieir  senses,  who  in  this  disgmsa 
Shall  view  or  note  my  vile  deformity  ! 
I  WM  bewitched  by  spelts  to  my  misfortune, 
Or  else  star-crossed  with  some  bagfs  heilishness. 
Sara  1  wt^d  my  pray«rs> med  or  my  rightside, 
Washed  hands  and  eyes,  pot  on  my  girdle  last; 
Sure  I  met  no  spiea-foottd  baker. 
No  hare  did  crOSS  me,  nor  no  bearded  witch-. 
Nor  other  ominous  sign.    O  then  why 
Slieuld  I  be  thus  damned  in  the  devil's  nets? 
Is*t  possible  this  habit  that  t  wear 
Should  become  any  man  ?  nuw  of  my  soul^ 
I  loath  to  see  my^lf,  and  wiliingly 
I  would  even  vomit  at  my  countenance. 
1  Watch.  Stand,  sir,  we  arrest  you. 
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Alpk.  Arrelt  aie !  wlqr  I  iajuti  no  ami  but 
myself, 

S  Watch.  roa*re  the  more  unkiAd ;  he  that 
wreags  hiratfelf  will  not  Itick  to  wrong  the  wiioie 
woridalso. 

1  Wuick.  N*y  strive  aoti  f»r  we  arrest  you, 
by  virtue  ^  the  king's  Commission. 

Alph.  WeH,  my  antoters,  be  careful,  you  may 
mistake  tttt, 

2  Watch.  Indeed  it  is  no  marvel,  yon  are  so  lik^ 
other  man. 

Alph,  indeed  at  this  time  I  am  hardly  like  one 
of  God's  making. 

1  Watch*  Faith,  and  I  am  sore  yon  are  ao  man 
of  a  good  tailar's  makings  ytni  are  biit  pieced*^ 
work. 

J^.  Well,  yet  I  may  hap  ta  prove  a  noble- 


9  Watch.  A  \«rhorenlattar,or  an  nntbriO ;  away 
with  him»  and  let  aa=maii*oatechise  him,  upon  pain 
of  my  dicpleatura.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  the  Duhe^  EMtz  alone. 

Epire  Halloo  tba  chariot- whe^s  <if  my  dear 
plotsy 
And  bear  mine  ends  to  their  desired  marks. 
As  yet  there's  not  a  mb  of  wit,  a  gulf  of  thought, 
No  rocky  miseonstraction,  thorny  maze, 
Or  other  Ket  of  any  doabtfohiess  : 
As  yet  thy  way  is  smooth  and  plain, 
like  the  green  ocean  m  a  silent  calm. 
Blessed  credulity,  thou  great  Ood  of  error. 
That  art  the  strorig  foundation  of  hug^  wrongs, 
To  thee  givt  I  my  mws  aatl  sacrifice ; 
By  thy  great  deity  he  doth  believe 
Falseh(lod^  that  falsahood's  self  could  not  invent, 
And  from  that  misbelief  doth  draw  a  course 
To  overwbebn  even  vtitoe,  truth,  aad  sanctity. 
Let  him  goon,  blest  Stars !  His  meet  he  faH, 
Whose  WindfoM  jadgment  hath  no  guide  at  nil. 
Bat  O  these  shadows  have  bewitched  long. 
To  threat  aad  not  to  do^  doth  malice  wrong. 
And  see,  here  oowes  tkfe  queen. 

Enter  the  Queen,  Mariana,  and  olhtr  Ladies. 

Qaei^  My  lord  the  Duke,  year  presence  and 
my  wish 
Jump  in  an  even  line  together ;  come,  we  must  to 

cards, 
J  have  some  crowns  I  needs  mast  lose  to  you. 
Epire.  I  hambly  beseech  your  highness  par- 
don me, 
I  have  important  business  of  the  king's. 
Which  doth  command  mine  instant  diligence. 
JIan  Brother^  indeed  yea  shall  attend  the 
queen ; 
Another  time  will  serve  those  state  dispatches. 
Epire.  Sister,  content  you,  the  affairs  of  state 
Must  give  their  best  attendance  on  the  times; 
And  great  occurreuts  must  not  lose  their  minutes. 
Mar.  Now  I'll  fitand  to  it,  that  to  be  a  states* 
man  or  a  lawyer  is  to  be  of  the  most  thankless 
U 
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occupation  that  ever  was  derived  from  human  in- 
vention. 

Queen,  Why,  I  pray  thee, wench? 

Mar.  Because  thejr  bestow  all  the  laborious 
toil  of  the  mind  until  they  be  forty,  that  they 
may  live  imprisoned  in  a  study-chamber  till  they 
be  fourscore,  only  for  this  world's  maronaon,  a 
great  name  and  riches,  which,  like  a  string  be- 
tween a  galley-slave's  legs,  is  the  only  ease  of 
their  fetters. 

M  Queen.  A  notable  construction  of  a  noble  la- 
bour :  but  shall  we  not  have  your  company^  my 
lord? 

Epire,  My  service,  madam,  but  my  presence 
the  king  hath  employed ;  only  if  you  please,  I 
will  send  Prince  Phy lodes  to  your  majesty. 

Queen,  No  creature  better;   for  his  skill  in 
play 
Is  equal  with  our  knowledge.    Good  mv  lord. 
Send  him  to  my  privy-chamber  presently. 

[Exeunt  Queen,  Mariana,  &c. 

Enter  Phtlocles. 

^nre,  I  will,  and  send  affliction  after  him ; 
And  see  where  he  comes :  my  lord,  your  presence 

hath 
Saved  me  much  labour,  and  a  little  care. 
I  was  in  quest  for  your  fair  company; 
The  queen,  my  lord,  intreats  jou  earnestly 
You  will  attend  her  in  her  pnvy-chamber. 
Phf,  Unto  what  end  ? 

Epire.  Only  to  waste  some  time  at  cards  with 
her; 
The  lazy  hours  slide  heavy  on  her  thoughts. 
Which  she  would  lose  with  some  for^tiulness. 
Fhy.  Faith,  and  play  ne*er  relished  worse 
within  my  thoughts ; 
I  know  not  how,  but  loaden  heaviness 
Draws  me  to  be  in  love  with  melancholy. 

Epire.  The  fitter  for  you  with  more  light  sports 
To  chase  that  blood-consumer  from  your  breast, 
Who  with  a  honey-poison  doth  devour, 
And  kill  the  very  life  of  livdihood. 

Phy.  *Tis  true,  and  therefore  bhall  your  counsd 
tutor  me : 
^here  is  her  majesty  ? 

Epirt,  Gone  to  her  privy-chamber,  where  she 

doth  expect  you. 
Fluf,  i  will  attend  her  presently. 

J  Exit  Phtlocles. 
thee  to  thy  grave, 
Poor  shallow  losd,  by  much  too  virtuous. 
Jlo,  who's  witfiMi  .there  ? 


Enter  Flosio. 

Flo.  Your  grace's  pleasure? 

Epire.  Go  tell  his  majesty  that  I  most  speak 

with  him. 
Flo.  I  go.  [Exiti 

Enter  tdqft  to  Cardij  the  Queen  and  PttT- 

LOCLES. 

Queen.  Come,  my  lord,  take  your  place;  here 
are  cards,  and  here  are  my  crowns. 

Fky,  And  here  are  mane;  at  what  game  will 
your  majesty  plav  ? 

Queen.  ^^^  At  iSlount-saint. 

Ffy.  A  royal  game,  and  worthy  of  tho  name, 
Apd  meetest  even  for  saints  to  eaerdse : 
Sure  it  was  of  a  woman's  first  invention. 

Queen.  It  is  not  saint,  but  cent,  taken  from 
hundreds. 

Fky.  True,  for  'mongst  millions  hardly  is  found 
one  saint. 

Queen.  Indeed  you  may  allow  a  double  game ; 
But  come,  lift  for  the  desiiag ;  it  is  my  chimce  to 
deal. 

Phy.  An  action  most,  most  proper  to  your  sex. 

Enter  CrPRts. 

Cyp,  How  now,  my  waking  dragon,  thoa  whose 
eyes 
Do  never  fall  or  dose  through  Lethean  sleep ; 
What,  is  there  a  Hercules  that  dare  to  touch. 
Or  enter  the  Hesperian ''  rosaries? 

Epire.  Speak  softly,  gentle  lord ;  behold,  be- 
hold. 
The  silly  birds  are  tangled  in  your  snare. 
And  have  no  way  to  'scape  vour  punishment : 
See  how  her  eyes  do  court  him,  and  his  looks  pay 

to  her 
Love  a  double  interest.    Fie,  ^e,  they  are  to 
blame. 
Queen.  What  are  you,  my  lord  ? 
Phy.  Your  highness'  servant,  but  misfortune's 

slave. 
Queen.  Your  game,  1  mean. 
Pky.  Notliing  in  show,  yet  somewhat  in  ac- 
count; 
Madam,  I  am  blank. 

Queen,  You  are  a  double  game,  and  I  am  no 
less ;  there's  an  hundred,  and  all  cards  made  but 
one  knave. 
Epire.  Mark  that,  of  my  life  she  means  your 

majesty. 
Cyp.  True,  I  know  she  holds  me  as  her  variety 


3^  J_t  Mount-'taint.^-TMB  fame  is  often  mentioned  in  onr  ancient  writen,  and  what  Immediately  fol* 
lowf  sufficiently  explains  the  nature  of  it.    See  also  Note  12  to  2 he  Wits,  Vol.  I.  p.  1^. 
''  i7Mtart«s— Places  where  niiei  grow  in  great  abundance. 
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And  tbat  I  mm  imperfect  in  her  game; 
But  mj  revenge  shall  gire  me  better  place, 
Beimd  the  hii^  of  her  foal  impudence. 

£pire.  Naj,  good  mj  lord,  obaenre,  thej  will 

confirm  you  better. 
Qtt^en.  What's  your  game  now  ? 
Pily.  Four  kings,  as  I  imagine. 
Qwien.  Nay,  I  have  two,  yet  one  doth  me  little 

good. 
Pky.  Indeed,  mine  are  two  queens,  and  one 

111  throw  awa^. 
Epir^  Doth  your  majesty  mark  that  ? 
Tou  are  the  king  that  she  is  weary  of, 
Aad  my  nsler  the  queen  that  he  will  cast  away, 
P^.  Can  you  ^  decard,  madam  ? 
Hmeen,  HutUy,  but  I  must  do  hurt. 
Pky,  But  spare  not  any  to  confirm  your  game. 
Epirc  Would  you  have  more  pkun  proof  of 
their  foul  treason  ? 
Ihey  do  not  plot  your  tnghness'  death  alone. 
C|fp.  But  others  whidi  they  think  depend  on 

me. 
Epire,  MTself,and  those  which  do  you  services : 
They  are  bloody-minded ;  yet  for  myself. 
Were  it  not  for  your  safety,  1  could  wish 
Too  would  remit,  and  blot  these  errors  out, 
In  hope  that  time  would  bring  them  to  more 
rirtue. 
Cyp,  O  then  thou  didst  not  love  me,  nor  thy 
faith 
Took  bold  upon  my  scandals;  &e^  Tm  mad. 
Shamed  and  disgraced,  all  wit-stung  wisdomless. 
Witldn  there,  ho ! 

Enter  Florio. 

Ih.  Did  your  majesty  call? 

C^.  Go  instantly, — nay  do  not  look  sad  or  pale. 
Neither  dispute  with  me,  nor  with  my  thoughts; 
But  as  thou  lovest  thy  life,  effect  my  will,— 
Call  all  my  guard,  ascend  the  queen's  privy- 
mmbery 


And  in  my  name  arrest  her  and  prince  Phylocles 

of  treason. 
Make  no  delay,  but  in  thy  diligence 
^whow  thou  dost  respect  me:  arrested  once. 
Convey  them  unto  straitest  prison :  away. 

_  ,     ^        .  [^'"^  Florid. 

I'or  you,  my  lord,  go  instantly  prepare, 
And  summon  all  the  princes  or  oor  land 
Unto  an  instant  parliament,  where  we 
Will  have  them  both  condemned  immediately. 
Without  their  answers,  plaints,  or  pitiousnessl  * 
Since  women's  tears  do  blunt  revenge's  sword, 
I  will  not  see,  nor  hear  them  speak  one  word. 

[Exeunt  Cypkus  and  Epire. 

Enter  Florio,  and  a  Guard  aloft,  to  the  Queer 
and  Phylocles. 

Flo.  Madam,  and  prince  Phylocles,  in  the  king's 
name  I  arrest  yon  both  of  high-treason. 
PAy.  He  lyes  that  saith  I  ever  knew  the  word. 
Queen,  I  pray  thee  do  not  afifright  me,  gentle 
lord; 
Thy  words  do  carry  death  even  in  their  sound. 

Flo,  Madam,  I  am  most  sorry  'tis  my  fortune ; 
But  what  I  do  is  by  the  king's  commisuon. 
Queen.  Whence  is  that  warrant  grounded,  or 

what's  our  treason? 
Flo.  I  am  his  instrument,  but  not  his  coun- 
sellor. 
P^.  Biadam,  be  patient ;  that  we  do  not  know 
We  have  no  cause  to  grieve  at.  As  for  envy's  toil. 
Let  her  even  break  her  own  gall  with  desir^ 
Our  innocence  is  our  prevention. 
Be  cheerful,  madam,  'tis  but  some  villain's  sound, 
Made  only  to  amaze,  not  to  confound. 
And  what  must  we  do,  my  lord  ? 

Flo.  To  prison  are  the  words  of  my  commisp 

sion. 
Phif.  Then  lead  the  way;  he  hath  of  grief  no 
sense. 
Whose  consdenoe  doth  not  know  of  his  offence. 


ACT  V. 


SCENB  I. 
Snifir  at  one  Door  £p|RE,  at  another  Mariana. 

Epire.  How  now,  mad  nster,  your  dear  love  is 
condenme^l ; 
A  sweet  adulterer. 
Hot.  How  !  condemned  before  their  trial  ? 
Epire.  No,  they  were  condemned  by  act  of 

parliament. 
Mar.  I  do  not  hold  thee,  brother,  for  a  qoan, 
For  it  is  reasonless  to  mock  calamity : 


If  lie  die  innocent,  thrice  happy  sodI  ; 
If  guilty,  weep  that  man  should  so  transgress : 
Nature  of  reason  thus  much  doth  importune, 
Man  should  iMrtake  in  grief  with  man's  misfor^ 

tune, 
Epire.  For  him  if  e'er  mine  eyes  weep,  may 

they  drop  out. 
And  leave  my  body  blinder  than  my  sense : 
Pity  my  foe,  the  ruin  of  my  house. 
My  valour's  scandal,  and  mine  honour's  poison  ! 
No,  let  him  fall,  for  blood  must  still  quench  lust, 
Law  hath  condemned  him,  then  his  death  is  just. 


'*  Pt^ard.'^u  c.  throw  away  a  card.    S. 
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Mar.  SpU  mif  that  ouMistef  emry,  it  compl* 

And  mildly  hear  wfi  antwer  for  my  fc>re* 
What  dU  ha  'gainst  vou  wat  not  boiMurable^ 
Which  you  'gaiuit  him  would  not  have  gladly 
done?  .       ,     * 

Will  you  hale  him  for  aotmg^vr  owo  thoogbtai 
Can  ii  be  Ui  in  hiin,  yet  good  m  yoo  ^ 
Let  reason  we^  ihisdi6feranoa,  then  yoirtl  Md 
Hi^  honour  poizei  down  hit  infamy. 
Epire.  Canst  thou  kovf  him  that  biought  thee 

to  thy  death  f 
Mar.  No»  tike  a  God,  he  made  na  with  hia 

bMath. 
EpirC'  Did  he  not  win  tl^  lore,  an^l  tl^eo  reject 

thee? 
Mar.  Hih  honour,  not  his  tove,  doth  now  ne- 
glect me. 
Epire.  Foad  mai4  thy  fooibh  (btaga  dotk 

miatake  htm. 
j||iir<  IMI  sM^  have  ateaByi  eisa  ^  wili  totmke 

him. 
JBpirg.  FareweU»  then,  iisler,  fntad  to  my 
gmaiest  foe, 
Iterengo  fttriluM  baapt  being  eaded  with  one  blow. 

fExU  £»uiE. 
Mar,  Prevention,  thou  best  midartfe  lo  mia- 
fortunt, 
Unfold  this  u^ly  monster*s  treacheiv ; 
And  let  his  birth  be  ominous,  struck  dead, 

Ere  it  have  being  in  this  open  worki 
[)ve  oommaods  oatMie ;  brother,  pardon  me, 
Thine  envy  dies  bfr  my  lov^^  liberty. 

JnTfa^upi),  heart  of  wit,  poss^as  my  bpun, 
'or  treason  ta  to  treason  bee  own  bane. 
And  you,  bright  heaven»»  now  aid  me  in  m?  plota, 
Th^t  truth  may  shine  thmugh  ralsehpod's  lepoot^ 

spots; 
My  life  TU  hazaixl  to  redeefn  my  bve. 
Firm  constancy,  like  rocks,  can  never  move. 
Bfi  bold  then,  maiden-heart,  in  has  defao^xi; 
He  saved  thy  life,  thy  life's  his  recompence » 
My  wit  and  hopes  have  furnished  roe  with  all 
The  helps  of  art  to  bring  forth  treason's  fall. 
Now   to  the  means;  some  say  that  gold  bath 

poweff 
To  eater  without  ioroe  a  amku.  tower; 
And  I'll  try  tb^t,  which  li  it  take  fast  hojd, 
171  never  biaqie  them  more  that  doat  ongokL 
Ilo,  who's  within  there  ? 

Enter  Jqilor* 

Jail  Who  oalU?  ^bat  would  yoa  have?  I 
thought  you  w^e  a  woman,  you  were  sahauy : 
O,  luadam,  is  it  you  ?  I  cry  yon  mercy. 

JMaf .  My  gri^  speaks  loud,  sir,  and  my  swift 
desire 


O'er-niles  my  tongue,  nakea  it  keep  tina.  w'uh 

*o«gh»; 
I  long  to  see  a^pvisonei  in  this  illvbailt  bouse. 
3w^  What  prisoneis  madam  f 
Mar,  The  worthy  prinoe;  the  fbroous  Phylo- 

cles. 
Jail  Madam,  i  d^^  aot,  without  espeda)  \ 


Mar.  I  have  my  brother's  strong  oanmission ; 
ImM,  theaa  is  gold; 

Jail.  Tliis  golden  calf  is  an  eiceHcnt  idol,  and 
few  of  my  profession  but  serves  it  t  this  dumb 
god  gives  toagoe  t»  ali  men,  wit  lo  all  niea,  ho» 
nour  ta  any  maa,  but  honesty  io^  no.  man  1  aad 
therefore  as  for  boaasty  I  mean  not  to  deal  with 
so  dear  a  comanodityvbut  leanre  ife  (amy  better: 
madam,  those  stairs  direct  you  to.  1^  loagiafQ. 

Alar.  I  tbaqk  yov,  sir.  [£ju^  Mabjava. 

JuiL  This  is  a  wortlr^  lady,  ta  give  thus  much 
for  th^  base  sight  of  a  mam  in  afflictioa  :  if  he 
were  as  liberty,  it  were  nothing;  but  being  aa  it 
is,  it  is  most  bountiful :  but  it  may  be  it  is  for  the 
past  hours  of  former  reereabon.  Weli^  let  it  be 
what  it  ahalt  be,  I  am  sure  it  was  not  that  i  shpuki 
liold  this  dispiitatioas  but  sae^  here  she  oomes 
again. 

Enter  Phtlocles  in  Marian4*s  Mtire^  and 

Maaiawa  in  Aijs. 
Phy,  Madam,  my  soul  cannot  consent  to  leave 
Your  lifo  in  this  great  haxard,  nor  oim  death 
Carry  such  ugly  shape,  as  doth  the  thought ' 
That  you  are  left  in  this  extreinity : 
Indeed  I  will  not  le^i^e  yoilr 

Mar,  Will  you  grow  road?  what,  shall  your 
nobler  spirit^ 
Whipb  is  the  school  of  wisdom,  grow  so ''  ffft^ 
Aa  to  revolt  irom  alf  our  happiness^ 
Our  plots  yoQ  know,  and  how  to  manage  cares^ 
Who4e  true  events  have  true  proportions; 
Then,  dear  lord,  rest  resolved,  the  jailor  over- 
hears ; 
Live  you  with  safety. — Most  worthy  maid,  fare- 
well. 
Piy.  Farewell,  fair  prince;    thanks,  master 
jailor,  and  a  kind  commend. 

Jaii,  As  much  uato  your  ladyship.  So  now 
I'll  lock  Q^  doors. 

[Exeunt  Mariaka,  Patlocles,  and  Jailor. 

Enter  Cyprvs,  Mechant,  Florio,  and 
Attendants. 

Cyp.  I&ouc  coDraiissiMi,  at  we  gave  in  charge, 
Delivered  o'er  to  the  conrigidors? 

Mech.  It  is,  and  with  sticn  stxictnesaaod  advice, 
For  speedy  execution  of  the  same. 
That  by  this  timel  know  they  areijt  the  way 


"  Fwi(f.--Foolish.    See  Note  16  (0  The  Second  Part  of  the  HoneH  Whore,  Yol.  I.  p.  668, 
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Of  death  dotl^  nw.  o^^Qi^  bje  lato9(  inwq»>t> 
Cjey.  lift  w#U;.  <w  ul),  ib^  <fcnu»gW<g  livwi 
^(K^e  6iid| 
There  qw  no  OQA^tt«i^piipfo«y  ch^Hgl^ 
Or  aught  save  miaphief  k«^  me  oo«)|H|i^» 
Why  w^  I  ^fiiti^  tl^is  iffMiff^r 
Aii4laNir4(f««!^h9^  Awtivie?  jT^^flMBteM 
Abpve  th|^  (evi4.  of  t^  MuilgiM>  si^  r 
O  it  is  hi|i(  ^  l(9t  i9«»  kiW«<!  thMS  murb^ 
That  thtm  wh^Ue  vi^  t^  qi^eit  graves 
Wer«  at  th^  tii^s^  t««  f<?m«?*8,  glorique  «lave«> 
But  see,  here  comes  my  shame.. 

Snter  Corrigidon,  Qu^en,  a^d  Ma&iaka,  dU- 
guifcd  tike  Phxloclss,  b<ft^  bound,  and,  a 
JhtardqfHbBerttywith  the  EaeecutiQner, 

Queen.  %  cMf«t  ias4 1 

^)^  P^^  and  mpf«t[  «#  00^  iMciviQitf 
woman ! 
Thj  tears  are  like  the  tears  of  ccoAodilee. 
See  how  I  s^  w»f|  a^a  Bffim%  ^  plaints» 
And  glue  mine  andersamding  from  thy  charms. 
Nay,  call  on  hnn  tho»  hast  offended  most; 
9ilar<9  fulfill  m^  fMi«  iiwne  than  cmetey. 

OmW*-  Mjt  deate^l  dvead^  my  hest  beeft  tovt-i 

Whom  I  have  ne'ei  9ffiiii4»d,  bud  f^lkzeal 
A,«4  omnft^.lMve^  lpy»l  aa^hoiiouffahle. 
Vouchsafe  me,  though  a  queen,  a  sol^^^'s  right, 
4fi4  Wft  wrknov  for  whal «0cmoel  perish. 

C^i^  for  Ihine  a(iliilifBaf»  apd  mDOfttrouB  last, 
$h»meAik  m4  gvo^e,  andi  most  iiMaiwBaUe* 

Cyp.  Oorself,  and  our  own  tou^  thai  have  be- 
Md 
Your  vile  and  most  lascivious  ^  ■apttigos. 
Jlf<Mr.  O  Um  mjK  tongue  wmiW  aofr  httcaj  my 
Itnavkdge  I- 
Then  vould  I  amaae  theMi  all  wkk  miae  asseiv 
ti«Mk 

lladam»  ehalkag^  the  W^ 

Queen,  My  gracious  lord,  since  tio  d^^rt  in  me 
Can  vMfii  your  belMf,.  age  ihalyoiice]^^ 
Can  rightigr  JHidge  mj  pupe  op»pknnoii ; 
Yeti  aayoAT  to»dmaid  let  «e  b^  c)»e  right, 
Due  unco  wretches  from  eur  counlry'b  laws. 

G^  The  teeure  of  ihe  lam  you.  do  demand? 

dmph  Tba*  ia  th^  ea«e  el  slander^  uthene  the 
proof 
Proceeds  as  much  fKom.eiwry  m  foott  truth, 
We  are  allowed  ourohMnpiou&lP.defend 
Oqr  inaoc^nceb  wiy),ac«eUrOfd(|re4  swoed. 

Cyp.  I  look'd  for  this  objection,  and  ajlow  it. 
Nor  ain  I  unprovided  for  your  best 
And  strongest  hope  in  any  victory : 
Lords,  attend  in  my  champion. 


Here  ihe  Npbkm^  goforth^  and  bring  in  the 
Duke  of  Epike  like  a  Combatant. 

Quepm  WiU;re«»  m^  Iqgd^  uppvofe  tb^kingV 

asseitioA? 
Epm*.  Ma4«m>  akhouglh  against  the  aatwe  ef 
«^<  spirit. 
And  mjr  ^  autv^  heuud  toyour  aUegiaBoe, 
YeiUfftut,  comipeUedby  duty  aod  by  truths 
I  must  of  ftN»e  heeome  5(on«opposite» 
QmmKlhon  Ut  m  tpuu  Ilalnn,  nor  tiue gen- 
tleman. 
Thus  to  ooufouod  the  glory  of  ihy  judgmeut. 
Hath,  not  ibat  a«Dwh£hi>awisannfdagainalme» 
Thi0  vatouff,  spirit,. judgmert^  and  that  woeth. 
Which  oul^  BMkes  yeu  wxntby,  stood  t^  approve* 
.More  tli^  myself  wiU  chaileage  lo  my  virtues  f 
Apd  are'  yeu  noav  basely  tusned  retrograde  f 
Well,.  I  pciroeive  there'9  nought  in>  you  but  spleeu^ 
And  timers  observance,  still  to  hold  the  best : 
SliU  I  demand  the  kw. 

€yjK  And  you  shaUhwe  it  in  the  amplest  maa- 
ner. 
Sound  coraeti. 

^ere  the  Cornets  tound  thric^  and  at  the  third 
sound  enien  P&yloc;l£3^  disguited  tike  a  Com" 
batant. 

Flo.  There  is  a  combatant  on  the  defendaat% 
part; 
Your  maksty's  pleasure* 

"  pi..  6ive  him  his  oath  according  to  the  laws. 
Are  the  fair  ends  of  thiayour  watJike  pos- 
tuse^^ 

To.  prosia  the  innocence  of  these  two  oondemn'd  ? 
So  help  im  Jovml 
F^  Theyaiew 
Cyp.  Then  give  the  wailika  signal  to  the  fi^t 

Berc  th4i  Combat  beiai^  fjenutht,  Phti.ocli;3  ao^ft* 
comet  the  Suke, 

Fhy.  Thott  art  my  shive,  either  conlte  or  diet. 
j^pire.]>idst  thou^speak  urue,  i  would  not  sound 
a  word 
To.  save  the  world  fMMa  oinders ,-  yet  that  thou 

ma/st 
With,  mote'  oesohred  fury  murder  me^ 
This  I  confess;  'twas  I  that  only  stirred, 
Out  of  strong  falsehood's  hate  and  jealousy, 
JThe  kinffs  eteroal  wmth,  and  made  him  think 
UAtvuths,  that  even-  untruth  would  not  euggest : 
And  aH  my  matica  sprung  from  that  prince  Phy 
lodes. 
Thy.  No^  'twas  from  me,  that  still  am  Phylodes. 
Cyp.  My  PhylocleA  ojy  qufifioil.  O  douUe  par- 
don me, 
My  jealousy,  liis  envy,  and  your  virtueSi 


^  Pattegei.-^'u  e.  what  hath  passed  between  you*    See  Notes  of  Dr  Johnson  and  Mr  Steevens  to 
JlVt  well  that  ends  wtlly  A.  K  S.  I. 
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Aro  sprung  from  such  impfttiept  contrariei, 
I  cannot  reconcile  them;  yet  O  pardon  me; 
My  faith  in  life  shall  make  you  recompence^ 
For  thee,  rare  Variana,  thou  hasjt  wrciogbt 
J^  work  of  nohle  constant  magnitude. 
As  for  this  monster,  this  my  tempting  devil, 
^hose  forfeit  life  is  witness  to  his  shame, 
I  give  his  Kfe  and  fortunes  to  the  queen. 
She,  whom  his  malice  woul3  havehrougbt  to  death, 
Shall  now  be  judge  and  juror  of  his  breath. 

Mar.  In  which  oommissioB,  madam,  let  it  be  in- 
roll'd, 
He  is  my  brodier  and  m)r  best  of  blood. 

Queen,  And  only  that  is  charter  for  his  life : 
live,  enviouslord,  more  emriousthan  thoo'rt  great, 
live  to  lament  U^  worst  of  wretchedness, 
live  to  repent,  since  this  I  certain  know. 
Thine  own  galled  conscience  will  be  thy  worst  woe. 

Enter  a  Guard  of  Watchmen  with  Alphonso. 

1  Watch,  Come,  bring  him  away,  thrust  him 
forwa^iit  though  favour  mod  a  great  purse  ^ere 
against  him. 

Cyp*  IIow  now,  what  tumult  have  we  there? 

S  Watch,  An't  please  your  majesty,  we  have 
brought  you  here  ''  a  slip,  a  piece  of  ftdse  coin ; 
one  that  is  neither  stampt  with  true  coiq  for  his 
excuse,  nor  with  good  clodies  for  his  redemp- 
tion. 

Cyp,  Alphonso  !  in  the  name  of  madness,  how 
comes  this  metamorphosis  ?  nay  sUnd  fqrth,  dis- 
course ;  if  thou  dost  Ive,  thou  art  mine  enemy.«Jt 

Mech,  Nay  more,  it  thou  stick  in  any  bog,  and 
by  a  trick  seek  to  wind  out,  I  will  discover  you. 

Alph,  This  conjuration,  believe  it,  mv  lord, 
shall  make  me  leap  out  of  all  fetters,  and  brief- 
ly thus :  1  have  long  time  loved  the  fair  wife  of 
the  orator ;  and  himng  no  opportunity  but  his 
absence  at  the  senate,  I  took  that  season :  he, 
out  of  negligence^  omitting  his  papers,  returned 
unseasonably,  found  me  insufficiently,  and  forced 
to  take  sanctufry  strangely,  which  however  I  pur- 
chased, yet  h^  found  mine  apparel,  and,  mistaken 
in  the  tenure,  reached  it  presently,  put  it  on  im- 
mediately ;  and  now  in  the  senata^house  is  plead- 
ing it  seriously. 

Cyp.  I  cannot  blame  him,  you  having  got  so 
mucn  within  his  inward  garment. 

Meek,  Of  all  which,  my  lord,  I  being  Cm  a  strict 
conceit)  a  bawdy  witness ;  and  having  both  from 
the  orator's  scorns  and  delays  received  many  in- 
dignities; thought  by  thia  (usoovery  to  cry  quit- 
tance with  my  proud  enemy. 


Cyp,  And  yon  have  amply  done  it;  yet  tbis  jest 
So  perfect  doth  deserve  more  memory, 
norio^  go  bid  the  orator  attend  ns  presently. 

[Snt  Flokio. 
And  now  to  you,  Drap  and  Veloups,  I  did 
Refer  you  long  since  to  the  orator. 
Yet  I  note  voor  attention :  come,  there  is 
Some  too  clote-fisted  hardness  in  your  bcwts; 
Yon  gripe  too  hard,  your  bribes  wUl  not  disburse; 
Come  tell  me  truly,  as  yoo  look  for  heaven, 
What  must  vou  pay  for  yoor  dispatches  ? 
Drtqp  and  VeL  A  thoosand  crowns  we  o£ferVi 

wiliinflv. 
Cyp,  And  mil  your  suit  avail  with  such  di»» 

bursement? 
Drap  and  VeL  It  will,  and  we  most  richly  pap 

tisiied. 
Cypi  WeHl  see  the  business  perfected. 
X/ropofu^rdl  With  all  our  hearts,  and  befidl 
joy'd  thereat; 
Here  are  the  crowns. 
Cyp,  Yon  shall  have  your  dispatches. 

^nter  Pratk  and  Flobio. 

See,  here  comes  the  orator.  Prate,  come  hither  ; 
These  gentlemen,  whom  long  since  I  referred 
To  your  dispatches,  are  yet  unsatisfied. 
Prate,  Alas,  my  lord,  the  state-— -« 
Cyp.  I  know  employs  you,  yet  there's  many  mi- 
nutes 
May  give  your  best  cares  leisure :  come,  there  is 
Some  odd  disburse,  some  bribe,  some  gratulance, 
Which  makes  you  lock  up  leisure :  come  tell  true. 
What  bribe  must  they  give,  what  is  your  utmost 
price? 
Trate,  But  five  hundred  crowns,  of  my  best 

omucience. 
Cvp,  Tut,  it  is  nothing  hold,  here^  the  coii^ 
AnoTet  them  have  their  patents  presently ; 
Or  look  to  lose  both  place  and  sovereignty^. 
Trate.  Lecions  of  devils  haunt  their  diligence ! 
Cyp,  Fie,  1  would  not  have  a  man  of  your  high' 
place^ 
Or  for  respect  of  wealth,  or  base  observance. 
In  smallest  tYaa^  thus  to  neglect  your  credit. 
Why  look  you,  mv  lords,  this  orator  is  not  like 

others  of  his  rank. 
Who,  from  their  gainish  and  fantastic  hunnours, 
Go  through  the  streets,  spotted  with  peacock'* 

plunges, 
Wearing  aU  colours,  laces,  broideries^ 
Sattins  and  silk,  so  antic  garnished. 
That  when  their  gowns  are  ofl^  you  cannot  find 


3'  A  slip,  a  piece  effalte  codi— See  Note  65  to  ^  Mad  World  my  Matters, 
Again,  in  Day's  Lmo  Tricks,  16()8,  A.  3  : 

*<  A  goilded  tUp  carryes  as  faire  a  show 
As  perfect  gold,  guilt  boooor  may  do  so. 
But  put  your  tUp  to  triall,  the  slight  gol4 
Is  soone  rubb*d  of." 
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In  Ital^  a  master  shaped  more  niot. 

Bat  this  feUow  Prate  here's  of  another  sort. 

Clothed  like  himself,  demure  and  soberly ; 

Najy  JOQ  sbdl  see  him  for  a  president. 

[Ungawns  the  Orator. 

Fmoo  of  mine  eye-si^t !  who  have  we  here  ? 

This  is  Alphonso^  theres  the  orator. 

Frate,  Heart  of  impatience,  I  am  then  a  cuc- 
kold! 

A  scorn,  a  by-word,  and  a  laughing  stock. 

What,  is  my  wife  tum'd  whm  ?  and  must  her 
depth 

Be  sounded  by  ^  the  plumbs  of  foreieners  ? 

Well,  the  revenge  that  I  will  take  for  this  my 
shame, 

Shall  make  all  whores  hereafter  dread  my  name. 
Cyp.  Not  for  thy  life,  not  for  my  love,  I  charge 
thee: 

Th?  wife  is  honest,  chaste,  and  virtuous ; 

Only  this  wanton  lord,  with  lust  and  coin, 


Hath  much  attempted,  but  prevailed  in  nought 
For  proof,  see  here  the  crowns  he  would  have 

given 
To  have  purchased  her  bed's  honour,  but  she 

would  not; 
Which  I  bestow  on  you  for  recompenoe. 
Therefore  as  thou  dost  hope  my  grace  to  find. 
So  to  thy  wife  be  loving,  gentle,  kind. 

Frate,  Your 'majesty  may  mould  me  to  your 

pleasure, 
Cyp.  I  thank  you,  and  will  quittance  it 
Now,  Mediant,  we  restore  you  to  your  lands, 
Your  honours  and  near  places,  neit  ourself : 
To  all  that  feel  distaste  m  any  sore, 
We  eive  to  cure  them  all  our  grace  and  favour. 
Thus  storms  bring  gentle  sun-shine;  and  our 

hands 
May,  after  shipwreck,  bring  us  to  safe  lands. 

[^Exeunt 
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George  WtL&ms,  like  many  other  mindr  poiti  qf  hit  time^  hath  had  na  memoriatt  concent' 
ing  him  trammitled  to  us.  He  wrote  no  play  alone^  except  thai  which  it  here  reprinted:  hut  he 
jmned  with  John  Day  and  William  Rowley,  in  **  The  Tratklt  of  the  Three  JlngUth  Brothert,  Sir 
Thomaty  Sir  Anthony,  and  Sir  Robert  Shirley,  an  Historical  Play,  printed  in  4to,  1607.**  He  wot 
alto  the  author  of  three  *  Miteriet  of  Barhary,  Plague,  Famine^  CiviU  Warre,  4to.  B.  £.  No 
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DRAMATIS  PERSONS. 


Sir  Francis  Ilford. 

Wentloe. 

Hartley. 

William  Scarborow 

Thomas  Scarborow, 

John  Scarborow, 

Sir  John  Uarcop. 

Lord  Falcon  BRIDGE. 

Sir  William  Scarborow. 

Doctor  Baxter, 

Gripe,  the  Usurer. 


I  Hit  Brotktrt. 


BuiUr: 
Ctown. 

Secretary. 
Steward. 
Page. 
Children. 

Clare,  Daughter  to  Sir  John  Harcap. 
Katherine,  Wife  to  William  Scarborow: 
Sitter  to  WiHiam  Scarborow. 


ACT  I. 


Dftfer  5t>  Francis  Ilforo,  Wentloe,  anc{  Bart- 
ley. 

Bart.  But  Frank,  Frank,  now  we  are  come  to 
the  house,  what  shall  we  make  to  be  our  busi- 
ness? 


lif.  Tut,  let  OS  be  impudent  enough,  and  good 
enough. 

Went.  We  have  no  acquaintance  here  but 
youni:  Scarborow. 

Ilf.  How,  no  acquaintance  ?  Anj^ls  guard  me 
from  thy  company.    I  tell  thee,  Wentloe,  thou  art 


"  "  This  Comedy  (as  Lancbaine  improperly  calif  It)  has  been  a  great  part  of  it  revived  by  Mrs  Bebn, 
^f^'^er  the  U{\c  of  rhc  Town  Fop,  or  Sir  Timothy  Tawdry.''  ,     ' 

-Catalogue  of  the  Library  of  John  Huttoo.    Sold  at  Essex-House,  176*,  p.  I«I. 
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not  mMrtby  to  wtar  'g^fc  tpart^  ckM  linea,  nor 
good  Hnfhoo 

Went  Vfhjy  for  God's  sake  ? 

I^.  Bj  this  handy  thoa  art  not  a  maa  fit  to 
tabJe  at  an  ordinary,  keep  knights  company  to 
bawdy-houses,  not  bmar  thy  tailor. 

Wemi.  Why,  then,  i  am  free  from  cheaters, 
clear  from  the  poi,  and  escape  curses. 

i^  Wi^y  dost  thou  think  there  is  any  Chris- 
tians in  the  world  ? 

WetU,  Aye,  and  Jews  too»  brokers,  puritans, 
and  Serjeants. 

lif.  Or  dost  thou  mean  to  beg  after  charity, 
that  goes  in  a  cold  suit  already,  that  thou  talkest 
thoa  hast  no  acquaintance  here  ?  I  tell  thee, 
Weatloe,  thou  lanst  not  live  on  this  side  of  the 
world,  feed  well,  ^  drink  tobacco^  and  be  hoooor^ 
ed  into  the  presence,  but  thou  must  be  ao(|uaint- 
ed  with  all  sorts  of  men ;  .^ye,  and  so  far  m  too, 
till  they  desire  to  be  more  acquainted  with  thee. 
Bart.  True,  and  then  you  shall  be  acoounted 
a  gallant  of  good  credit. 

Enter  Clown. 

I^.  But  stay,  here  is  a  scrape-trencher  arrived. 
How  aow,  'bine  bottle, are  you  of  the  house? 

Clown,  I  have  heard  of  many  black  jacks,  sir, 
bat  never  of  a  blue  botde. 

Ilf.  Well,  sir,  are  you  of  the  house  ? 

Clown.  No,  sir,  I  am  twenty  yards  without,  and 
the  boose  stands  without  me. 

Bart.  Prithee,  telfs  who  ^owes  this  building? 

Ciown.  He  that  dwells  in  it,  sir. 

Itf.  Who  dwells  in  it  then? 

Clown.  He  that  owes  it. 

i/^  What's  his  name? 

Clown.  I  was  none  of  his  god-father. 

Vf.  Does  -master  Scarborow  lie  here  ? 

Clown^  ni  give  you  a  rhime  for  that,  sir  t 
Sick  men  may  lie,  and  dead  men  in  their  graves, 
Few  else  do  lie  a-bed  at  noon,  but  drunkards, 
punks,  and  knaves. 

I^.  What  am  I  the  better  for  thy  answer  ? 

Clown.  What  am  I  the  better  for  thy  question  ? 


Hf.  Wlrr,nothtn§. 

Clown,  Why  then,  of  nothing 

Enter  Scarborow. 


nothing. 


Went.  'Sblood,  this  is  a  philosophical  fool. 
Clown.  Then  I,  that  am  a  fool  oy  art,  am  bet* 
ter  than  yon  tliat  are  fools  by  nature.         [&tV. 
Scar.  Gentlemen,  welcome  to  Yorkshire. 
Ilf.  And  well  encountered,  my  little  villiun  of 
fifteen  hundred  a-year.  'Sfoot,  what  makest  thou 
here  in  this  barren  soil  of  the  norths  when  ihy 
honest  friends  miss  thee  at  London  ? 

Scar.  Faith,  gallantsi  'tis  the  country  where  my 
father  lived,  where  first  I  saw  the  light,  and  where 
I  am  loved. 

Ilf.  Loved,  ave  at  courtiers  love  usurers,  aid 
that  is  just  as  long  as  they  lend  them  money.— 
Now  dare  I  lay — 

Went.  None  of  yoar  land,  good  knight,  for  that 
is  laid  to  mortgage  already. 

ly.  I  dare  lay  with  any  man  that  will  take  ma 
up. 

IFen/i  Who  list  to  have  a  lubberly  load. 
Iff.  Sirrah  wag,  this  rogue  was  son  and  hei> 
to  Antony  Now-now,  and  Bliod  Moon.  And  he 
roust  needs  be  ii  scurvy  masiciaa,  that  hath  two 
fiddlers  to  his  fathers :  but  tell  me  in  faith,  art 
thou  not,  nay  I  know  thou  art,  called  down  into 
the  countrjr  here  by  some  hoaty  knight  or  other, 
who,  knowing  thee  a  young  gentleman  of  goad 
parts,  and  a  great  living,  hath  desii^d  tbee  to  see 
some  pitiful  piece  of  his  workaMmabip>  a  daugh* 
ter  I  mean :  is  it  not  so  ? 

Scar.  About  some  such  preferment  I  came 
down. 

Lf.  PreferaMnt's  a  good  word :  And  when  do 
you  commence  into  the  cuckolds*  order,  the  pre- 
ferment you  speak  of  ?  '  whan  shall  we  have 
gloves :  when,  when  ? 

Scar,  Faith,  gallants^ 
I  have  been  guest  here  but  since  last  night. 

J  If.  Why,  and  that  is  time  enough  to  make  up 
a  dosen  marriages,  as  marriages  are  made  up  now 
ardays.    For  look  you»  sir,  Sasi  fatheri  according 


'  Oilt  ^7«rt.*<-These  were  maoag  the  articles  of  extravagance  in  which  the  youth  of  the  times  nued  to 
indulge  themselves.  They  are  mentioned  by  Feanor,  \n  Th»  Compter't  CommonweaUh^  1AI7,  p.  32.->« 
**  -*  thiakes  himself^  much  graced  (as  to  be  much  beholdiag  to  them)  as  m  be  entertained  aaioog  gal- 
lants, that  were  wrapt  up  in  sattin  suites,  cloakes  lined  with  velvet,  that  Mrorned  to  weare  any  other  then 
beaver  bats  and  gold  bands,  rich  swords  and  scarfes,  silke  stockings,  and  i^old-frii^ed  garters,  or  rustrt 
bootes  and  gitt  tpurrw^aioA  so  compleate  eape  ape,  that  he  almost  dares  take  his  corporal  oath  the  wor&t 
of  them  is  worth  (at  least)  a  thousaode  a  yeare,  when  heaven  knowes  the  best  of  them  all  fur  a  month* 
any,  sometimes  a  yeare  together,  have  their  pockets  worse  famished  then  Chandelor*8  boxes,  that  have 
nothing  but  twopences,  pence,  halfppence,  and  leaden  tokens  in  them." 

^  Drink  tobacco.^-^ee  Mote  38  to  the  Second  Fart  of  the  Honest  HP'Aors,  Vol.  I.  p.  586. 

'  Blue  6o«J^— Alluding  to  the  colour  of  the  habits  of  servants.  See  Note  8  to  the  Second  Part  of  the 
B^ne$t  fTkorty  Vol.  I.  p.  664. 

6  Ovet^l.  e.  owDS.    See  Note  27  to  Cornelia, 

1  IT  ken  tKaU  we  have  glaveu^A  custom  still  observed  at  weddings, 
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to  the  fashion,  beine  sure  joa  have  a  good  living, 
«nd  without  encumbrance,  comes  to  ^ou  thus : — 
takes  you  by  the  hand  thus — wipes  his  lung  beard 
thus— ^or  ti>rns  up  his  mustacho  thus — walks  some 
turn  or  two  thus— to  shew  his  comely  gravity 
thus — and  having  washed  bis  foul  mouth  thus — 
at  last  breaks  out  thus — 

Went.  O  God  !  let  us  hear  no  more  of  this ! 

Iff.  Master  Scarborow,  you  arc  a  young  gen- 
tleman; I  knew  your  father  well,  he  was  my 
worshipful  good  neighbour,  for  our  demeans  lay 
near  togetlier.  Then,  sir,  you  and  I  must  be  of 
more  near  acouaintance.  At  which,  you  must 
make  an  eruption  thus — O  God,  sweet  sir — 

Bart.  'Sfoot,  the  knight  would  have  made  an 
excellent  Zany,  in  an  Italian  comedy. 

Ilf.  Then  he  goes  forward  thus :— Sir,  myself 
am  lord  uf  some  thousand  a  year,  a  widower, 
(roaster  Scarborow,)  I  have  a  couple  of  young 
gentlewomen  to  my  daughters,  a  thousand  a-year 
will  do  well  divided  among  them ;  ha,  wilt  not, 
master  Scarborow  ? — At  wmch  you,  out  of  your 
education,  must  reply  thus, — the  portion  will  de- 
serve them  worthy  husbands:  on  which  tinder 
be  soon  takes  fire,  and  swears  you  are  the  man 
his  hopes  shot  at,  and  one  of  them  shall  be  yours. 

Went.  If  I  did  not  like  her,  should  he  swear 
to  the  devil,  I  would  make  him  forsworn. 

Ilf,  Then  putting  yon,  and  the  young  pugs  too, 
in  a  close  room  together— 

Went^  If  he  should  lie  with  her  there,  is  not 
the  father  partly  the  bawd  ? 

Ilf,  Where  the  young  puppet,  having  the  les- 
son before  from  the  old  fox,  gives  tlie  son  half  a 
dozen  warm  kisses,  which,  after  her  father's  oaths, 
takes  such  impression  in  thee,  thou  straight  call'st, 
by  Jesu,  mistress,  I  love  you : — when  she  has  the 
wit  to  ask,  but,  sir,  will  you  marry  me  ?  and  thou, 
in  thy  cock-sparrow  humour,  repliest,  Aye,  before 
God,  as  I  am  a  gentleman  will  I ;  which  the  fa- 
ther over-hearing;,  leaps  in,  takes  you  at  your 
word>  swears  he  is  glad  to  see  this;  nay,  he  will 
have  you  contraeted  straight,  and  for  a  need 
makes  ibe  priest  of  himseIR  . 

Thus  in  one  hottr,frfm  a  quiet  life, 

2'hou  art  tzcom  in  debt,  and  troubled  wkh  a  wife. 

Bart.  But  can  they  love  one  another  so  soon  ? 

Ilf.  Oh,  it  is  no  matter  now-a-dajfs  for  love ; 
'tis  well,  and  tbej(,  can  but  make  shift  to  lie  to- 
gether. 

Went.  But  will  your  ftither  do  this  too,  if  he 
know  the  gallant  breathes  himself  at  some  two  or 
three  bawdy  houses  in  a  morning  ? 

Ilf  Oh  the  sooner ;  for  that  and  the  land  to- 
gether, tell  the  old  lad,  he  will  know  the  better 
how  to  dc^  with  bis  daughter. 


The  wiu  and  ancient  fat  hers  know  this  ruk^ 
Should  both  wed  maids,  the  child  would  be  afooL 

Come,  wag,  if  thou  hast  gone  no  further  than  in- 
to the  ordinary  fashion,  meet,  see,  and  kiss,  give 
over :  marry  net  a  wife  to  have  a  hundred  plagues 
for  one  pleasure :  let's  to  London,  tliere's  variety ; 
and  change  of  pasture  makes  fat  calves. 

Scar.  But  change  of  women  bald  knaves,  sir 
knight. 

Iff'  Wag,  and  thou  beest  a  lover  but  three 
days,  thou  wilt  be  heartless,  sleepless,  witless, 
mad,  wretched,  miserable,  and  indeed  a  stark 
fool.  And  by  that  thou  hast  been  married  but 
three  weeks,  though  tliou  shouldstwed  a  Cynthia 
rara  avis,  thou  wouldst  be  a  man  monstrous,  a 
cuckold,  a  cuckold. 

Bart,  And  why  is  a  cuckold  monstrous,  knight  ? 

Ilf  Why,  because  a  man  is  made  a  beast  by 
being  married.  Take  but  example  thyself  from 
the  moon;  as  soon  as  she  is  delivered  of  her 
great  belly,  doth  she  not  point  at  the  world  with 
a  pair  of  horns,  as  who  should  say,  Married  men^ 
some  of  ye  are  cuckolds.* 

Scar.  I  construe  more  divinely  of  their  sex, 
Being  maids,  methinks  they  are  angels  :  and  be^ 

ing  wives. 
They  are  sovereigns,  cordials  that  preserve  oar 

lives, 
They  are  like  our  hands  that  feed  us ;  this  is  clear. 
They  renew  man,  as  spring  renews  the  year. 

Iff.  There's  ne'er  a  wanton  wench  that  hears 
thee,  but  thinks  thee  a  coxcomb  for  saying  so : 
marry  none  of  them ;  if  thou  wilt  have  their  true 
characters,  I'll  give  it  thee. — Women  are  the  pur- 
gatory of  men's  pur&es,  the  paradise  of  their  bo- 
dies, and  the  hell  of  their  minds;  marry  none  o* 
them.  '  Women  are  in  churches  saints,  abroad 
angeU,  at  home  devils.  Here  are  married  men 
enough,  know  this :  marry  none  of  them. 

Scar,  Men  that  traduce  by  custom,  shew  sharp 
wit 
Only  in  speaking  ill ;  and  practise  it 
Against  the  best  of  creatures,  divine  women, 
Who  are  God's  agents  here,  and  the  heavenly  eye 
By  which  this  orb  hath  her  maturity : 
Beauty  in  women  gets  the  world  with  child. 
Without  whom,  she  were  barren,  faint,  and  wild. 
They  are  the  stems  on  which  do  angels  grow. 
From  whence  virtue  is  stiled,  and  arts  do  flow. 

Enter  ^r  John  Harcop,  and  his  Daughter 
Claue. 

Ilf  Let  them  be  what  flowers  they  will ;  and 
they  were  roses,  I  will  pluck  none  of  them  for 
pricking  my  fingers.  But  soft,  here  comes  a  voider 


I  Women  ar^  in  chuvehes^  &c«->See  Mr  Sieeveni's  Note  on  OtheUot  A.  i.  S.  i. 
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for  us  :  and  T  see,  do  what  I  cao,  as  longas  the 
worid  lasts,  there  will  be  cuckolds  in  it.  Do  you 
bear,  child,  here's  one  come  to  blend  you  toge- 
ther: he  has  brought  you  a  kneading- tub,  if  thou 
dost  take  her  at  his  hands. 

Though  thou  hadst  Argui  ^et^  be  ntre  of  this, 
Women  have  sworn  mth  more  than  one  to  kiss. 

Hot,  Nay,  no  parting,  gentlemen.    Hem  1 
'    Went,  'Sfoot,  does  he  make  punks  of  us,  that 
he  hems  already  ? 

Uar.  Gallants, 
Know  old  John  Harcop  keeps  a  wine  cellar, 
Has  travelled,  been  at  court,  known  fashions. 
And  unto  all  bear  habit  like  yourselves, 
The  shapes  of  gentlemen,  and  men  of  sort, 
I  have  a  health  to  give  them  ere  they  part 

Went,  Health,  knight  ?  not  as  drunkards  give 
their  healths  I  hope ;  to  go  together  by  die  ears 
when  they  have  done? 

Har,  My  healths  are  welcome :  welcome,  gen- 
tlemen. 

Ilf.  Are  we  welcome,  knight,  in  faith  ? 

6ar.  Welcome  in  faith,  sir. 

Itf,  Pr'ythee  tell  me,  hast  not  thou  been  a 
whoremaster? 

Bar.  Jit  youth  I  swilled  my  fill  at  Venui  cup. 
Instead  of  full  draughts  now,  I  am  fain 
to  sup. 

Iff,  Why  then  th6u  art  a  man  fit  for  my  com- 
pany: 
Dost  thou  hear  ?  he  is  a  good  fellow  of  our  stamp. 
Make  much  of  his  father.  \ Exeunt* 

Manent  Scarborow  and  Clare. 

Scar.  The  father  and  the  gallants  have  left  me 
here  with  alaentlewonian,  and  if  I  know  what  to 
say  to  her  I  am  a  villain :  heaven  grant  her  life 
bath  borrowed  so  much  impudence  of  her  sex, 
but  to  speak  to  me  first :  for,  by  this  hand,  I  have 
not  so  much  steel  of  immodeiity  in  my  face,  to 
parley  to  a  wench  without  blushing.  I'll  walk  by 
her,  m  hope  she  can  open  her  teeth. — ^Not  a 
word  ? — Is  it  not  strange  a  man  should  be  in  a 
woman's  company  all  this  while,  and  not  hear  her 
tongue  ! — I'll  go  further. — God  of  his  goodness  ! 
not  a  syllable.  I  think  if  I  should  take  up  her 
clothes  ton,  she  would  say  nothing  to  me. — With 
what  words  too  does  a  man  b^in  to  wooq  ? — 
Gentlewoman,  pray  you  what  is't  a  clock } 

Clare.  Troth,  sir,  carrying  no  watch  al)out  me 
but  mine  eyes,  I  answer  you,  I  cannot  tell. 

Sear.  And  if  you  cannot  tell,  beauty,  I  take  the 
adage  for  my  reply :  you  are  naught  to  keep 
sheep. 

Clare,  Yet  I  am  big  enough  to  keep  myself. 


Scar.  Pr'ythee  tell  me,  are  yon  not  a  woman  ? 
Clare.  I  know  not  that  neither,  till  I  am  better 
acquainted  with  a  man. 

Scar,  And  how  would  you  be  acquainted  with 
a  man  ? 

Clare,  To  distinguish  betwixt  himself  aqd  my- 
self. 

Scar,  Why,  I  am  a  man. 
Clare.  That's  more  than  I  know,  sir. 
Scar,  To  approve  I  am  no  less,  thus  I  kis^ 
thee. 

Ckre,  And  by  that  proof  I  am  a  man  too,  for 
I  have  kisM^d  you. 
jSrar.  Pr'ythee  tell  me,  can  you  love  ? 
Clare.  O  Lord,  sir,  three  or  four  things  :  I  love 
my  meat,  choice  of  suitors,  clothes  in  the  fashion, 
and,  like  a  right  woman,  I  love  to  have  my  will. 
Scar,  What  think  you  of  me  for  a  husband  ? 
Clare.  Let  me  first  know,  what  you  think  of 
me  for  a  wife. 

Scar.  Troth,  I  think  you  are  a  proper  gentle* 
woman. 

Clare.  Do  yon  but  think  so? 
Scar.  Nay,  I  see  you  are  a  very  perfect  proper 
gentlewoman. 

Clare.  It  is  great  pity  then  I  should  be  alone, 
without  a  proper  man. 
Scar.  Your  father  says  I  shall  marry  you, 
Clare.  And  I  say  God  forbid,  sir :  I  am  a  great 
deal  too  young. 
Scar.  I  love  thee,  by  my  troth. 
Clare,  O  pray  you  do  not  so ;  for  then  you 
stray  from  the  steps  of  gentility :  the  fasliion 
among  them  is  to  marry  first,  and  love  after  by 
leisure. 
Scar,  That  I  do  love  thee,  here  by  heaven  I 
swear. 
And  call  it  as  a  witness  to  this  kiss. 

Clare,  You  will  not  enforce  me,  I  hope,  sir  } 
Scar,  Make  me  this  woman's  husband  !  thou 
art  my  Clare, 
Accept  my  heart,  and  prove  as  chaste  as  fair. 

Clare.  O  God  !  you  are  too  hot  in  your  gifts 
should  I  accept  them,  we  should  have  you  pleacf 
nonage,  some  half  a  year  hence,  sue  for  reverse- 
ment,  and  say  the  deed  was  done  under  age. 
Scar,  Pr'y  thee  do  not  jest. 
Clare.  No ;  God  is  my  record  I  speak  in  ear- 
nest ;  and  desire  to  know,  whether  ye  mean  to 
marry  me,  yea  or  no  ?  .  r*' 

Scar,  This  hand  thus  takes  thee  as  my  loving 
wife. 
Clare^  For  better,  for  worse  ? 
Scar.  Aye,  till  death  us  ^depart,  love. 
Clare,  Why,  then,  I  thank  you,  sir;  and  now  I 
am  like  to  have 


^  Htpoft^^X,  9'  part.    Ill  this  seise  the  word  was  formerly  vsed,  as  in  Bea  Joosen^s  £v?rjf  Han  011/  of 
his  Humour,  A.  4,  9.  t, «  Faith^  sir,  I  can  l^ardly  de^rt  witk  ready  money,*'  &€• 


164 


THE  MISERIES  OF 


IWhVKins, 


Tbat  I  loog  looked  for--^  husband. 

How  soon  from  our  own  tongues  is  the  word  said, 

Captives  our  maiden-freedoai  to  a  head ! 

Saw.  Ciare^  you  are  now  mine,  and  I  must  let 
you  know, 
Whai  every  wife  doth  to  her  husb&ud  owe : 
To  be  a  wife,  is  to  be  dedicate. 
Not  to  a  youthful  course,  wild,  and  unsteady, 
But  to  the  soul  of  virtue,  obedience, 
Studying  to  please,  andl  never  to  oflfcnd. 
Wives  have  two  eyes  created,  not  like  birds 
To  roam  about  at  pleasure,  but  Ayr  two  centinels, 
To  watch  their  husbands'  safety  as  their  own. 
Two  hands ;  the  one's  to  feed  him,  the  other  her> 

•elf. 
Two  feet ;  and  one  of  them  is  their  husband'sL 
They  have  two  of  every  thing,  only  of  one. 
Their  chastity ;  that  should  be  his  alone. 
Their  very  thoughts  they  cannot  term  *^  their  own. 
Maids  bemg  once  made  wives,  can  nothing  call 
Rightly  their  own ;  they  are  their  husbands  all : 
If  such  a  wife  you  pan  prepare  to  be, 
Clare,  I  am  yours,  and  you  arc  fit  for  me. 
Clare.  We  being  thus  subdued,  pray  you  know 
then. 
As  women  owe  a  duty^  so  do  men. 
IVIen  must  be  like  the  branch  and  bark  to  trees, 
Which  doth  defend  them  from  tempestuous  rage, 
Clothe  them  in  winter,  tender  them  in  age : 
Or  as  ewes  love  unto  their  eanlings  lives, 
Su.ch  should  be  husbands^  custom  to  their  wives. 
If  it  appear  to  them  they  have  strayed  amiss, 
They  only  must  rebuke  mem  with  a  kiss; 
Or  clock  them,  as  hens^  chickens,  with  kind  call, 
Cover  them  under  their  wing,  and  pardon  all : 
No  jars  must  make  two  beds,  no  strife  divide 

them. 
Those  betwixt  whom  a  £akh  and  troth  is  given. 
Death  only  parts,  since  they  are  knit  by  heaven : 
If  such  a  husband  you  intend  to  be, 
I  am  your  Clare,  and  you  are  fit  for  me. 
Scar,  Byheaven*- 

Clare.  Advise  before  you  swear,  let  roe  re- 
roembe/you ; 
Men  never  give  their  faith,  and  promise  mar- 
riage. 
But  heaven  records  their  oath :  if  they  prove 

true, 
Heaven  smiles  for  joy ;  if  not  it  weeps  for  you : 
Uulcfts  your  heart,  then,  with  your  words  agree, 
Yet  let  us  part,  and  let  us  botn  be  free. 

Scar,  R  ever  man,  in  swearing  love,  swore  true, 
My  words  are  like  to  his.    Here  comes  your  fa- 
ther. 


Enter  Sir  Jovv  Harcop,  Ilford,  WEHTtot, 
Babtlet,  and  Butler. 

Her.  Now,  master  Scarborow? 

Scar.  Prepared  to  ask  how  you  like  that  m% 
have  done. 
Your  daughter's  made  my  wife,  and  I  your  son. 

Har.  And  both  agreed  so  ? 

Both.  We  are,  sir. 

Har,  Then  long  mw^  you  live  together,  faava 
store  of  sons ! 

II f,  Tis  no  matter  who  is  the  father. 

itar.  But,  son,  bare  is  a  man  of  yoors  is  com# 
from  London. 

But.  And  brought  you  letters,  sir. 

Scar,  What  news  from  London,  Butler  ? 

But.  The  old  newc^  sir ;  the  ordinaries  are  full 
of  cheaters,  some  citizens  are  bankrupts^  aud 
many  gentlemen  be^ars. 

Scar,  Clare,  here  is  an  unwelcome  pursotvMit; 
My  lord  and  guardian  writes  to  me,  with  speed 
I  must  return  to  London. 

Ifar.  And  you  being  ward  to  him,  sen  Scarbo- 
row. 
And  know  him  great,  it  fits  that  you  obey  him. 

Scar.  It  docs,  it  does ;  for  by  an  ancient  law,  ' 
We  are  born  free  heirS)  but  kept  like  slaves  in 

awe. 
Who  are  for  London,  gallants  \ 

llf.  Switch  and  spur,  we  will  bear  you  compa- 
ny. 

Scar.  Clare,  I  must  leave  thee ;  with  what  uilo 
willingness. 
Witness  this  dwelling  kiss  upon  thy  lip'; 
And  though  I  most  be  absent  fmm  thine  eye, 
Be  sure  my  heart  doth  in  thy  bosom  lie  * 
Three  years  I  aro  yet  a  ward,  which  time  HI  paaf| 
Making  thy  faith  my  constant  looking-glass. 
Till  when— . 

Clare.  Till  when  yoa  please,  where'er  you  Hv« 
or  lie. 
Your  love's  here  worn,  your  presence  in  ray  eye. 

\ExturU. 

Enter  Lord  Falconbridge  and  Sir  William 

SCAEBOROW. 

lard.  Sir  William, 
How  old  say  you  is  your  kinsman,  Scarborow  ? 

WiL  Eighteen,  my  lord,  next  Pentecost. 

Lord.  £thiok  you,  good  sir  William, 
I  reckon  thereabout  myself;  so  by  that  account 
There's  full  three  winters  yet  he  must  attend, 
Under  our  awe,  before  he  sue  his  livery : 
Is't  not  so  ? 


Cynthia^t  Revels^  A.  1.  S.  4. :  "  It  Is  a  relic  I  coold  not  so  easHy  have  departed  with.'' 
Ibid.  A.  2.  S.  4. :  ''  He  will  not  depart  with  the  weight  of  a  soldered  crown." 
Ibid.  A.  4.  8. 2. :  **  I  have  denied  it  princes ;  nevertheless  to  yon  (the  true  female  twins  of  perfee* 
tSon)  I  am  won  to  depart  with  all.'* 
21^  rMi^««leJKtiMiM,  by  Shahespease  Mid  Fletcher,  A»t.  8«kt  ««lMyd0pei^wUh>UiUe  whilf  ^ 

*  Then  one.    First  edilloo. 
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ITE  Not  a  d«f  k«^Hi3rIord. 

Lord,  Sir  William,  you  ara  hm  soda,  aMl  I 

most  speaki 
That  am  his  guardian ;  would  I  had  a  son 
Might  nark  ooiiiaciidation  "  e^ual  wkb  hiin^ 
ni  tell  ]FOU  what  he  is;  he  i»  a  youth, 
A  noble  branch,  increasing  blessed  fruit, 
Where  caterpilhurvica  dare  not  lo  toach : 
He  is  himselt  irith  so  nodi  gravity, 
Praise  cannot  praise  him  with  hyperbole : 
He  is  one  whom  older  look  upon  as  on  a  book, 
W&erein  are  printed  noble  aantenccs 
For  them  to  rule  their  lives  by.  Indeed  he  is  one, 
AH  atnalate  his  virtues,  haca  him  aone. 

WiL  His  friends  are  proud,  to  bear  this  good 

of  him. 
Lord.  And  yet,  sir  William,  beiag  as  he  is, 
Young  and  unsettled,  tliough  oif  virtuous  thoughts, 
By  genuine  disposition,  yet  our  eyes 
dee  dsily  prtoedents,  hopeful  gentlemen, 
Beiof  trasted  in  the  world  wi&  thei#  own  wiU, 
Divert  the  good  is  looked  from  them  to  ill ; 
Make  their  oM  nluaes  forgot,,  or  sot  worth  note : 
With  company  they  keep,  such  revelling 
With  panders,  parasites,  prodigies  of  kaaves. 
That  they  sail  all,  even  their  old  fathers  graives. 
Which  Do  prevent,  we'll  match  him  to  a  wtie; 
Marriage  restrains  the  scope  of  single  life. 
Wil  My  kmt  speaks  like  a  father  for  my  hins- 

man. 
Lord,  And  I  have  fomid  hia  one  of  aoble  pa- 

vensigcv 
A  niece  of  mine ;  nay  I  have  broke  with  her, 
Know  thoB  much  of  her  maid,  what  for  my  plea* 

sure, 
As  alia  for  the  good  appears  in  him, 
^he  is  pleased  of  all  that's  hers  to  make  him  king. 
WiL  Our  name  is  blest  in  such  an  honour^ 

■larriage. 

Enter  Doctor  Baxter. 

Lord,  Also,  I  have  appointed  Doctor  Baxter, 
Chancellor  of  Qx£i>rd,  to  attend  me  here : 
And  see  he  is  cove. — Good  master  Doctor. 

Box,  Mv  honourable  lord  ! 

WiL  '^  I  have  possessed  you  with  this  business, 
master  Doctor. 

'  Bojr.  To  see  the  contract  *twi«t  your  honottred 
piece  and  master  Scarborow. 

Lord*  Tis  so,  and  I  did  look  for  him  by  this. 

Bojr.  I  saw  lum  leave  his  horse  as  I  came  up. 

Lord.  So,  so. 
Then  be  will  be  here  forthwith :  you,  master  Bax- 
ter, 
Go  osfaer  hither  stnught  young  Katherine ; 


Sir  William  here  mid  I  vrill  kaap  this  md*  til| 
youreum.  iBM  Dosidtm 

Enter  Scabbokow. 

Scar.  My  '^  honourable  lord ! 

Lord,  Tis  wall  doae^  Searboro«y» 

Scar.  Kind  uncle ! 

WiL  Tbanksymygood  Qoa. 

T^ord.  You  have  been  welcome  iayoarcocMSi 
try^YorkshiHB? 

Scar.  The  taole  thai  I  spent  tbare^  my  latd^wai 
merry. 

Lord.  Twas  well, 'twas  very  well;  and  in  your 
absence^ 
Your  uncle  here  and  I  have  baai^  betlnakiag 
What  gift  betwixt  us  we  might  bestow  om  fHp 
That  to  your  house  large  dignity  might  bnn^ 
With  fair  increaS6>  as  mnn  a  cryscal  spring. 

JSnier  Doctor  and  KkrKt;tiitt. 

Scar.  My  name  is  bound  to  your  beneficeaca^ 
Your  hands  have  been  to  me  like  bounty's  pursd^ 
Never  shut  up ;  yourself  my  fostei^nurse : 
Nothing  can  from  your  honour  come,  prove  me  so 

rude. 
But  ril  accept,  to  shun  iagratit«de» 

Xof'dL  We  accept  thy  promise^  now  reCamthe^ 
this, 
A  virtuous  wife ;  accept  her  with  a  kiss. 

Scar.  My  honourable  lord** 

Lord.  Fear  not  to  take  ^,BMus:  shewiUfettr 
nei  titer. 
Do  whnt  thou  canst,  being  both  a-bed  Sogethec 

Scar,  O  but,  my  lord — 

Lord*  But  roe  a  dog  of  was ;  eome  kiss^  attd 


Your  friends  have  thought  it  fit,  and  it  must  be. 

Scar,  rhave  no  hands  to*  take  her  to  njpy  wilisw 

Lord.  How,  sauce-box? 

Scar,  O  pardon  mey  my  load ;  the  uaripetetaof 
my  years, 
Too  green  for  government^  is  old  in  foava 
To  undertake  that  charge. 

Lord.  Sir,  sir,  aye  and  sir  knave,  the*  here  is  a 
mellowed  evnerience  knoWs  how  to  teach  y#a. 

Scar.  O  God ! 

Xofi.OJa«k! 
^  Hove  both  our  cares,  your  uncle  andmyself. 
Sought,  studied,  fouad  oat,- and  for  your  good^ 
A  maid,  a  niece  of  mine,  both  fair  and  chaste ; 
And  roust  we  stand  at  your  discretion  ? 

Scar.  O  good  roy  lord, 
liad  I  two  souls,  then  might  I  have  two  wives : 
Had  I  two  faiths,  then  had  I  one  for  her  ^ 
Having  of  both  but  one,  that  out  ik  given 


"  €fiuif— even.    First  editloo. 

'*  J  have  poi»etsed  you,— Sec  Note  IT  to  The  City  Night-cap, 
'^  H0no»raMe--Hononred.    Second  and  third  editions* 
f^  Jtiave-'How.    First  adiOaB, 
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To  sr  John  tlaroop's  daughter. 
Lord.  Ha,  ha,  what's  Uiat?  let  me  hear  that 

again. 
iScor.  To  sir  John  Harcop's  Clare  I  hare  made 
an  oath. 
Part  me  in  twain,  yet  she's  one  half  oF  both. 
This  hand,  the  which  I  wear,  it  is  half  hers : 
Such  power  hath  faith  and  troth 'twixt  couples 

young, 
Death  only  cuts  that  knot  tied  with  the  tongue. 
Lord.  And  have  vou  knit  that  knot,  sir  ? 
Scar,  I  have  done  so  much,  that,  if  I  wed  not 
her, 
My  marriace  makes  me  an  adulterer ; 
In  which  black  sheets  I  wallow  all  my  life. 
My  babes  being  bastards,  and  a  whore  my  wife. 

Enter  Secretary. 

Lord,  Ha,  is*t  even  so  ?  my  secretarv  there. 
Write  me  a  letter  straight  to  sir  John  Harcop. 
Ill  see  sir  Jack,  and  if  that  Harcop  dare, 
Seing  my  ward,  contract  you  to  his  daughter. 

[Exit  Secretory. 

Enter  Steward. 

My  steward  too;  post  you  to  Yorkshire, 
Where  lies  my  youngster's  land :  and,  sirrah. 
Pell  me  his  wood,  miake  havoc,  spoil  and  waste. 

[Exit  Steward. 
Sir,  yon  shall  know  that  you  are  ward  to  me, 
I'll  make  you  poor  enough :  then  mend  yourself. 
WiL  O, cousin! 
Sear.  O,  uncle  I 

Lord.  Contract  yourself,  and  where  you  Hst^ 
I'll  make  you  know  roe,  sir,  to  be  your  guard. 
Scar.  World,  now  thou  seest  what  'tis  to  be  a 

ward. 
Lord,  And  wliere  I  meant  myself  to  have  dis- 
bursed 
Four  thousan«l  pounds  upon  this  marriage ; 
Surrendered  up  your  land  to  your  own  use. 
And  compassed  other  portions  to  your  hands, 
Sir,  m  now  yoke  you  still* 
Scar.  A  yoke  indeed. 

XordL  And  spite  of  they  dare  contradict  my 

will, 

1*11  make  thee  marry  to  my  chambermaid.  Come, 

coi.  [Exit. 

JBojf.  Faith,  sir,  it  fiu  you  to  be  more  advised. 


I     ;S^.  Do  not  yoo  flatter  for  preferment,  sir?  ' 

WiL  Obut,goodcoz! 

Scar.  O  but,  good  uncle,  could  I  command  mj 
Jove, 
Or  cancel  oaths  out  of  heaven's  brazen  book. 
Engrossed  by  God's  own  finger,  then  you  might 

speak. 
Had  men  tnat  law  to  love,  as^^most  have  tongues 
To  love  a  thousand  women  with,  then  you  might 

spe«k. 
Were  love  like  dost,  lawful  for  every  wind, 
To  bear  from  place  to  place;  were  oaths  but 

puflfs, 
Men  might  forswear  themselves;  but  I  do  know. 
Though  sin  being  past  with  us,  the  act's  forgot. 
The  poor  soul  groans,  and  she  forgets  it  not. 

WiL  Yet  hear  your  own  case. 

Scar.  O,  'tis  too  miserable ! 
That  I,  a  gentleman,  should  be  thus  torn 
From  mine  own  right,  and  forced  to  be  forsworn, 

WiL  Yet  being  as  it  i%  it  must  be  your  care, 
To  salve  it  with  advice,  not  with  despair ; 
You  are  his  ward ;  being  so,  the  law  intends^ 
He  is  to  have  your  duty,  and  in  his  rule 
Is  both  your  marriage,  and  your  heritage : 
If  you  rebel  against  these  injunctions, 
The  penalty  ukes  hold  on  you ;  which  fat  him* 

self. 
He  straight  thus  prosecutes ;  lie  wastes  jour  land. 
Weds  you  where  he  thinks  fit,  sir :  but  if  yourself 
Have  of  some  violent  humour  matched  yourself, 
Without  his  knowledge,  diab  hath  he  power 
''  To  meroe  your  purse,  and  in  a  sum  so  great, 
That  shall  for  ever  keep  vour  fortunes  weak, 
Where  otherwise,  if  you  be  ruled  by  him. 
Your  house  is  raised  by  matching  to  his  kin. 

Enter  Falconbridge. 

Lord.  Now  death  of  me,  shall  I  be  crossed  by 
such  a  jack  ?  he  wed 
Himself,  and  where  he  list  ?  sirrali  malapert,  I'll 

hamper  you. 
You  that  will  have  your  will,  come  get  you  in : 
I'll  make  thee  shape  thy  thoughts  to  marry  her, 
Or  wish  thy  birth  had  been  thy  murderer. 

Scar.  Fate  pity  me,  because  I  am  eiiforce<l : 
For  I  have  heard  those  matches  have  cost  blood. 
Where  love  is  once  begun,  and  then  withstood. 

[Exeunt. 


ACTH. 


Enter  Ilford,  and  a  Page  with  him. 

W.  fioy,  hast  thou  delivered  my  letter? 
Aw,  Aye,  sir,  J  saw  him  open  the  lips  on't 
It/.  He  had  not  a  new  suit  on,  had  he? 


Boy.  I  am  not  so  well  acquainted  with  his 
wardrobe,  sir ;  but  I  saw  a  lean  fellow,  with  sunk 
eyes,  and  shamble  legs,  sigh  pitifully  at  his  cham- 
ber-door, and  entreat  his  man  to  put  bis  master 
in  mind  of  him« 


li  To  m^rc^^U  €•  wmtn«.    <(• 
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Ilf,  Of  that  was  his  tailor;  I  see  now  he  will 
he  mest,  he  profits  hy  mj  couosel :  he  will  pay 
DO  dehts  before  he  be  arrested,  nor  then  neither, 
if  he  can  find  e'er  a  beast  that  dare  bat  be  bail 
for  him;  but  he  will  seal  i'the  afternoon  ? 

Boy.  YeS| sir;  he  will  imprint  for  you  as  deep 
as  Jie  can. 

Iff.  Good,  good,  now  have  I  a  parson's  nose, 
and  smell  Uthe  coming  in  then.  Now  let  me 
number  how  many  rooks  I  have  half-undone  al- 
ready this  term  by  the  first  return :  four  by  dice, 
six  hy  being  bound  with  me,  and  ten  by  queans, 
of  which  some  be  courtiers,  some  country  gentle- 
men, and  some  citizens  sons.  Thou  art  a  good 
Fruik;  '^if  thou  pergest  thus,  thou  art  still  a 
companion  for  eallants,  mayst  keep  a  catamite, 
take  physic  at  me  spring  and  the  fall. 

Enter  Wentloe, 

Went.  Frank,  news  that  will  make  thee  fat, 
Frank. 

Ilf.  Pr*ythee  rather  give  me  somewhat  will 
keep  me  lean, 
I  have  no  mind  yet  to  take  phyvc. 

Went.  Master  Scarborow  is  a  married  man* 

Ilf.  Then.heaven  grant  he  may,  as  few  married 
men  do,  make  much  of  his  wife. 

Went.  Why  ?  wouldst  have  him  love  her,  let 
her  command  all,  and  make  her  his  master? 

Ilf.  No,  no ;  they  that  do  so,  make  not  much 
of  their  wives,  but  give  them  their  will,  and  its 
the  marring  of  them. 

Enter  Bartley. 

Bart.  Honest  Frank,  valourous  Frank,  a  por* 
tion  of  thy  wit,  but  to  help  us  in  this  enterprise, 
and  we  may  walk  London  streets,  and  cry  pish  at 
the  Serjeants. 

Ilf.  You  may  shift  out  one  term,  and  yet  die 
io  the  counter :  these  are  the  scabs  now  that  hang 
upon  honest  Job ;  I  am  Job,  and  these  are  the 
scurvy  scabs;  but  what's  this  your  pot  seechs 
over  withal  ? 

Bart.  Master  Scarborow  is  a  married  man. 

Went.  He  has  all  his  land  in  his  own  hand. 

Bart.  His  brother's  and  sister's  portions. 

Went.  Besides  four  thousand  pounds  in  ready 
money  with  his  wife. 


Ilf.  A  good  talent,  by  mj  faith !  it  mi^  help 
many  gentlemen  to  pay  their  tailors,  and  I  might 
be  one  of  them. 

Went.  Nay,  honest  Frank,  hast  thou  found  a 
trick  for  him  ?  If  thou  hast  not,  look  here's  a  line 
to  direct  thee.  First  draw  him  into  *''  bands  for 
money,  then  to  dice  for  it:  then  take  up  stuff  at 
the  mercers ;  straight  to  a  punk  with  it :  then 
mortgage  his  land,  and  be  drunk  with  that :  so 
with  them  and  the  rest,  from  an  ancient  gentle- 
man, make  him  a  young  beggar. 

Ilf.  What  a  rogue  is  this,  to  read  a  lecture  to 
me,  and  mine  own  lesson  too,  which  he  knows  I 
have  made  perfect  to  nine  hundred  fourscore  and 
nineteen.  A  cheatins  rascal,  will  teach  me !  I 
that  have  made  them,  ^  that  have  worn  a  spacioup 
park,  lodge,  and  all  on  their  backs  this  morning ; 
been  faiu  to  pawn  it  afore  night :  they  that  have 
stalked  like  a  huge  elephant,  with  a  castle  on  their 
necks,  and  removed  that  to  their  own  shoulders 
in  one  day  which  their  fathers  built  up  in  sevea 
years,  been  glad  by  my  means,  in  so  much  time 
as  a  child  sucks,  to  drink  bottle-ale,  though  a 
punk  pay  for't.  And  shall  this  parrot  instrua  me? 

Went.  Nay,  but  Frank. 

Ilf.  A  rogue  that  hath  fed  upon  me,  and  the 
fruit  of  my  wit  like  pullen  *^  from  a  pantler's 
chippings,  and  now  I  have  put  him  into  good 
clothes  to  shift  two  suits  in  a  day,  that  could 
scarce  shift  a  patched  shirt  once  in  a  year,  and 
say  his  prayers  when  he  had  it:  hark)  how  he 
prates ! 

Went.  Besides,  Frank,  since  his  marriage,  he 
stalks  me  like  a  cashier'd  captain  discontent ;  io 
which  melancholy,  the  least  drop  of  mirth,  of 
which  thou  hast  an  ocean,  will  make  him  and  all 
his,  ours  for  ever, 

Ilf.  Says  mine  own  rogue  so?  give  roe  thy 
hand  then,  we'll  do'c,  and  ttiere's  earnest.  (Strike* 
him.)  S'foot,  you  chittiface,  that  looks  worse  than 
a  collier  through  a  wooden  window,  an  ape  afraid 
of  a  whip,  or  a  knave's  head  shook  seven  years 
in  the  weather  upon  ^°  London -Bridge^  do  you 
catechise  me  ? 

Went,  Nay,  but  valourous  Frank,  he  that  knows 
the  secrets  of  all  hearts,  knows  I  did  it  in  kind- 
ness- 

Ilf.  Know  your  seasons :  besides,  I  am  not  of 


'  '^  If  thou  pergest — i.  e.  goest  on.    Pergo.  Lat.    S. 

■7  i}«iiief.^See  Note  2 19  to  Spanish  Tragedy,  Vol.  I.  p.  504. 

*>  That  have  worn  a  spacious  park,  lodge,  and  all,  flfc. — lu  a  similar  vein  of  humour,  but  much  more  ex« 
quisite,  Mr  Addison,  speaking  of  Sir  Roger  de  Coverley,  says,  **  he  told  me  some  time  since,  that,  upon 
his  courting  the  perverse  widow,  he  had  disposed  of  an  hundred  acres  in  a  diamond  rhig,  which  he  would 
have  presented  her  with,  had  she  thought  fit  to  accept  it ;  and  that  upon  her  wedding-day  she  thoald 
have  carried  on  her  head  fifty  of  the  tallest  oaks  upon  his  estate.  He  farther  informed  me,  that  be 
wmild  have  given  her  a  coal-pit  to  keep  her  in  clean  linen,  that  he  would  have  allowed  her  the  profits  of 
a  wind-mill  for  her  fans,  and  have  presented  her  ooce  in  three  years  with  the  sheeriag  of  liis  she^  for  ker 
under  petticoats.'* —  Spectator,  No  293. 

*9  PulUn—^ee  Mote  86  to  Gammer  Gwrton's  Needle,  Vol.1,  p.  123 

^  London  Bridge^The  pUce  most  eoauaonly  used  for  eiposiog  the  heads  of  traitors. 
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that  «pede8  for  JOB  to  instrtict  Tlienknowjoar 


Bart,  SToot  friends,  friends,  aM  friends :  here 
«ome»  yoong  Scftrborotv ;  should  be  know  of  this, 
M  our  designs  were  prevented. 

EuUr  S^ARBOROW. 

Iff.  What !  melancholjr,  my  young  master,  my 
jonng  married  man  ?  God  gire  your  worship  joy. 

Semr.  Jot  of  what,  Frank  ? 

JJf.  Of  thy  weakb ;  for  I  hear  of  few  that  hare 
^oy  of  their  wires. 

Sear.  Who  weds,  as  I  have,  to  enforced  sdeets, 
H$8  care  mcreaseth,  bnt  his  comfort  fleets. 

Jff.  ThoD  having  so  much  wk,  what  a  devil 
mtant'ot  thou  to  marry  f 

Scar.  O  speak  opt  of  it ; 
Harriage  sounds  in  mine  ear  like  to  a  bell, 
Kot  rung  for  pleasure,  but  a  doleful  knell. 

llf,  A  common  course,  those  men  that  are 
narried  in  the  morning,  to  wish  themselves  buried 
are  night 

Sear,  I  cannot  love  her. 

Iff,  No  news  neither ;  wives  know  that*s  a  gene- 
ral /ault  amongst  their  husbands. 

Sear,  I  wiH  not  lie  with  her. 

llf.  Cetera  voUnt^  shell  say  still ; 
|f  you  will  not,  another  will. 

Sear.  Why  did  she  marry  me,  knowing  I  did 
not  love  her  ? 

llf.  As  other  women  do,  either  to  bf  main- 
C^in^d  by  you,  or  to  make  you  a  cuckold.  Now, 
mr,  what  come  you  for? 

Enter  Clown, 

Chwn,  As  men  do  in  haste,  to  make  an  end 
of  their  business. 

nf.  What's  your  business  ? 

Clomn,  My  business  is  this,  sir,  this,  sir,  and 
this,  sir. 

llf.  The  meaninc;  of  all  this,  sir? 

Clown,  By  this  is  as  much  as  to  say,  sir,  my 
master  has  sent  unto  you.  By  this  is  as  much  as 
to  say,  sir,  my  master  has  him  humbly  commend- 
^  unto  you ;  and  by  this  is  as  much  as  to  say,  my 
Blaster  craves  your  answer. 

llf.  Give  me  your  letter.  And  yon  shall  have 
Ais,  sir,  this,  sir,  and  this,  sir. 

Clown,  No,  sir. 

1^,  Why,  sir? 

Clown.  Because,  as  the  learned  have  very  well 
instructed  me.  Qui  iupra  nos,  nihil  ad  noSy  and 
though  many  gentlemen  will  have  to  do  with 
other  men's  business,  yet  from  me  know,  the  most 
part  of  them  prove  knaves  for  their  labour. 

Went,  You  have  the  knave  i'faith,  Frank. 

Clown,  Long  may  he  live  to  enjoy  it.     From 
Sir  John  Harcop  of  Uaroop,  in  the  county  of  York, 
knight,  by  me  hb  man,  to  yourself  my  young 
laaatcr,  by  these  posetnts  greeting. 
llf.  How  earnest  thou  by  these  good  words  ? 


Cl&wn,  As  yoa  by  your  good  dolliei,  took  lliem 
■pon  trust,  and  swore  I  wooAd  never  pay  for  thcai. 

Scar.  Thy  master,  Sir  John  Uarcxip,  trices  to 
me. 
That  I  should  entertain  thee  for  mv 


7 

ft  is  wish  is  aeeeptable,  thou  art  woleone,  fellow* 
Oh,  but  thv  master's  daughter  sends  an  article. 
Which  makea  me  think  upon  my  present  sin  ( 
Here  she  remembers  me  to  keep  m  mind 
My  promised  futh  to  her,  which  I  have  broke. 
Here  she  remembers  me  I  am  a  man. 
Blacked  o'er  with  peijory,  whose  sinful  breast 
b  charactered  like  those  curst  of  the  blest. 

llf.  How  now, my  Toung  belly?  like  a  young 
wench  forty  wedts  aKer  the  loss  of  her  aiaiden- 
head,  crying  out  ? 

Scar.  Tronble  me  not. 
Give  me  pen,  ink,  and  paper,  I  will  write  to  her. 
O I  but  what  shall  I  wnte  ? 
Mine  own  excuse  ?  why  no  escose  can  serve 
For  him  that  swears,  and  from  his  oath  dodi 

swerve. 
Or  shall  I  say,  my  marriage  was  enforced  ? 
Twas  bad  in  them,  not  well  in  me  to  yield. 
Wretched  they  two  whose  marriage  was  compelled. 
Ill  only  write  that  which  my  gnef  hath  bred, 
**  Forgive  me,  Clare,  for  I  am  married :" 
Tit  soon  sec  down,  but  not  so  soon  forgot,  or  worn 

^  from  hence. 
Deliver  it  unto  her,  there's  for  thy  pains. 
Would  I  as  soon  could  cleanse  these  perjured 
stains! 
Clown.  Well,  I  could  alter  mine  eyes  from 
filthy  mud  into  fair  water :  you  have  paid  for  my 
tears,  and  mine  eves  shall  prove  bankrouts,  and 
break  out  for  yon ;  let  no  man  persuade  me.  I  wiH 
cry,  and  evwy  town  betwixt  Shoreditcb-church 
and  York-bridge  shall  bear  me  witness.      [Exit, 

Scar,  Gentlemen,  111  take  my  leave  of  yon. 
She  that  I  am  married  to,  but  not  my  wife. 
Will  London  leave,  in  Yoriuihire  lead  our  life. 

[Exit, 
llf.  We  must  not  leave  you  so,  my  young  gal- 
lant ;  we  three  are  siek  in  state,  and  your  wealth 
must  help  to  make  us  whole  again.  For  this  say- 
ing is  as  true  as  old : 
Strife  nurst  'twixt  man  and  wife  makes  sndi  a 

flaw. 
How  great  soe'er  their  wealth,  'twill  have  a  thaw. 

[Exeunt. 

Enter  Sir  ^Jonv  Harcop  with  hi$  Daughter 
Clare,  and  two  younger  Brother^  ThomX^ 
and  JoHir  Scarborow. 

Har.  Brothers  to  him  ere  long  shall  be  my  son, 
By  weddii^  this  yonng  gjrl,  you  are  welcome  both. 
Nay  kiss  her,  kiss  her,  though  that  she  shall  be 
Yoor  brother's  wife,  to  kiss  the  ebeek  is  free. 

Tho.  Kiss?  s'foot,  whet  else?  thou  art  a  good 
plump  wench,  I  like  you  well,  pr'ythee  make  mute 
and  bring  store  of  boys^  but  be  sore  they  have 
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good  faces,  that  they  may  call  me  uncle. 

John,  Glad  of  so  fair  a  sister,  I  salute  you. 

Itar.  Good,  godd  i'faith,  this  kissir^s  good 
I'faith; 
I  loved  to  smack  it  too  when  I  was  voung. 
But  mam :  they  have  felt  thy  cheek,  Clare,  let 
them  hear  thy  tongue. 

Clare.  Such  welcome  as  l^fits  my  Scarborow's 
brothers. 
From  me  his  troch-pllght  wife  be  sure  to  have ; 
And  though  my  tongue  prove  scant  in  any  part. 
The  bounds  be  sure  are  large,  full  in  my  heart. 

Tho,  Tut,  that's  not  that  we  doubt  on,  wench : 
but  do  you  hear,  sir  John,  what  do  you  think 
drew  me  from  London,  and  the  Inns  of  court,  thus 
far  into  Yorkshire  ? 

Har.  I  guess  to  see  this  girl,  shall  be  your  sister. 

TAo.  Faith,  and  I  guess  odrtiy  so  too ;  hut  the 
tnain  was,  and  I  will  not  lye  to  vou,  that  your 
cuming  now  in  this  wise  into  our  kmdred,  I  might 
be  acquainted  with  you  aforehand,  that  after  my 
brother  had  married  your  daughter,  I  his  brother 
might  borrow  some  money  of  you. 

Har,  What !  do  you  borrow  of  your  kindred, 
sir? 

Tho,  8*foot  what  else  ?  they  having  interest  in 
my  blood,  why  should  not  I  have  interest  in  their 
<»in?  Besides,  sir,  I,  being  a  younger  brother, 
would  be  ashamed  of  my  generation,  if  I  would 
not  borrow  of  any  man  that  would  tend,  especial- 
ly of  my  affinity,  of  whom  I  keep  a  kaLendar. 
And  look  you,  sir,  thus  I  go  over  them :  First 
o'er  my  uncles,  often  o*er  mine  aunts,  then  up  to 
my  nephews,  straight  down  to  my  nieces,  to  this 
cousin  Thomas,  and  that  cousin  JeiTrey,  leaving 
the  courteous  daw  etven  to  none  of  their  elbows, 
even  unto  the  third  and  fourth  remove  of  any 
that  hath  interest  in  our  blood.  All  which  do 
upon  their  summons  made  by  roe,  duly  and  faith- 
folly  provide  for  appearance;  and  so  as  they  are, 
I  hope  we  shall  be,  more  indeared,  entirely  better, 
and  more  feelingly  acquainted. 

Har.  You  are  a  merry  gentleman. 

3%o.  Tis  the  hope  of  money  makes  me  so; 
and  I  know  none  but  fpols  use  to  be  sad  with  it. 

John.  From  Oxford  am  I  drawn  from  serious 
studies, 
Expecting  that  my  brother  still  had  sojourned 
With  you  his  best  of  choice,  and  this  good  knight 

Har.  His  absence  shall  not  make  our  hearts 
less  merry 
Than  if  we  had  his  presence.    A  day  ere  long 
Will  bring  him  back,  when  one  the  other  meets. 
At  noon  i'the  church,  at  night  between  the  sheets. 
We'll  wash  this  chat  with  wine.     Soiue  wine : 

fill  up. 
The  skarpner  of  the  wit  is  a  full  cup. 
And  so  to  you,  sir. 

Tho.  Do,  and  111  drink  to  my  new  sister ;  but 
upon  this  condition,  that  she  may  have  quiet  days, 
little  rest  a  nights,  have  pleasant  afternoons,  be 
pliant  to  my  brother,  and  lend  me  money  when- 
soe  er  Til  borrow  it. 

VOL.  n. 


flifir.  Nay,  nay,  nay, 
Women  are  weak,  and  we  must  bear  with  them ; 
Your  frolic  healths  are  only  fit  for  men. 

Tho.  Well,  I  am  contented ;  women  must  to 
the  wall,  though  it  be  to  a  feather-bed.  Fill  up 
then. 

Enter  Cloww. 

Clown.  From  London  am  I  come,  though  not 
with  pipe  and  drum, 
Yet  I  bring  matter,  in  this  poor  paper. 
Will  make  my  young  mistress,  delighting  in  kisses, 
Do  as  all  maidens  will,  hearing  ofsuch  an  ill. 
As  to  have  lost,  the  thing  they  wished  most, 
A  husband,  a  husband,  a  pretty  sweet  husband. 
Cry  oh,  oh,  oh,  and  alas,  and  at  last  ho,  ho,  ho, 
as  I  do. 

Clare.  Returned  so  soon  from  London  !  what's 
the  news? 

Clown.  O  mistress,  if  ever  you  have  seen  De- 
moniccaclear  look  into  mine  eyes,  mine  eyes  are 
Severn,  plain  Severn  ;  the  Thames  nor  the  river 
of  Tweed,  are  nothing  to  therai  nay,  all  the 
rain  that  fell  at  Noah's  flood  had  not  the  dis- 
cretion that  my  eyes  have :  that  drunk  but  up 
the  whole  world, and  I  have  drowned  all  the  way 
betwixt  this  and  London. 

Clare,  Thy  news,  good  Robin. 

Clown,  My  news,  mistress  ?  Til  tell  you  strange 
news ;  the  dust  upon  London  way  being  so  great, 
that  not  a  lord,  gentleman,  knight  or  knave,  could 
travel,  lest  his  eyes  should  be  blown  out ;  at  last, 
they  all  agreed  to  hire  me  to  go  before  them, 
when  I,  looking  but  upon  this  letter,  did  with  this 
water,  this  very  water,  lay  the  dust,  as  well  as  if 
it  had  rained  from  the  beginning  of  April  to  the 
last  of  May. 

Clare.  A  letter  from  my  Scarborow  ?  give  it 
thy  mistress. 

Clown,  But  mistress^ 

Clare.  Pr'ythee  be  gone, 
1  would  not  have  my  father,  nor  these  gentlcmeni 
Be  witness  of  the  comfort  it  doth  bring. 

Clown.  Oh,  but  mistress— 

Clare.  Pr'ythee  be  gone. 
With  this,  and  the  glad  news,  leave  me  alone. 

[ExU  Cloww. 

Tho.  Tis  your  turn,  knight ;  take  your  liquor, 
know  I  am  bountiful ;  1*11  forgive  any  man  any 
thing  that  he  owes  me,  but  his  drink,  and  that  111 
be  paid  for. 

Clare.  Nav^  gentlemen,  the  honesty  of  mirth 
Consists  not  m  carousing  with  excess ; 
My  father  hath  more  welcomes  than  in  wine : 
Pray  you,  no  more. 

Tho.  Says  my  sister  so  ?  Ill  l>e  ruled  by  thee 
then.  Do  you  hear?  In  hope  hereafter  you'll 
lend  me  some  money:  now  wc  are  half  drunk, 
let's  go  to  dinner.     Come,  knight.  [Exeunt* 

Afanet  Clare. 

Clare,  I  am  glad  you're  gone. 
Shall  I  now  open't  ?  no,  I'll  kiss  it  first, 
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Because  this  outiiiHe  last  did  kiss  his  hand. 

Within  this  fdd;  Til  call't  a  sacred  sheet. 

Are  writ  bkck  Itne^,  where  our  white  hearts  shall 

meet; 
Before  I  ope  this  door  of  my  delight, 
Methinks  I  guess  how  kindly  he  doth  write,- 
Of  hb  true  love  to  me :  as  chuck^  sweet-heart, 
I  pr*ythee  do  not  think  the  time  too  long. 
That  keeps  us  from  the  sweett  of  marriage  rites; 
i^iid  then  he  sets  ray  name  and  kisses  it. 
Wishing  my  lips  his  sheet  to  write  upon  : 
With  like  desire  methinks  as  mine  own  thoughts, 
Abk  him  now  here  for  me  to  look  upon ; 
Yet  at  the  last  thinking  his  Ipve  too  slack, 
Kre  it  arrive  at  my  desired  eyes, 
IJe  hastens  up  his*  message  with  like  speed, 
Even  as  I  break  this  ope,  wishing  to  read. — 
Oil,  wliat's  here  ?  mine  eye»  are  not  mine  own ; 

sure  th'  are  not. 
Though  you  have  been  my  lamps  this  sixteen  years, 
[Leltfall  the  Letter^ 
Ynu  do  belie  my  Scarborow,  reading  so. 
Fttrgive  him,  he  is  married,  that  were  ill : 
What  lying  liglits  are  these?  look,  I  have  uosueh 

letter. 
No  wedded  syllable  of  the  least  wrong 
Dune  to  a  troth-plight  virgin  like  myself. 
Besbrew  you  for  your  biiiHliiess :  forgive  him,  he 

i$  married  f 
I  knew  my  Scarborow's  constancy  to  me 
Is  as  6rm  knit,  as  faith  tu  charity, 
'J  hat  I  shall  kiss  bim  often,  hue  him  thus, 
Be  made  a  happy  and  a  trukful  mother 
Of  many  pros^roos  children  like  to  him ; 
And  read  1,  be  was  married  !  ask  forgiveness? 
What  a  blind  fool  was  I ;  yet  here's  a  letter. 
To  whom  directed  to?  To  my  beioved  Ci^rt. 
Why  la ! 

Women  will  read,  and  read  not  that  they  saw. 
*  I'was  but  my  fervent  love  misled  mine  eyes, 
1*11  once  iigam  to  the  inside  i-^Forgive  me,  I  am 

married  ; 
Wrtltam  Scarborow.    He  has  set  his  name  to^t  too. 
O,  perjury  !  within  the  hearts  of  men 
Thy  feasts  are  kept,  their  tongues  proclaimeth 

them. 

Enter  Thomas  Scarborow. 

'Fho,  Sister,  God*s  precious,  the  cloth's  laid^  the 
meat  cools^ 
We  nil  striv,  and  your  father  calls  for  you.    ' 

Clare,  Kind  sir,  excuse  me  I  pray  you  a  little ; 
ril  but  peruse  this  letter,  and  come  straight. 
Tho.  Pray  you  make  haste,  the  meat  sUys  for 
us,  and  our  stomachs 
R<>ady  for  the  meat;  for  believe  this^ 
Driuk  makes  men  hungry,  or  it  makes  them  lye. 
And  he  that's  drunk  o'er  night,  i'  the  morung's 

dry. 
Sern  and  approved.  [Exit, 

Clare,  He  was  contracted  mme,  yet  he  unjust 
Hath  married  to  another  t  what's  my  estate  then  ? 
A  wretched  maid,  uot  fit  for  auy  man ; 


For,  being  united  his  with  plighted  faiths. 

Whoever  sues  to  me  commits  a  sin, 

Besiegeth  me,  and  who  shall  marry  me 

is  like  myself,  lives  in  adultery  (O  Ood, 

That  such  hard  fortune  shoald  betide  my  yoatb !) 

I  am  younp,  fair,  rich,  honest,  virtuous ; 

Yet  for  all  this,  whoe'er  shall  marry  me, 

1  am  but  his  whore,  live  iir  adultery. 

I  caimot  step  into  the  path  of  pleasure 

For  which  I  was  created,  bom  unto ; 

Let  me  live  ne'er  so  honest,  rich  or  poor. 

If  \  once  wed,  yet  1  must  live  a  whore. 

I  must  be  made  a  strumuet  'gainst  my  will, 

A  name  I  have  abhorred  ^  a  shameful  ill, 

I  have  eschewed ;  and  now  cannot  withstand  it 

In  myself.     I  am  my  father's  only  child ; 

In  me  he  hath  a  hope,  though  not  his  muue 

Can  be  incrcast,  yet  by  my  issue 

His  land  shall  be  possest,  his  age  delighted. 

And  though  that  I  should  vow  a  single  life 

To  keep  my  soul  unspotted,  yet  will  he 

Inforce  me  to  a  marnage : 

So  that  my  grief  doth  of  that  weight  consist. 

It  helps  me  not  to  yield,  nor  to  resint. 

And  was  I  then  created  for  a  whore !  a  whore. 

Bad  name,  bad  act,  bad  man,  makes  me  a  scorn  ; 

Tlian  live  a  strampet,  better  be  unborn. 

Enter  John  Scarborow. 

John.  Sister,  pray  you,  will  you  comef 
Your  father  and  the  whole  meeting  stays  for  you. 
Clare.  I  come,  I  come,  I  pray  return ;  I  come. 
John,  I  must  not  go  without  you. 
Clare.  Be  thou  my  usher,  sooth  fU  follow  you. 

He  writes  here  To  forgive  him,  he  ii  married  ; 
False  gentleman !  I  do  forgive  thee  with  my 

heart; 
Yet  wil(  1  send  an  answer  to  thy  letter. 
And  in  so  short  words  thou  sbalt  weep  to  read 

tliein. 
And  here's  my  agent  ready :  Forgive  me^  lam 

dead, 
Tis  writ,  and  I  will  dct  it:  be  judge,  you  maids. 
Have  trusted  the  false  promises  of  noen. 
Be  judge,  you  wives,  tlie  which  have  been  inforoed 
From  tlie  white  sheets  you  loved,  to  them  yuu 

loathed  ; 
Whether  this  axiom  may  not  be  assured, 
^^ Better  one  fin,  than  many  be  endured. 
My  arms  embracings,  kisses,  chastity« 
Were  his  possessions ;  and  whilst  I  live 
He  doth  but  steal  those  pleasures  he  enjoys. 
Is  an  adulterer  in  his  married  arms, 
And  never  goe%  to  his  defiled  bed, 
But  God  writes  sin  upon  the  tester's  head. 
I'll  be  a  wife  now,  help  to  save  his  soul. 
Though  I  have  lost  his  body,  give  a  slake 
To  his  inkiuities.  and  with  one  sin. 
Done  by  this  hand,  end  many  done  by  him. 

[:itabs  herself. 
Farewell  the  world,  then  farewell  the  wedded  joy^ 
Till  this  I  have  hop't  for,  Irora  that  geutltmiau ; 
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Scarboro^Vy  fcrpft  me ;  -that  thoa  bast  lost  thy 

wife; 
Yet  re<x>rd  world,  though  by  an  aot  too  foDl» 
A  wife  thus  died,  to  cleanse  her  husband's  soul. 

Enter  Sir  John  Harcop. 

.    JXsr.  God's  precious,  for  his  mercj,  whete's 

this  wench  ? 
Most  all  my  friends  and  -guests  attend  on  you  ? 
Where  are  you,  minion  ? 

Clare,  Soifborow,.eome  dose  jnine  eyas,  fer  I 
am  dead. 

Mar,  That  sad  Toioe  was  not  ber%  I  liope : 
Who's  this,  my  daughter  ? 

Ciare,  Your  daughter. 
That  begs  of  you  to  see  her  baried» 
Prays  ScaMwrow  to  forgive  her ;  she  is  dead^ 

[Dies. 

Har,  Patience,  good  tears,  and  let  my  words 
have  way. 
Clare,  my  daughter !  help,  my  servants  there : 
lift  up  thine  eyes,  and  look  upon  thy  father. 
They  were  not  bom  to  lose  their  light  so  soon ; 
I  did  beget  thee  for  my  comforter. 
And  noc  to  be  the  author  of  my  care. 
Why  speak'st  thou  not?  some'help,  my  servants 

there: 
What  hand  hath  made  thee  pale  ?  or  if  thine  own, 
WJiat  cause  hadscihou,  that  w«rtthy  father's  joy, 
The  tr^isore  of  his  age,  the  rradle  of  his  sleep, 
liiis  all  in  all?  I  pi^yUiee  speak  to  roe : 
Thou  art  not  ripe  for  death,  come  back  again ; 
Clare,  my  Clare,  if  death  nuist  needs  have  one, 
1  am  the  fittest,  prVthee  let  me  go ; 
Tboo  dying  whilst  1  live,  I  am  dead  with  woe. 

Enter  Thomas,  and  John  Scarborow; 

7%o.  What  means  this  outcry  ? 

John.  O  ruthful  spectacle ! 

Har,  Thou  wert  not  wont  to  be  so  sullen,  child, 
But  kind  and  loving  to  thy  aged  father ; 
Awake,  awake ;  if  ^  be  thy  lasting  sleep. 
Would  I  had  not  sense  for  grief,  nor  eyes  to  weep. 

John,  What  paper^s  this  ?  the  sad  contents  doth 
tell  me: 
My  brother  writ,  he  hath  broke  his  faith  to  her. 
And  she  replies,  for  him  she  hath  killed  herself. 

Mar,  Was  that  the  cause  that  thou  hast  soiled 
thyself 
With  these  red  spots^  these  blemishes  of  beauty  ? 
My  child,  my  child !  was't  perjury  in  him, 
Made  thee,  so  fair,  act  now  so  foul  a  sin. 
That  he  deceived  thee  in  a  mother's  hopes, 
Poelerity,  the  bliss  of  marriage  ? 
Thou  hast  no  tongue  to  answer  no,  or  aye, 
But  in  red  letters  writes,  For  him  I  die. 
Carte  on  his  traitorous  tongue,  bis  youth,  his 
blood. 


His  pleasures,  children,  and  potsessionsi 
Be  all  bis  days  like  winter,  comfortless ! 
Restless  bis  nights,  his  wants  ^'  remorseless  ! 
And  may  his  corpse  be  the  physician's  stage, 
Which,  plaid  upon,  stands  not  Uf  honoured  age ! 
Or  with  diaoases  may  be  lie  and  pine. 
Till  grief  wax  blind  his  eyes,  as  grief  doth  mine ! 

[Exit. 
John.  O  good  old  man,  made  wretched  by  this 
deed, 
The  more  thy  age,  more  to  be  pitied  1 

Enter  Scarrojiow,  his  Wife  Kathertxe,  II- 
FORD,  Wentloe,  Bartley,  and  Butter, 

Hf.  What,  ride  by  the  gate,  and  not  call  ?  that 
were  a  shame,  i'faith. 

Went.  We'll  but  taste  of  his  beer,  kiss  his 
daughter,  and  to  horse  again.— Where's  the  good 
knij^  here? 

Scar.  You  bring  roe  to  my  shame  unwillingly. 

ly.  Shamed  of  what  ?  for  deceiving  of  a  wench  ! 
I  have  not  blushed  that  have  done't  to  a  hundred 
of  'em. 

In  women's  love,  he's  wise  doth  follow  this — 
Love  one  so  long  till  her  anotlier  kiss. 
Where's  the  go<xi  knight,  here? 

John.  O  brother,  you  are  come  to  make  your 
eye 
Sad  mourner  at  a  fatal  tragedy. 
Peruse  this  letter  first,  and  then  this  corpse. 

Scar.  O  wronged  Clare !  accursed Scaiborow  ! 
I  writ  to  her,  that  I  was  married^ 
She  writes  to  me^Jbrgive  her^  she  is  dead, 
III  balm  thy  body  wiUi  my  faithful  team. 
And  be  perpetuaJ  mourner  at  thy  tomb ; 
ni  sacrifice  this  comet  into  sigh's. 
Make  a  consumption  of  this  pile  of  man, 
And  all  tlie  benefits  my  parents  gave 
Sliall  turn  distemperecl,  to  appease  the  wrath 
For  this  blood-shed,  and  I  am  guilty  of. 

Kflth.  Dear  husband ! 

Scar,  False  woman,  not  my  wife,  though  mar- 
ried to  me ; 
Look  what  thy  friends  and  thou  art  guilty  of, 
Ihe  murder  of  a  creature,  eoualled  heaven 
In  lier  creation,  whose  thoughts,  like  fire^ 
Never  looked  base,  but  ever  did  a^ire 
To  blessed  benefits,  till  you  and  yours  undid  her. 
Eye  her,  view  her !  tlx>ugh  dead,  yet  she  does  look 
Like  a  fresh  frame,  or  a  new  printed  book 
Of  the  best  paper,  never  looked  into, 
But  with  one  sullied  finger,  which  did  spot  her. 
Which  was  her  own  too;  but  who  was  cause  of 

it? 
Thou  and  thy  friends,  and  I  will  loath  thee  for't. 

Enter  Sir  John  Harcop* 

Ear,  They  dobely  her,  that  do  say  she's  dead; 


^  Bemorsekss.-4,  e.  pitylcss,  withont  pity.    See  Note  on  Othelh,  edit.  1778,  Vol.  X.  p.  559.   S. 
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She  IS  bat  strayed  to  some  by-gallciy, 
Aud  I  must  have  her  again.    Clare,  where  art 
thou,  Cbre  ? 

Scar,  Here,  laid  to  take  her  everlastiug  sleep. 

Har,  He  lies  that  says  so  ! — 
Yet  now  I  know  thee,  I  do  lie  that  say  it; 
For  if  she  be,  a  villain  like  thyself, 
A  perjured  traitor,  recreant,  miscreant, 
Dog,  a  dog,  a  dog  has  done*t. 

Scar.  O  Sir  John  Harcop  ! 

liar,  O  Sir  John !  villain !  to  betroth  thyself 
To  this  good  creature,  harmless,  harmless  child ; 
This  kernel,  hope,  and  comfort  of  my  house. 
Without  inforcement,  of  thine  own  accord. 
Draw  all  her  soul  in  the  compass  of  an  oath, 
Take  that  oath  from  her,  make  her  for  none  but 

thee, 
And  then  betray  her ! 

Scar.  Shame  on  them  were  the  cause  of  it. 

Har.  But  hark,  what  thou  hast  got  by  it ; 
Thy  wife  is  but  a  strumpet,  thy  children  bastards, 
Thyself  a  murderer,  thy  wife  accessary, 
Thy  bed  a  stew,  thy  house  a  brothel. 

Scar.  O,  it  is  too  true ! 

Har.  I,  made  a  wretched  father,  childless. 

Scar.  I,  made  a  married  man,  yet  wifeless. 

Har,  Thou  the  cause  of  it ! 

Scar.  Thou  the  cause  of  it !  [ThhU  Wife. 

Har.  Curse  on  the  day  that  e'er  it  was  begun. 
For  I,  an  old  man,  am  undone,  undone.      [Exit. 

Scar.  For  charity,  have  care  upon  that  father. 
Lest  th^t  his  grief  bring  on  a  more  mishap. 

[Rreunt  Tho.  and  John  Scarborow. 
This  to  my  arms  my  sorrow  shall  bequeath. 
Though  I  have  lost  her,  to  thy  grave  rll  bring; 
Thou  wcrt  my  wife,  and  1*11  thy  requiem  sing. 
Go  you  to  the  country,  lUl  to  London  back, 
AH  riot  now,  since  that  my  souPs  so  black. 

[Exit,  with  Clare. 

Kath.  Thus  am  I  \e(t  like  sea-tost  mariners, 
My  fortunes  being  no  more  than  my  distress, 
Upon  what  shore  soever  I  am  driven, 
^  it  good  or  bad|  I  must  i^rcount  it  heaven. 


Thotigh  ttmrrted,  I  am  reputed  not  a  wife. 
Neglected  of  my  husband,  scorned,  despised  ; 
And  though  lAy  love  and  true  obedience 
Lies  prostrate  to  his  beck,  his  heedless  eyd 
Receives  my  services  unworthily. 
I  know  no  cause,  nor  will  be  cause  of  none. 
But  hope  for  better  days  when  bad  be  gone. 
You  are  my  guide,  whither  must  I,  butler  ? 
Butler.  Toward  Wakefield,  where  my  master's 

living  lies. 
Kath.  Toward  Wakefield,  where  thy  master 

we'll  attend ; 
When  things  are  at  the  worst,  Vis  hoped  they'll 

mend. 

Enter  Thomas,  and  John  Scarborow. 

Jho.  How  now,  sister.  Do  further  forward  on 

your  journey  yet  ? 
Kath.  When  grief's  before  one,  who*d  go  on 
to  grief? 
rd  rather  turn  me  back  to  find  some  comfort. 
Jo/tn.  And  that  way  sorrow's  hur^tfuller  than 
this. 
My  brother  having  brought  unto  a  grave 
Ttiat  murdered  body  whom  he  called  liis  wife, 
And  spent  so  many  tears  upon  her  hearse. 
As  would  have  made  a  tyrant  to  relent ; 
Then  kneeling  at  her  coffin,  this  he  vowed. 
From  thence  he  never  would  embrace  your  bed. 
TAo.  The  more  fool  he. 

John,  Never  from  hence  ackuowlec^e  you  his 
wife ; 
When  others  strive  to  enrich  their  father*8  name. 
It  should  be  his  only  aim  to  lieggar  ours. 
To  spend  their  means  should  be  his  only  pride  : 
Which  with  a  sigh  confirmed,  he*s  rid  to  London, 
Vowing  a  ^^  course,  that  by  his  life  so  foul 
Men  ne*er  should  join  the  hands  without  the  soul. 
Kath.  All  is  but  grief,  and  I  am  armed  for  it. 
John,  We'll  bring  you  on  your  way  in  hope 
thus  strong, 
Time  may  at  length  make  strait  what  yet  is  wrong. 

[Exeuntf 


ACT  IIL 


Enter  Ilford,  Wektloe,  Bartley. 


Went.  He's  our  own;  he's  our  own;  come, 
let's  make  use  of  hb  wealth,  as  tlie  sun  of  ice ; 
pielt  it,  melt  it. 

Jlf.  But  art  sure  he  will  hold  his  meeting  ? 

Went.  As  sure  as  I  am  now,  md  was  dead 
drunk  last  night. 

J{f,  Why  then  so  sure  will  I  be  arrested  by  ^ 
couple  of  Serjeants,  and  fall  into  one  of  the  un* 
)|icky  cranks  about  Cheapside,  called  counters. 

part.  Withall,  I  have  provided  Mr  Gripe  tlie 


usurer,  who  upon  the  instant  will  be  ready  to 
step  in,  charge  the  Serjeants  to  keep  thee  fast, 
and  that  now  he  will  have  his  five  hundred 
pounds,  or  thou  shalt  rot  for  it. 

Went.  When  it  follows,  young  Scarborow  shall 
be  bound  for  the  one,  then  take  up  as  much 
more ;  we  share  the  one  balf,  and  help  him  to  bq 
drunk  with  tlie  other. 

flf.  Ha,  ha,  ha. 

Enter  Scarborow; 

Bart.  Why  dost  laugh,  Fraqk  ? 

Jlf.  To  see  that  we  and  nsorers  live  by  th^  (all 
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of  yOiing  h^}rs»  as  swine  by  t1i6  dfopptng  of  acorns.  I 
Bat  he'scotiie. — Where  be  these  rojgties;  shall  { 
we  have  no  tendance  here  ? 

Scar,  Good  day,  gentlemen. 

Iff",  A  thoosand  good  days,  my  noble  bully, 
and  as  ntany  good  fortnnes  as  there  were  grashop- 
pers  in  Egypt,  and  that's  covered  over  with  good 
luck :  bat  nouns,  pronouns,  and  participles !  where 
be  tliese  rogues  here  ?  what,  shall  we  luive  uo  wine 
here? 

Enter  Drawer, 

lyraw.  Anon,  anon,  sir. 

Ilf.  Anon,  goodman  rascal !  roust  we  stay  your 
leisure?  give't  us  by  and  by,  with  a  pox  to  you. 

Scar,  O,  do  uot  hurt  the  fellow. 

[Exit  Drawer, 

Jif.  Hurt  him !  hang  him,  scrape- trencher,  star- 
wearer,  wine-spiiler,  mettle^clanker,  rogue  by  ge- 
neration. Why,  dost  hear.  Will  ?  If  thou  dost 
not  use  these  grape-spillers  as  yoa  do  their  pottle- 
pota,  quoit  them  down  stairs  three  or  four  times 
at  a  supper,  theyll  grow  as  saucy  with  you  as 
seijeants,  and  make  bills  more  unconscionable 
than  tailors. 

Enter  Drawer, 

Draw,  Here's  the  pure  and  neat  grape,  gentle- 
men, I  ha't  for  you.  ** 

Iff,  Fill  op:  what  have  you  brought  here, 
goodman  rogue? 

Draw,  The  pure  element  of  claret,  sir. 

Ilf.  Have  you  so  ?  and  did  not  I  odl  for  Rhe- 
nish, you  mongrel  ? 

[throwi  the  Wine  in  the  Drawer's  face. 

Scar,  Thou  needest  no  wine,  I  pr'ythee  be 
more  mild. 

Iff,  Be  mild  in  a  tavern  ?  'tis  treason  to  the 
r^d  ^  lattice,  enemy  to  their  sgn-post,  and  slave 
to  humour : 
Pr'ythee,  let's  be  mad ; 

Sings  this. 
Then  fill  cur  heads  with  wine,  till  every  pate  be 

drunk, 
Then  piss  Cthe  street,  jussel  all  you  meet,  and 

swagger  with  a  punk. 
As  thou  wilt  do  now  and  then :  thank  me  thy 
good  master^  that  brought  t^ee  to  it. 


new  health. 


[Drinks. 


Went,  Nay,  he  profits  well ;  but  the  worst  is^ 

he  will  not  swear  jret. 
Scar.  Do  not  belye  me :  if  there  be  any  good 
in  me  that's  the  best:  oaths  are  necessary  for 
nothing;  they  pass  out  of  a  man's  mouth  like 
smoke  through  a  chimney,  that  files  ^'  all  the  way 
it  goes. 

Went*  Why  then  I  think  tobacco  to  be  a  kind 
of  swearing,  for  it  furs  our  nose  pockily. 

Scar,  But  come,  let's  drink  ourselves  into  a 
stomach  afore  supper. 

Ilf,  Agreed.    I'll  begin  with  a 
Fill  up. 

7b  them  that  make  land  fly, 
^  wine,  whores,  and  a  dye* 
2b  them  that  only  thrives, 
Bv  kissing  otheri  wives. 
To  them  that  payfbr  clothes. 
With  nothing  but  with  oaths : 
Care  not  from  whom  they  get. 
So  they  may  be  in  debt, 
2%w  Malt n  my  hearts/ 
But  who  their  tailors  pay, 
Borrow,  and  keep  their  day. 
We'll  hold  him  like  this  glass, 
A  brainless  empty  ass. 
And  not  a  mate  for  us. 
Drink  round,  my  hearts. 
Went,  An  excellent  health ! 

Enter  Drawers 

Draw,  Master  Ilford,  there's  a  couple  of  stran- 
gers beneath  desires  to  speak  with  you. 

Ilf,  What  beards  have  they  ?  gentlemen-like- 
beards,  or  broker-like  beards  ? 

Draw,  I  am  not  so  ,well  acquainted  with  the 
art  of  face-mending,  sir;  but  they  would  speak 
with  vou. 

Iff,  I'll  go  down  to  them. 

Went,  Do ;  and  we'll  stay  here  and  dnnk  to- 
bacco,*^ 

Scar,  Thus,  like  a  fever,  that  doth  shake  a  man 
From  strength  to  weakness,  I  consume  myself. 
I  know  this  company,  their  custom  vile. 
Hated,  abhorred  of  good  men ;  yet  like  a  child. 
By  reason's  rule  instructed  how  to  know 
Evil  from  good,  I  to  the  worser  go. 
Why  do  you  suffer  this,  you  upper  powers. 


^3  Assure  you. — Second  and  third  editions; 

*^  Red  lattite, — *f  Red  lattice  at  the  doors  and  windows  were  formerly  the  external  denotements  of 
an  ale- house;  hence  the  present  chequers,"  Mr  Steeveos  observes  (Note  to  Jferry  fVives  of  fVindsor, 
A,  2,  8,  %),  that  '*  perhaps  the  reader  will  express  some  surprise,  wlien  he  b  told,  that  shops,  with  the 
sign  of  the  ckejuers,  were  common  among  the  Itomans.  See  a  view  of  the  left-band  street  of  Pompeii 
(No.  9.),  presented  by  Sir  Willhim  Hamilton  (together  t?ith  several  others  equally  curious),  to  the  An- 
tiqnariao  Society.^ 

Marston,  in  the  First  Part  of  Aittcni9  and  MeUida,  A.  5.  makes  Balordo  lay :  <<  No,  I  am  not  Sir  Jef- 
frey Balarilo  :  I  am  not  as  well  known  by  my  wit  as  an  ale-house  by  a  red  lattice," 

^'  FiUs.'^i.  e.  delUes.    See  Nofte  on  Macbeth,  edit  1778,  Vol.  IV.  p.  5>M.    S. 

??  prink  (a*acca.— See  Note  38  to  Second  Part  of  2*«  Honest  Wkore,  Vol.  I.  p.  586. 
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That  I  should  surfeit  in  the  sin  of  taste. 
Have  sense  to  feel  my  miscbiefs,  jet  make  waste 
Of  heaven  and  earth  ? 
Mfseif  will  answer  what  myself  doth  ask. 
Who  once  doth  cherish  sin,  hegets  his  shame ; 
For,  vice  being  fostered  once,  comes  impudence, 
Which  makes  men  count  sin,  custom,  not  offence ; 
When  all,  like  roe,  their  reputation  blot, 
Pursuing  evil,  while  the  good's  forgot. 

EHt€r  Ilford,  led  in  hy  a  couple  qfSerjeaniSf 
and  Gripe  the  Usurer, 

Sen,  Nay,  never  strive,  we  can  hold  you. 

Ilf.  Aye,  me,  *^  and  the  devil  too,  an*  he  fall 
into  your  clutches ;  let  go  your  tugging ;  as  I  am 
a  gentleman,  111  be  your  true  prisoner. 

Went,  How  now;  what*s  the  matter,  Frank? 

Iff.  I  am  fallen  into  the  hands  of  Serjeants,  I 
am  arrested. 

Bart,  How, arrest  a  gentleman  in  our  company  ? 

Ilf,  Put  up,  put  up;  for  sin's  sake  put  up ;  let's 
not  all  sap  in  the  compter  to-night :  let  me  speak 
with  Mr  uripe,  the  creditor. 

(jrtpe.  Well,  what  say  you  to  me,  sir  ? 

Ilfina  have  arrested  me  here,  Master  Gripe. 

Cfripf^  Not  I,  sir,  the  Serjeants  have. 

ly.  But  at  your  suit.  Master  Gripe :  yet  hear 
me,  as  I  am  a  gentleman. 

Gripe,  I  rather  you  could  say  as  you  were  an 
honest  man,  and  then  I  might  believe  you. 

Iff',  Yet  hear  me. 

Uripe,  Hear  me  no  heariAgs ;  I  lent  you  my 
nonev  for  good  will. 

Ilf,  And  I  spent  it  for  mere  necessity ;  I  con- 
fess I  owe  you  five  hundred  pound ;  aind  I  con- 
fess I  owe  not  a  penny  to  any  man,  but  he  would 
be  glad  to  ha't :  my  bond  you  have  already,  Mas- 
ter Gripe.    If  you  will,  now  take  ro^  word. 

Gripe.  Wordf  me  no  words ;  officers,  look  to 
your  prisoner.  If  you  cannot  either  make  roe 
present  payment,  or  put  roe  in  security,  such  as  I 
shall  like  too 

Iff^,  Such  as  you  shall  like  too ;  what  say  you 
to  this  young  gentleman  ?  he  is  the  widgeon  that 
we  must  feed  upon. 

Gripe,  Who,  younE  Master  Scarborow?  he*s 
an  honest  gentleman  for  aught  I  know ;  I  ne'er 
lost  a  penny  by  him. 

Iff,  1  would  be  ashamed  any  roan  should  say 
so  b]y  roe,  that  I  have  had  dealings  withal;  but, 
ray  raforced  friends,  wilt  please  you  but  to  retire 
into  some  small  distance,  whilst  I  descend  with  a 
few  words  to  these  fsentlemen,  and  111  commit 
myself  into  vour  merciless  hands  immediately. 

Setj,  WeUy  sir,  we'll  wait  upon  you. 


Iffl  Gentlemen,  I  am  to  profier  some  omife- 
rence,  and  especially  to  you,  Master  Scarborow. 
Our  meeting  here  for  your  mirth. hath  proved  to 
me  thus  adverse,  that  in  your  compaukis  I  am 
arrested :  how  ill  it  will  stand  with  the  floarith 
of  your  reputations,  when  men  of  rank  and  nme 
communicate,  that  I,  Frank  Ilford,  gentlemaii, 
whose  fortunes  may  transcend,  to  miake  ample 
gratuities  future,  and  heap  satisfaction  for  any 
present  extension  of  his  friends'  kindness,  wms  ii>- 
foroed  from  the  Mitre  in  Bread-street,  to  the 
Compter  in  the  Poultry :  for  mine  own  part,  if 
you  shall  think  it  meet,  and  that  it  shall  accord 
with  the  state  of  gentry,  to  submit  myself  from 
the  feather-bed  in  the  master's  side,  ^*  or  the 
flock-bed  in  the  knight's  ward,  to  the  straw-bed 
in  the  hole,  I  shall  buckle  to  my  heels,  instead  of 
gilt  spurs,  the  armour  of  patience,  and  do't. 

Went.  Come,  come,  what  a  pox  need  all  this? 
this  is  mellU  flora,  the  sweetest  of  the  honeir ;  he 
that  was  not  made  to  fat  catde,  but  to  feed  gen^ 
demen. 

Bart.  You  wear  eood  clothes. 

Went,  Are  well  descended. 

Bart,  Keep  the  best  company. 

Went,  Should  regard  vour  credit 

Bart,  Stand  not  upon't,  be  bound,  be  bound* 

Went,  Ye  are  richly  married. 

Bart.  Love  not  your  wife. 

Went.  Have  store  of  friends. 

Bart,  Who  shall  be  your  heir  ? 

Went,  The  son  of  some  slave. 

Bart,  Som^  groom. 

Went.  Some  horse-keeper. 

Bart,  Stand  not  upon't,  be  bound,  be  bound. 

Scar.  Well,  at  your  importance,  for  once  I'll 
stretch  my  purse ; 
Who's  bom  to  sink,  as  good  this  way  as  worse. 

Went.  Now  speaks  my  bully  like  a  gentleman 
of  worth. 

Bart,  Of  merit. 

Went,  Fit  to  be  regarded. 

Bart,  That  shall  coromand  oor  souls. 

Went,  Our  swords. 

Bart,  Ourselves. 

Ilf,  To  feed  upon  you  as  Pharaoh's  lean  kine 
did  upon  the  fat 

.    Scar.  Master  Gripe,  is  my  bond  current  for 
this  gentleman  ? 

W.  Good  security,  ycm  Egyptian  grashopper, 
good  security. 

Gripe,  And  for  as  much  mort^  kind  Master 
Scarborow, 
Provided  that  roen.  mortal  as  we  are. 
May  have 


^7  Jni  the  devil  too^  and  iUw— The  first  edition  reads,  and  my  wnm  elm  and  he* 

**  MaBter*»^idef  Knight^i^ward^  /fof<.-»Tbree  different  departmeats  of  a  prison,  ia  which  debton  were 

confloed,  according  to  their  ability  or  incapacity  to  pay  for  their  accoainM>datiOB  :  all  three  are  pretty 

accurately  described  by  Fennor  In  The  CempterU  dmrnimmealthf  1617, 4to. 
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Sear,  May  have  security 
Gripe,  Your  bond  with  land  oonreyed,  which 
may  assure  me  bf  mine  own  a|^ifi. 

Scar*  Yon  ahdl  be  ntisfiedi  and  1*11  become 
your  debtor 
For  full  five  hundred  more  than  he  doth  owe  jrou. 
This  night  we  sop  here,  bear  us  company. 
And  biuig  yOor  counsel,  scrivener,  and  the  money 

with  you. 
Where  I  will  make  as  full  assurance  as  in  the  law 
you'd  wish. 
Gripe,  I  take  your  word,  sir. 
And  ao  discharge  you  of  your  prisoners 

I^,  Why  then,  let's  come  and  take  up  a  new 
room ;  the  infected  hath  spit  in  this. 
He  that  hath  store  of  coin  wants  not  a  friend ; 
Thou  shalt  receive,  sweet  roj^e,  and  we  will 
spend.  [Exeunt, 

.  Mnter  Thomas  muf  Johv  Scabborow. 

Jokti,  Brother,  you  see  the  ettremity  of  want 
Inforceth  us  to  question  for  our  own, 
The  rather  that  we  see,  not  like  a  brother, 
Our  brother  keeps  from  us  to  spend  on  other. 

'Fho.  True,  he  has  in  his  hands  our  portions,  the 

rrimnny  which  .our  father  gave  us,  with  which 
lies  fattinf(  himself  with  sack  and  suf^ar  ^  in 
the  house,  and  we  are  Tain  to  walk  with  lean 
purses  abroad.  Credit  must  be  maintained,  which 
will  not  be  without  money ;  good  clothes  roust  be 
had,  which  will  not  be  without  money ;  company 
must  be  kept,  which  will  not  be  without  money ; 
all  which  we  must  have,  and  from  him  we  will 
have  money. 
Jokn,  Besides,  we  have  brought  our  sister  to 
this  town. 
That  she  herself  having  her  own  from  him. 
Might  bring  herself  in  court  to  be  preferred, 
Under  some  noble  personage ;  or  else  tltat  he, 


Whose  friends  are  great  in  couit,  by  his  late 

match, 
As  he  is  in  nature  bound,  provide  for  her.         • 

Tho.  And  he  shall  do  it,  brother,  though  wa 
have  waited  at  his  lodging  longer  than  a  tailor's 
bill  on  a  ;poung  knight  fbr  an  old  reckoning,  with- 
out speaking  with  him ;  here  we  know  he  is,  and 
we  will  call  him  to  parle. 

John,  Yet  let  us  do't  in  mild  and  gentle  terms; 
Fair  words  perhaps  may  sooner  draw  our  own. 
Than  rougher  courses,  by  which  is  mischief  grown. 

Enter  Drawer. 

Dram,  Anon,  anon,  look  down  into  the  Dolphin 
there. 

Tho.  Here  comes  a  drawer,  we  will  question 
him. 
Do  you  hear  mj  friend,  is  not  Master  Scarborow 
here? 

Drato,  Here,  sir,  what  a  jest  is  that !  where 
should  he  be  else  ?  I  would  have  you  well  know 
my  master  hopes  to  grow  rich  before  he  leaves 
him. 

John,  How  long  hath  he  continued  here  since 
became  hither? 

Dram,  Faith,  sir,  not  so  long  as  Noah's  6ood, 
yet  long  enough  to  have  drowned  up  the  livings 
of  three  knights,  as  knights  go  now-ihdays;  some 
month  or  thereabouts. 

John,  Time  ill  consumed  to  ruinate  our  house ; 
But  what  are  they  that  keep  him  company  ? 

Draw,  Pitch,  pitch,  but  I  roust  not  say  so; 
but,  for  your  further  satisfaction,  did  you  ever  see 
a  young  whelp  and  a  lion  play  together  ? 

John,  Yes. 

Draw,  Such  is  Master  Scarborow's  company. 
\WUhmy  Oliver  f 
Anon,  anon,  look  down  to  the  Pomegranate  there. 


*9  Sack  and  nigar.^-SacJc  with  mgar  was  formrrly  a  fovourite  liquor.  Altbou^h  it  it  m^otiooed  very 
oftra  in  contemporary  writers,  it  Is  difficult  to  collect  from  any  circamitances,  what  the  kind  of  wioe  then 
called  Sack  was  onderstood  to  be.  In  ibe  Second  Part  or  Henry  /K.,  A.  4.  8.  3.  FalsiaflT  speaks  of 
SherrU  Sack  ;  and  Dr  Johnson  supposes  the  fat  knigbt*s  admired  potation  was  what  we  now  call  Sherry, 
which  he  says  is  drank  with  ngar.  This  last  assertion  is  contradicted  by  Mr  Steevens,  who,  with  mor« 
truth  asserts,  that  Skerry  is  at  ibis  time  never  drank  with  ««^<ir,  whereas  Rheniik  frequently  is  Dr  War- 
borton  seems  to  be  of  opinion,  that  the  sweet  wioe  still  denominated  Sack  was  that  so  often  mentioned  by 
Fabtaff  I  and  the  great  fondness  of  the  English  nation  for  sugar  rather  countenances  that  idea.  Hentz- 
ner,  p.  88  edit.  1767,  speaking  of  the  manners  of  the  English,  says,  in  potum  copion  immUunt  saccarwn^ 
they  ptff  a  great  deal  of  sugar  in  their  diink;  and  Moryson,  in  bis  Itinerary,  1617,  p.  ]5/»,  raentionio^ 
the  hcols,  obser?es,  **  They  drioke  pure  wioes,  not  with  sugar^  a$  the  Engthh.^*  Again,  p.  Id-^, 
«<  *^  but  gentlemen  garrawse  onely  in  wine,  with  which  many  miie  ntgar,  which  I  never  obserTcd  in 
ahy  other  place  or  kingdome,  to  be  used  for  that  pnrpois :  and  because  the  taste  of  the  English  is  thus 
delighted  with  sweetnesse,  the  wines  in  tavernes  (for  I  speake  not  of  merchants  or  gentlemen's  cellars), 
are  commonly  mixed  at  the  filling  thereof,  to  make  them  pleasant.*'  Sack  and  sugar  are  mentioned  m 
Jack  Drum's  Entertainment ^  Sign,  ti  3.  The  Sho€maker*$  liolyday.  Sign.  K.  Everie  fVoman  in  her  Uu- 
numr^  Sign.  I>4;  and  in  Deckktr'$  Wonderful  YearCf  1003.  it  appears,  however,  from  the  following 
passage  in  The  EiigUsh  Houwwife^  by  Gervase  Markham,  I6MI,  p.  |68,  that  there  were  various  species 
of  Seek:  *'  Yonr  best  iacke  are  of  8ere$  in  Spaine,  your  smaller  of  GaUiria  and  Ptntugall :  your  stmni; 
Sneka  are  of  the  islands  of  the  Canaries  and  of  lUalligo^  and  your  jklu^^cadioe  ajid  Malu^e^'b  are  of  many 
parts  of  Italy t  Greece ^  and  some  spcciall  i&laods." 
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J7u>,  I  pr*ythee,  say,  hcrc'i  tbem  would  spean 
with  him. 
J  Draw.  1*11  do  your  message :  anon,  anon,  there. 

[Exit. 
John.  This  fool  speaks  wiser  than  he  is  aware ; 
Young  heirs  left  in  this  town,  where  sin's  so  rank, 
And  prodigals  gape  to  grow  fat  by  them, 
Are  like  youne  whelps  thrown  in  the  lion's  den, 
Who  play  witn  them  a  while,  at  length  devour 
them. 

Enter  Scardorow. 

Scar.  Who's  there  would  speak  with  me  ? 

John,  Your  brothers,  who  are  glad  to  see  you 
well. 

Scar.  Well. 

John.  *'Vis  not  yoor  rbt,  that  we  hear  you  use, 
(With  such  as  waste  their  goods,  as  time  the  world 
With  a  continual  spending,  nor  that  you  keep 
The  company  of  a  roost  leprous  rout. 
Consumes  your  body's  wealth,  infects  yoor  name 
With  such  plague-sores,  that  had  ynu  reason's  eye, 
^Twould  make  you  sick,  to  see  you  visit  them) 
Hath  drawn  us,  but  our  wants  to  crave  the  due 
Our  father  gave,  and  yet  remains  with  you. 

Tho.  Our  birth-right,  good  brother ;  this  town 
eraves  maintenance,  silk  stockings  must  be  had, 
and  we  would  be  loth  our  heritage  should  be  ar^ 
raigned  at  the  vintner's  bar,  and  so  condemned 
to  the  vintner's  box.  Though  while  you  did  keep 
(louse,  we  had  some  belly-timber  at  your  table, 
or  so,  yet  we  would  have  you  think  we  are  your 
brothers,  yet  no  Esaus  to  sell  our  patrimony  for 
porridge. 

Scar.  So,  so ;  what  hath  jrour  coming  else  ? 

John,  With  us  our  sister  joins  in  our  request. 
Whom  we  have  brought  along  with  us  to  London, 
To  have  her  portion,  wherewith  to  provide 
An  honoured  service,  or  an  honest  bride. 

Scar.  So,  then  you  two  my  brothers,  and  she 
my  sister,  come  nut  as  in  duty  you  are  bound,  to 
an  elder  brother,  out  of  Yorkshire  to  see  us,  but 
like  leeches  to  suck  from  us. 

John.  We  come,  compelled  by  want,  to  crave 
our  own. 

Scar.  Sir,  for  your  own,  then  thus  be  satisfied. 
Both  hers  and  yours  were  left  in  trust  with  me. 
And  I  will  keep  it  for  ye :  must  you  appoint  us, 
Or  what  we  please  to  like  mix  with  reproof  ? 
You  have  been  too  saucy  both,  and  you  shall 

know, 
111  curb  you  for  it ;  ask  why  ?  Ill  have  it  so. 

John.  We  do  but  crave  our  own. 

Scar.  Your  own,  sir ;  what's  your  own  ? 

I'ho.  Our  portions  given  us  by  our  father's  will. 

John,  Which  here  you  spend. 

Tho.  Consume. 

John.  Ways  worse  than  ill. 

Scar.  Ha,  ha,  ha ! 

Enter  Ilford. 

Iff.  Nay,  nay,  nay.  Will :  pr'ythee  come  away, 
we  nave  a  full  gallon  of  sack  stiiys  in  the  fire  for 


thee,  thou  must  pledge  it  to  the  beakh  of  a  friend 
of  thine. 

Scar.  What  dost  think  these  are,  Frank  ? 

I^.  They  are  fiddlers  I  think ;  if  they  be,  I 
pr'ythee  send  them  into  the  next  room,  and  let 
them  scrape  there,  and  we'll  send  to  them  pre* 
sently. 

Scar.  They  are  my  brothers,  Frank,  come  out 
of  Yorkshire, 
To  the  tavern  here,  to  ask  their  portions : 
They  call  my  pleasures  riots,  my  company  lepers ; 
And,  like  a  scliool-boy,  they  would  tutor  me. 

Iff.  O,  thou  shouldst  have  done  well  to  have 
bound  them  'prentices  when  they  were  young  ; 
they  would  have  made  a  couple  of  gooci  saucy 
tailors. 

Tho.  Tailors? 

Ilf.  Ay,  birdlime ;  tailors :  tailors  are  good 
men,  and  m  the  term  time  they  wear  guod  cloUies. 
Come,  you  must  learn  more  manners;  as  to 
stand  at  your  brother's  back,  to  shift  a  trencher 
neatly,  aud  take  a  cup  of  sack,  and  a  capon's  leg 
contentedly. 

Tho.  You  are  a  slave, 
That  feeds  upon  my  brother  like  a  fly, 
Poisoning  where  thou  dost  suck. 

Scar,  You  lie. 

John.  O,  to  my  grief  I  speak  it,  you  shall  find 
There's  no  more  difference  in  a  tatem  haunter 
Than  is  between  a  spittle  and  a  beggar. 

Tho.  Tliou  work'st  on  him  like  tempests  on  a 
ship. 

John.  And  he  the  worthy  traffic  that  doth  sink«. 

Tho.  Thou  makest  his  name  more  loathsome 
than  a  grave. 

John.  Livest  like  a  dog,  by  vomit. 

Tho.  Die  a  slave. 

[Here  they  dram ;  Wbntloe  and  Bart- 
let  come  iny  and  the  two  Vintner* t  tUn/M 
with  Clubs.  All  set  upon  the  two  Bro- 
thers. Butler,  Scarborow's  Man^  comes 
in,  stands  by,  sees  themjight,  takes  part 
with  neither. 

But.  Do,  fight :  I  love  you  all  well,  because 
you  were  my  old  master's  sons,  but  I'll  neither 
part  you,  nor  be  partaker  with  you.  1  come  to 
bring  m^  master  news ;  he  hath  two  sons  bom  at 
a  birOi  ui  Yorkshire,  and  1  find  him  together  by 
the  ears  with  his  brothers  in  a  tavern  in  London* 
Brother  and  brother  at  odds,  'tis  naught :  sure,  it 
was  not  thus  in  the  days  of  charity.  What's  this 
world  like  to  ?  faith,  just  like  an  innkeeper's 
chamber-pot,  receives  all  waters,  good  and  bad ; 
it  had  need  of  much  scowering.  My  old  master 
kept  a  good  house,  and  twenty  or  thirty  tall  sword 
and  buckler  men  about  him,  and  i'faith  his  son 
differs  not  much ;  he  will  have  mettle  too,  though 
he  hath  not  store  of  cutler's  blades,  he  will  have 
plenty  of  vintners'  pou.  His  father  kept  a  good 
house  for  honest  men,  his  tenants,  that  brought 
him  in  part;  and  his  son  keeps  a  bad  house  with 
knaves  that  help  to  consume  all.  Tis  but  the 
change  of  time :  why  should  any  man  repiue  at 
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it?  crn^ets^  good  Ihring,  atid  lisck^  worms^  were 
wont  to  feedy  sin^  and  rejoice,  m  the  father's 
<^miiey,  and  now  carrion  crows  build  in  the  son's 
kitchen;  I  coald  be  sorry  for  it,  bat  I  am  too 
<M  to  weep.  Well,  then,  I  will  go  tell  him  news 
of  his  ofl&prings.  [Exit, 

Enter  tht  Wo  Bratken^  Tbohas  and  Jonn  Scar* 
BORow,  hurt,  and  SUter. 

Sis,  Alas,  good  brothers,  how  come  this  rois- 
chaoce? 

Tho.  Out  portions,  our  brotber  hath  given  us 
oar  portions ;  sister,  hath  he  not } 

Sis.  He  would  not  be  so  monstroos,  I  am  sure. 

John,  EtcQse  him  not ;  he  is  more  degenerate, 
Than  greedj  vipers  that  devour  their  mother ; 
The3r  eat  ou  her  but  to  preserve  themselves^ 
And  he  consumes  himself,  and  beggars  us. 
A  tavern  is  his  inn,  where,  amongst  slaves. 
He  kills  his  substance,  making  pots  the  graves 
To  burjr  that  which  our  forefathers  gave. 
I  asked  him  for  our  portions,  told  him,  that  you 
Wore  brought  to  London,  and  we  were  in  want, 
Humbly  we  craved  our  own ;  when  his  reply 
Was,  he  knew  none  we  had,  beg,  starve,  or  die. 

iSi».  Alas,  what  course  is  left  for  us  to  live  by 
then? 

Tko.  In  troth,  sister,  we  t#o  to  beg  in  the  fields, 
And  you  to  betake  yourself  to  the  old  trade, 
Filling  of  small  cans  in  the  suburbs. 

5m.  Shall  I  be  left  then  like  a  common  road, 
That  every  beast  that  can  but  pny  his  toll 
May  travel  over,  and, like  to  '^camomile. 
Flourish  the  better  being  trodden  on  ! 

Enter  Butler,  bleeding. 

But.  W6ll,  I  will  not  curse  him :  he  feeds  now 
upon  sack  and  anchovies,  with  a  pox  to  him :  but 
if  he  be  not  fain  before  he  dies  to  eat  acorns,  let 
me  live  with  nothing  but  poUerd,  and  my  mouth 
be  made  a  ducking-stool  for  every  scold  to  set 
her  tail  on. 

Tho,  How  now,  Butler,  what's  the  meaning  of 
thb? 

But.  Your  brother  means  to  lame  as  many  as 
be  can ;  that,  when  he  is  a  beggar  himself,  he  may 
live  with  them  in  the  hospital.  His  wife  sent  me 
out  of  Yorkshire,  to  tell  liim,  that  God  had  blest 
him  with  two  sons;  be  bids  a  plague  of  them,  a 
vengeance  of  her,  crosses  me  over  the  pate,  and 
sends  roe  to  the  surgeon's  to  seek  salve :  I  look- 
ed, at  least  he  should  have  given  me  a  brace  of 
angels  for  my  pains. 

Tho,  Thou  hast  not  lost  all  thy  longing;  I  am 
lore  he  bath  given  thee  a  cracked  crown. 

But.  A  plague  on  his  fingers,  I  cannot  tell : 
hi  is  your  brother  and  my  master,  I  would  be 


lath  to  prophesy  of  him;  but  whosoe'er  doth 
curse  his  children,  being  infants,  ban  his  wife  ly- 
ing in  child-bed,  and  beats  his  man  brings  him 
news  of  it,  they  may  be  bom  rich,  but  they  shati 
live  sUives,  be  knaves,  and  die  beggars. 
Sit.  Did  be  do  so  ? 

But.  Guess  you :  be  bid  a  plague  of  them,  a 
vengeance  on  her,  and  sent  me  to  the  surgeons. 
Sis.  Why  then  I  see  there  is  no  hope  of  him  ; 
Some  husbands  are  respectless  of  their  wives, 
During  the  time  that  they  are  issueless; 
But  none  with  infants  blest  can  nouribh  hate, 
But  love  the  mother  for  the  childrens' sake. 
John.  But  he  that  is  dven  over  unto  sin, 
I^prosied  therewith  without,  and  w  within; 
O  Butler,  we  were  issue  to  one  father ! 
But.  And  he  was  an  honest  gentleman. 
John.  Whose  hopes  were  better  than  the  sun 
he  left 
Should  set  so  soon,  unto  his  house's  shame. 
He  lives  in  taverns,  spending  of  his  wealth, 
And  here  his  brothers  and  distressed  sister, 
Not  having  any  means  to  help  us  with. 

Tho.  Not  a  Scots  baubee,  by  this  hand,  to  bless 

us  with. 
John.  And  not  content  to  riot  out  his  own, 
But  he  detains  our  portions,  soffers  us 
In  this  strange  air,  open  to  every  vireck. 
Whilst  he  in  riot  swuns,  to  be  in  lack. 
But,  The  mere's  the  pity. 
Sit.  I  know  not  what  m  course  to  take  me  to, 
Honestly  1  fain  would  live ;  what  shall  I  do  ? 
But.  Sooth  ril  tell  you ;  your  brother  hath  hurt 
us. 
We  three  will  hurt  you,  and  then  go  all  to  a  spit- 
tle together. 
Sis.  Jest  not  at  her,  whose  burden  is  too  grie« 
vous. 
But  rather  lend  a  means  how  to  relieve  us. 

But.  Well,  I  do  pity  you,  and  the  rather  be- 
cause yon  say,  you  would  fain  live  honest  and 
want  means  }br  it;  for  I  can  tell  you,  'tis  as 
strange  here  to  see  a  makl  finir,  poor,  and  ho- 
nest, as  to  see  a  collier  with  a  clean  face.  Maids 
here  do  live,  especially  without  maintenance, 
like  mice  going  to  a  trap. 
They  nibble  long,  at  last  they  get  a  clap. 
Your  father  was  my  ^ood  benefactor,  and  gave 
me  a  house  whilst  I  live  to  put  my  head  in :  I 
would  be  lotli  then  to  see  his  only  daughter,  for 
want  of  means,  turn  punk ;  I  have  a  drift  to  keep 
you  honest.  Have  you  a  care  to  keep  yourself  so, 
yet  you  shall  not  know  of  it ;  for  women's  tongues 
are  like  sieves,  they  will  hold  nothing  they  have 
power  to  vent.    You  two  will  further  me  ? 
John.  In  any  thing,  good  honest  Butler. 
Tho.  If 't  be  to  take  a  purse,  Fil  be  one. 
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But.  Perhaps  tboa  speakest  righter  than  thoa 
art  aware  of.  Well,  aH  chance  is,  I  have  received 
my  wages ;  there  is  I'orty  shiliinss  for  you,  I'll  set 
you  in  a  lodging,  and  till  you  hear  from  us,  let 
that  provide  for  you ;  we'll  first  to  the  surgeons. 
To  keep  you  honest,  and  to  keep  yon  brave, 
For  once  an  honest  man  will  turn  a  knave. 

[Exeunt 

Enter  Scarborow,  drunk,  having  a  Boy  carry^ 
inga  Ttirch  with  him^  Ilford,  Wentloe,  and 
Bartlet, 

Scar.  Boy,  bear  the  torch  fair :  now  am  I  arm- 
ed  to  fight  with  a  windmill,  and  to  take  the  wall 
of  an  emperor ;  much  drink,  no  money ;  a  heavy 
head,  and  a  light  pair  of  heels. 

Went,  O  stand,  man. 

Scar,  I  were  an  encellent  creature  to  make  a 
punk  of;  I  should  down  with  the  least  touch  of 
a  knave's  finger ;  thou  hast  made  a  good  night  of 
this :  what  hast  won,  Frank  ? 

Iff.  A  matter  of  nothing,  some  hundred  pounds. 

Scar.  This  is  the  hell  of  all  gamesters.  I  think 
when  tliey  are  at  play,  the  howrd  eats  up  the 
money :  for  if  there  be  five  hundred  pound  lost, 
there  s  never  but  a  hundred  pounds  won.  Boy, 
take  the  wall  of  any  man ;  and  yet  by  light  sudi 
deeds  of  darkness  may  not  be. 

[Puii  out  the  Torch. 

Went.  What  dost  mean  by  that,  Will  ? 

Scar.  To  save  charge,  and  walk  like  a  fury 
with  a  firebrand  in  my  hand;  every  one  goes  by 
the  light,  and  we'll  go  by  the  smoke. 

Enter  Lord  FAutcoN bridge; 

Scar.  Boy,  keep  the  wall :  I  will  not  "  budge 
for  an^  man,  by  these  thumbs;  and  the  paring  of 
the  nails  shall  stick  in  thy  teeth  not  for  a  world. 

Lord*  Who's  this,  young  Scarborow  ? 

Scar.  The  man  that  the  mare  rid  on. 

Lord.  Is  this  the  reverence  that  you  owe  to 
me? 

Scar.  You  should  have  brought  one  up  better. 

Lord.  That  vice  should  thus  transform  man  to 
a  beast ! 

Scar.  Go  to,  your  name's  lord ;  I'll  talk  with 
you  when  you're  out  a  debt  and  have  better 
clothes. 

Lord.  I  pity  thee  even  with  my  very  soul. 

Scar.  Pity  i'tliy  throat,  I  can  drink  musca- 
dine and  eggs,  and  mulled  sack;  do  you  bcAr? 


yon  pat  a  piece  of  turned  stuff  upon  me,  but  I 

will- 
Lore/.  What  will  you  do,  sir  ? 
Scar.  Piss  in  thy  way,  and  that's  no  slander. 
Lord.  Your  sober  blood  will  teach  you  others 

wise. 

Enter  Sir  William  Scarborow. 

Sir  WiL  My  honoured  lord,  you're  happily  well 
met. 

Lord.  Ill  met,  to  see  your  nephew  in  this  case^ 
More  like  a  brute  beast,  than  a  g^tleman. 

Sir  WiL  Fie,  nephew,  shame  you  not  thus  f 
transform  yourself  r 

Scar.  Can  your  nose  smell  a  torch  ? 

I/f.  Be  not  so  wild,  it  is  thine  uncle,  Scarborow. 

Scar.  Why  then  'tis  the  more  likely^  'tis  my  fa- 
ther's brother. 

Sir  WiL  Shame  to  our  name,  to  make  thyself 
a  beast! 
Thy  body  worthy  bom,  and  thy  youth's  breast 
Tilled  in  due  time  for  better  discipline. 

Lord.  Thyself  new  married  to  a  noble  bouse. 
Rich  in  possessions,  and  posterity, 
Which  should  call  home  thy  unstayed  afiisctions. 

Sir  WiL  Where  thou  makest  havoc 

Lord.  Riot,  spoil,  and  waste. 

Sir  WiL  Of  what  thy  father  left 

Lord.  And  livest  disgraced. 

Scar,  ril  send  you  shorter  to  heaven,  than  you 
came  to  the  earth ;  do  you  catechise  ?  do  you  ca- 
techise ?  [He  draws,  and  strikes  at  thetn. 

Ijf.  Hold,  hold,  do  you  draw  upon  your  uncle  f 

Scar.  Pox  of  that  lord, 
Well  meet  at  Mitre,  where  we'll  sup  down  sor- 
row ; 
We  are  drunk  to-night,  and  so  we'll  be  to-mor- 
row. [Exeunt. 

Lord.  Why  now  I  see :  what  I  heard  of  I  be^ 
lieved  not. 
Your  kinsman  lives— 

Sir  WiL  Like  to  a  swine. 

Lord.  ^*  ^  perfect  Epythite :  he  feeds  on  dral^ 
And  wallows  in  the  mire,  to  make  men  laugh ; 
I  pity  him.    ^ 

Sir  WiL  NV^  pity's  fit  for  him. 

Lord.  Yet  wall  advise  him. 

Sir  Wil.  He  is  my  kinsman. 

Lord.  Being  in  the  pit  where  many  do  fall  in, 
We  will  both  comfort  him,  and  counsel  him. 

[ExeunU 


^'  Bu^ife— Move,  or  stir.    Boager.  Ft. 
^*  A  perfia  EpyUiU^^i  believe  an  Epjftkih 


sigaiftes  a  heggu^lwiihni*    ^ 


WlLKINS.] 


INPORCED  MARRIAGE. 


179 


ACT  IV; 


jI  KoUe  tmhin^ crying,^  Follow,  follovr,  follow  ;** 
then  enter  Butier,  Thomas  and  Jobs  Scakbo- 
ftow,  with  Money-^fogt. 

T%o.  What  shall  we  do  now,  butler? 

Bui,  A  mao  had  better  line  a  good  handsome 
pair  of  gallows  before  his  time,  than  be  bom  lo 
do  these  sucklings  good  V  their  mother^s  milk  not 
wmog  out  of  their  nose  yet ;  they  know  no  more 
bow  to  behave  themselves  in  this  honest  and  need- 
ful calling  of  purse-taking,  than  I  do  to  piece 
stockings. 

H^Aiii.  This  way,  this  way,  this  way. 

Both,  ^foot,  what  shall  we  do  now) 

B^t,  See  if  they  do  not  quake  like  a  trembling 
asp-liaf,  and  look  more  miserable  than  one  of 
the  wicked  elders  pictured  in  the  painted  cloth ; 
should  they  but  come  to  the  credit  to  be  arraigned 
for  their  valour  before  a  worshipful  bench,  then* 
▼eiy  looks  would  hang  'em,  an'  they  were  in- 
dicted but  for  stealing  of  eggs. 

Within.  Follow,  foTbw,  this  way  follow. 

Tho.  Butler! 

John,  Honest  butler ! 

Bmt,  Sauat>  heart,  squat !  creep  roe  into  these 
Dushes, 
And  lie  me  as  dose  to  the  ground  as  you  would 
<lo  to  a  wench. 

The  How,  good  butler?  shew  us  how. 

But,  By  the  moon,  patroness  of  all  purse-ta- 
ken, who  would  be  troubled  with  such  change- 
hn&f  *y^U  heart,  squat 

Tho,  Thus,  butler? 

But,  Aye,  so,  suckling,  so;  stir  not  now;  if 
the  peering  rogues  chance  to  go  over  you,  yet 
stir  not:  younger  brothers  call  you  them,  and 
have  no  more  forecast  ?  I  am  ashamed  of  you. 
These  are  sucli  whose  fathers  had  need  leave 
them  money,  even  to  make  them  ready  withal ; 
for  byJj^ese  hihs,  they  have  not  wit  to  button 
their  sleeves  without  teaching :  close,  squat  close. 
Now  if  the  lot  of  hanging  do  fall  to  my  share,  so ; 
then  the  father's  old  man  drops  for  his  younjg 
masters.  If  it  chance,  it  chances ;  and  when  it 
chances,  heaven  and  the  sheriff  send  mc  a  good 
rope !  I  would  not  go  up  the  ladder  ttvice  for 
mnj  thing :  in  the  mean  time,  preventions,  honest 
preventions  do  well ;  off  with  my  skin ;  so ;  you 
on  the  ground,  and  I  to  this  tree,  to  escape  the 
gallows. 

Within,  Follow,  follow,  follow. 

But,  Do  follow ;  if  I  do  not  deceive  you,  111 
bid  a  pox  of  this  wit,  and  hang  with  a  good  grace. 

Enter  Sir  John  Harcop  with  two  or  three  others 
with  him. 

Her,  Up  to  this  wood  they  took  ;  search  near, 
my  friends,  I  am  this  morn  robbed  of  three  hun- 
dred poynd. 


But,  I  am  9orry  there  was  not  four  to  have 
made  even  money.— Now,  by  the  devil's  boms,  'tis 
Sir  John  Harcop. 

Her,  Leave  not  a  bush  unbeat,  nor  tree  un- 
search'd ; 
As  sure  as  I  was  robb'd,  the  thieves  went  this  way. 

But.  There's  nobody  I  perceive  but  majr  lie 
at  some  time. 
For  one  of  them  climb'd  this  ways. 

1  Afan.  Stand,  I  hear  a  voice;  and  here's  an 
owl  in  an  ivy-btish. 

£ll^You  lie, 'tis  an  old  scrviogman  in  a  nut-tree. 

S  Man.  Sirrah,  sir,  what  make  you  in  that  tree? 

But,  Gathering  of  nuts,  that  such  fools  as  you 
are  may  crack  the  shells,  and  I  eat  the  kernels. 

Bar,  ^yhat  fellow's  that? 

But.  Sir  John  Harcop,  my  noble  knight,  I  am 
glad  of  your  good  health ;  you  bear  yuur  age  fair, 
you  keep  a  good  house,  I  have  fed  at  your  board, 
and  been  drunk  in  jfoor  buttery. 

Ear,  But  sirrah,  sirrah ;  what  made  you  in  that 
tree? 
My  man  and  I,  at  foot  of  yonder  hill. 
Were  by  three  knaves  robb'd  of  three  hundred 
pound. 

But,  A  shrewd  loss,  by'rUd^,  sir;  but  your 
good  worship  may  now  see  the  truit  of  being  mi- 
serable :  you  will  ride  but  with  one  man  to  save 
horse-meat  and  man's  meat  at  your  inn  at  night, 
and  \q^  three  hundred  pound  in  a  morning. 

Ear,  Sirrah,  I  say,  i  have  lost  three  hundred 
pound. 

But,  And  I  say,  sir,  I  wish  all  miserable  knights 
might  be  served  so ;  for  liad  yon  kept  half  a  do- 
zen tall  fellows,  as  a  man  of  your  coat  should  do, 
they  would  have  helped  now  to  keep  your  money.  * 

Hiar. But  tell  me,  sir,  why  lurk'd  you  in  that  tree  ? 

But,  Marry,  I  will  tell  you,  sir.  Coming  to  the 
top  of  the  hill  where  you,  right  worshipful,  were 
robbed  at  the  bottom,  and  seeing  some  a  scuEQing 
together,  my  mind  straight  gave  me  tncre  were 
knaves  abroad.  Now,  sir,  I,  knowing  myself  to 
be  old,  tough,  and  unwieldy,  not  being  able  to  do 
as  I  would ;  as  much  as  to  say,  rescue  yiu,  right 
worshipful,  I  like  an  honest  man,  one  of  the  king^a 
liege  people,  and  a  good  subject-—*- 

Ser,  He  says  wel^  nr. 

But,  Got  me  up  to  the  top  of  that  tree,  (the 
tree,  if  it  could  speak, .would  bear  me  witnf^) 
that  there  I  might  see  which  way  the  knaves  took, 
then  to  tell  you  of  it,  and  you  right  worshipfullj 
to  send  hue  to  cry  after  thenu 

Ear,  Was  it  so  ? 

But,  Nay,  'twas  so,  sir. 

Ear,  Nay  then,  I  tell  thee  they  took  into  this 
wood. 

But.  And  I  tell  thee,  setting  thy  worship's 
knighthood  aside,  he  lieflf  in  his  thront  that  saya 
so :  Itiid  not  one  of  them  a  white  frock  ?  did  they 
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not  bind  your  worship's  knighthood  bj  the  thambs? 
then  facetted  you  and  the  fool  yonr  man  back 
to  backT 

Man,  He  says  true. 

J^^.  Why  then  so  truly  carae  not  they  into 
this  wood,  but  took  over  the  lawns,  and  left  Win- 
no  steeple  on  the  left  hand. 

Har,  It  may  be  so,  by  this  they  are  ont  of  reach ; 
Well,  fapcwell  it 

But,  Bide  with  more  men,  good  knight. 

Mar.  It  shall  teach  me  wit. 

[Exit  Harcop,  with  Foliifwers, 

Bui.  So,  if  this  be  not  played  a  weapon  beyond 
a  scholar's  prize,  let  me  be'hist  at  Now  to  the 
next    Come  out,  you  hedgehogs. 

Tho,  O  Butler,  thou  detiervest  to  be  chronicled 
for  this. 

But,  Do  not  bely  me ;  if  I  had  my  right  I  de- 
serve to  be  hanged  for't.  But  come,  down  with 
your  dust,  our  morning's  ^^  purchase. 

Tho.  Here  'tis,  thou  hast  played  well,  thou  de- 
servest  two  shares  in  it 

But,  Three  hundred  poond !  a  pretty  break- 
fast ;  many  a  man  works  bard  all  his  days,  and 
never  sees  half  the  money.  But  come,  though  it 
be  badlv  got,  it  shall  be  better  bestowed.  But 
do  you  hear,  gallants,  I  have  not  taught  yon  this 
trade  t6  get  your  livings  by.  Use  it  not,  for  if 
you  do,  thoufih  1  scaped  by  the  nut  tree,  be  sure 
you'll  speed  by  the  rope ;  but  for  your  pains  at 
this  tiine,  there's  a  hundred  pounds  for  you ;  how 
tou  shaU  bestow  it,  I'll  give  you  instrucdons. 
But  do  you  hear,  look  you,  go  not  to  your  gills, 
Tour  punks,  and  your  cock-tricks  with  it ;  if  I 
bear  you  do,  as  I  am  an  honest  thief,  though  I 
helped  vou  now  out  of  the  briers,  I'll  be  a  means 
yet  to  help  vou  to  the  gallows.  How  the  rest 
shall  be  employed  I  have  determined,  and  by  the 
way  I'll  make  you  acquainted  with  it 

To  steal  is  Md ;  but  taken  where  is  store. 

The  fault's  the  less,  being  done  to  help  the  poor. 

[Exeunt. 
Enter  Ilfobd,  Wentloe,  Bartlet.     Ii«foro 
having  a  Letter  in  his  Hand. 

Ijf.  Sure,  I  have  said  my  prayers,  and  lived 
virtuously  a  late,  that  this  good  fortune's  befall'n 
ine.  iook,  gallants;  I  am  sent  for  to  come  down 
Co  mv  father's  burial. 

Went.  But  dost  mean  to  go?^ 

lif.  Troth,  no,  I'll  go  down  to  take  possession 
4if  his  land,  let  the  country  bury  him,  an*  they 
will ;  I'll  suy  here  a  while^  ta  save  charge  at  his 
funeral. 

.    Bart  And  how  dost  feel  thyself,  Frank,  now 
thy  father  is  dead  I 


Iff,  As  I  did  before,  with  my  hands ;  how  should 
I  feel  m38elf  else  ?  but  111  tell  you  news,  gallants. 

Went,  What's  that  ?  dost  mean  now  to  serve 
God? 

Ilf,  Faith,  partly ;  '/or  I  intend  shortly  to  go  to 
church,  and  from  thence  do  faithful  service  to 
one  woman. 

Enter  Butler. 

But*  Good !  I  have  met  my  flesb-hooks  toge- 
ther. 
BarL  What,  dost  mean  to  be  married? 


Ilf,  Aye,  muncrel,  married. 
But.  That's  a  bait  f 


forme. 

Ijf,  I  will  now  be  honestly  married. 

Went*  It*8  impossible,  for  thou  hast  been  a 
whore-master  this  seven  year. 

Ilf  Tis  no  matter,  I  will  now  marry,  and  to 
some  honest  woman  tao^  and  so  from  hence  her 
virtues  shall  be  a  countenance  to  my  vices. 

Bart.  What  shall  she  be,  pr'ythee  i 

lif.  No  lady,  no  widow,  nor  no  waiting  gentle- 
woman ;  for,  under  protection. 

Ladies  may  lard  tneir  husbands  headi^ 
Widows  will  woodcocks  make, 

And  chambermaids  of  serving-men 
Learn  that  they'll  never  forsake. 

Went,  Who  wilt  thou  wed  then,  pr'ythee? 

2jr.  To  any  maid,  so  she  be  £sir ;  to  any  maid, 
so  she  be  rich ; 
To  any  maid,  so  she  be  young ;  and  to  any  maid— 

Bart.  So  she  be  honest. 

Ilf.  Faith,  it's  no  great  matter  for  her  honesty; 
for  in  these  davs,  that's  a  dowrv  out  of  request 

Bui.  From  these  crabs  will  I  gather  sweetness; 
wherein  I'll  imitate  the.  bee,  that  sucks  her  honey, 
not  from  the  sweetest  flowers,  but  thyme  the  bit- 
terest :  so  these  having  been  the  means  to  beggar 
my  master,  shall  be  the  helps  to  relieve  his  bro* 
thers  and  sister. 

Iff.  To  whom  shall  I  now  be  a  suitor? 

Bui.  Fair  fall  ye,  gallants. 

Ilf.  Nay,  an'  she  be  fair,  she  shall  £U1  sure 
enough.    Butler,  how  is't,  good  butler  ? 

But.  Will  yuu  be  made  ^ants? 

Went.  Aye,  but  not  wilhngly  cuckolds,  tboogh 
we  are  now  talking  about  wives. 

But.  Let  four  wives  agree  of  that  afler :  wtU 
you  first  be  richly  married  ? 

AIL  How, butler?  richly  married? 

Bui.  Rich  in  beauty,  rich  in  purse,  rich  io 
virtue,  rich  in  all  things.  But  mum,  I'll  say  no- 
thing ;  I  know  of  two  or  three  rich  heirs.  But 
^^  cargo !  my  fiddlestick  cannot  play  without  to* 
sin;  avannt 

Went.  Butler. 


3'  PurcAoM— See  Note  83  io  the  Second  Part  of  The  Honett  Whore^  Vol.  I.  p.  582. 
^  But  cargo  /— This  is  a  corruption  of  coraggiOf  Italian,  courage  |  a  hortatory  exclamation.    S»,  in 
the  BpUogue  to  jitbunuatr : 

"  Two  hundred  crowni  ?  and  twenty  pound  a-ycar 

For  three  good  lives  ?  cor^o  /  hai  Truicalo  !"    S. 
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.    ly:  Dott  not  know  me,  Batler  ? 

BujL  For  ^'  kes,  dried  kex*  that  in  summer  hat 
been  so  liheral  to  fodder  other  men's  cattle,  and 
scarce  have  enough  to  keep  your  own  in  winter. 
Mine  are  precious  cabbets,  and  must  have  pre- 
cious jewels  put  into  them,  and  I  know  you  to  be 
Hiercbsnts  ot  stock-^fish,  and  not  men  for  my  mar- 
ket; then  vanish. 

Itf.  Come,  ye  old  mad-cap  you,  what  need  all 
tbis?  cannot  a  m«n  have  been  a  liale  whore- 
master  in  his  youthy  but  you  roust  upbraid  him 
with  it,  aud  tell  him  of  his  defects,  which  when 
be  is  manned,  his  wi^  shall  find  in  him  }  why,  my 
fother  is  dead,  man,  now,  who  by  his  deatb  has 
left  me  the  b^ter  part  of  a  thoosand  aryear. 

But.  Tut,  she  of  Lancashire  has  fifteen  hundred. 

X[^  Let  me  have  her  then,  good  butler. 

But.  And  then  she,  the  bright  beauty  of  Leices- 
(ershiie,  has  a  thousand,  nay,  thirteen  hundred  a- 

1^  Or  let  me  have  her,  honest  butler. 

£uU  Besides,  she  the  most  delicate,  sweet 
oountenanced,  black  browed  gentlewoman  in  Nur^ 
thamptonshire,  in  substance  equals  the  best  of 
them. 

l]f<.  Let  me  have  her  then« 

Bart.  Or  L 

Went.  Or  I,  good  butler. 

But.  You  were  best  play  the  parts  of  right 
fools,  and  most  desperale  whore-masters,  and  go 
together  by  the  ears  £f>r  them  ere  ye  see  them. 
But  they  are  the  most  tare  featured,  well  iaocd, 
excellent  spoke,  rarequalitied,  virtuous,  and  wor* 
Ihy  to  be  admioed  gentlewomen—— 

JdL  And  rich,  Imtler  ? 

But.  Aye,  that  must  be  one,  though  they  want 
all  the  oest— And  rich,  gallants,  as  are  from  the 
otmost  parts  of  Asia,  to  these  present  confines  of 
Europe* 

AiL  And  wilt  then. help,  us  to  them,  butler? 

But.  Faith,  'tis  to  be  doubted ;  for  precious 
peari  will  hardly  be  bought  without  precious 
stones,  and  I  think  there's  scarce  one  indifferent 
one  to  be  found  betwixt  you  three:  yet  since 
there  is  some  hope  ye  may  prove  honest,  a5  by 
the  death  ef  your  fathers  you  are  proved  rich, 
walk  severally;  fori,  knowing  you  all  three  to 
be  covetous  tug-muttons,  will  not  trust  you  with 
the  sight  of  each  other*s  beauty,  but  will  severally 
talk  with  you;  and  since  you  have  deigned  iu 
this  needful  portion  of  wedlock  to  be  ruled  by 
me,  Butler  will  most  bountifully  provide  wives 
for  you  aenerally. 

AIL  Why  tliat's  honestly  said. 

But.  Why  so ;  and  now  first  to  you,  sir  knight. 

Ilf.  Godamercy, 


But 


But,  Yon  see  this  couple  ofaboimnable  wciod- 
cockshere. 

Ilf.  A  pox  on  them,  absolute  coxcombs. ; 

But.  Yi>u  heard  roe  tell  them,  I  had  .iatelli- 
gence  to  give  of  three  gentlewomeik 

If  True. 

But.  Now  indeed,  sir,  I  have  but  the  perform* 
ance  of  one. 
Good. 
\ut.  And  her  I  do  intend  for  you,  only  for 
you. 

ly.  Honest  butler ! 

But.  Now,  sir,  she  being  but  lately  come  to 
this  town,  and  so  nearly  watched  by  the  jea- 
Umis  eyes  of  her  friends,  she  being  a  rich  heir, 
lest  she  should  be  stolen  away  by  some  dissohite 
prodigal,  or  desperate  estated  spendthrift,  as  you 
nave  been,  sir 

Ilf.  O,  but  that's  past,  butler. 

6ut.  True,  I  know  i^  and  intend  now  but  to 
make  uae  of  tbem,  flatter  them  with  hopeful  pro- 
mises, and  make  them  needful  instruments. 

W.  To  help  me  to  the  wench  ? 

But.  You  have  hit  it,  which  thus  must  be  ef* 
fected;  first  by  keeping  dose  your  purpose. 

IJf.  Good. 

Bart.  Also  concealing  from  thera  the  lodging, 
beauty,  and  riches,  of  your  new,  but  admirable 
mistress. 

ly.  Excellent 

But.  Of  which  vour  following  happiness  il 
they  should  know,  either  in  envy  ^  your  good,  or 
hope  of  their  qwu  advaaoement,  th^d  make  ooi; 
labours  known  to  the  gentleweman!s  uiides,  and 
so  our  benefit  be  frustrate. 

Ilf.  Admirable,  butler. 

Buf.  Which  done,  all's  but  this;  being  as  yon 
shall  be  brought  into  her  company,  and  by  my 

{^raising  your  virtues,  you  get  possession  of  her 
ove,  one  morning  step  to.  the  towei^  or,  to  make 
all  sore,  hire  some  stipendary  priest  for  money : 
for  money  in  these  days,  what  will  not  be  done  ? 
and  what  will  not  a  man  do  for  a  rich  wife  ?  and 
with  him  make  no  more  ado  but  marry  her  in 
her  lodging  and,  being  married,  lie  with  her,  and 
spare  not 

lif  Do  they  not  see  us,  do  they  not  see  us  ? 
let  me  kiss  thee,  let  mc  kiss  thee,  butler :  let  but 
this  be  done,  and  all  the  benefit,  requital,  and 
happiness,  I  can  promise  tliee  for't,  shall  be  this, 
I'll  be  thy  rich  ma^er,  and  thou  shalt  carry  my 
purse. 

But.  Enough,  meet  roe  at  her  lodging  some 
half  an  hour  hence :  hark,  she  Ues- 

Ilf  I  ha't. 

But.  Fail  not, 


35  Xc*— A  Fr.  G.  Ciguc^  utr.  a  Lat.  Cicuta.    Skinner. 

Cigue  f.  Uemlocke,  Homlocke,  heaibc  Bennet,  Kex,    Cotgrate. 
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J/^.  Will  I  live? 

But.  I  will  but  shift  off  these  two  rhinoceros — 

Iff,  Widgeons,  widgeons,  a  couple  of  gulls. 

But,  With  some  discourse  of  hope  to  wive 
them  too,  and  be  with  you  straight. 

Ilf.  Blest  day !  my  love  shall  be  thy  cushion,  ho- 
nest butler.  [Exit. 

^ut.  So  now  to  my  t'other  gallants. 

Went,  O  butler,  we  have  been  in  passion  at 
thy  tediousness. 

But.  Why  look  you,  I  had  all  this  talk  for 
your  good. 

Bart.  Hadst? 

But,  For  you  know  the  knight  is  but  a  scurvy- 
proud-prating- prodigal,  licentious,  uonecessary^- 

Went.  An  ass,  an  ass,  an  ass. 

But,  Now  you  heard  me  tell  him  I  had  three 
wenches  in  store. 

Bart.  And  he  would  have  had  them  all,  would 
he? 

But.  Hear  me ;  though  he  may  live  to  be  an 
ox,  he  bad  not  now  so  much  of  the  goat  in  him, 
but  only  hopes  for  one  of  the  three,  when  indeed 
I  have  but  two ;  and  knowing  yoo  to  be  men  of 
more  virtue,  and  dearer  in  mjr  respect,  intend 
them  to  be  yours. 

Went.  We  shall  honour  thee. 

Bart.  But  how,  butler? 

But.  I  am  now  going  to  their  place  of  resi- 
dence, situate  in  the  choicest  place  in  the  city, 
and  at  the  sign  of  the  wolf,  jott  against  Gold- 
smiths-row, where  you  shall  meet  me ;  but  ask 
not  for  roe,  only  walk  to  and  fro ;  and  to  avoid 
suspicion,  you  may  spend  some  conference  with 
the  shop-keepers'  wives ;  they  '^  have  seats  built 
a  purpose  for  such  familiar  entertainment,  where 
from  a  bay  window  ^^  which  is  opposite,  I  will 
make  you  known  to  your  desired 'beauties,  com- 
mend the  good  parts  you  have — 

Went.  By  the  mass,  mine  are  very  few. 


But.  And  win  a  kind  of  desire,  as  women  are 
soon  won,  to  make  you  be  beloved ;  where  you 
shall  first  kiss,  then  wooe,  at  length  wed^  ana  at 
last  bed,  my  noble  hearts. 

Both.  O,  butler ! 

But.  Wenches,  bona  robas,  ^^  blessed  beautief, 
without  colour  or  counterfeit :  away,  put  on  your 
best  clothes,  get  you  to  the  barbers,  curl  up  your 
hair,  walk  with  the  best  strouts  you  can ;  you  shall 
see  more  at  the  window,  and  1  have  vowed  to 
make  you. 

Bart.  VViltthou? 

But.  Both  fools;  and  Fll  want  of  my  wit,  but 
ni  do*t.  [Aside. 

Bart.  We  will  live  together  as  fellows. 

Went.  As  brothers.  [Exeunt. 

But.  As  arrant  knaves,  if  I  keep  you  company. 
O,  the  most  wretclied  season  of  this  time ! 
These  men,  like  fish,  do  swim  within  one  stream^ 
Yet  they'd  eat  one  another,  making  no  conscience 
To  drink  with  them  they'd  poison ;  no  ofience 
Betwixt  their  thoughts  and  actions  have  control'd^ 
But  headlong  run,  like  an  unbiass'd  bowl : 
Yet  I  will  throw  them  on,  but  like  to  him. 
At  play  knows  how  to  lose,  and  when  to  win. 

Enter  Thomas,  and  John  Scarborow. 

Tko.  Butler. 

But.  O,  are  you  come. 
And  fit  as  I  appointed  ?  so,  'tis  well. 
You  know  your  cues,  and  have  instructions 
How  to  bear  yourselves;  all,  all  is  fit: 
Play  but  your  part,  your  states  firom  hence  m 
firm.  [Exit. 

John.  Whatshall  I  term  this  creature?  notaman^ 
[^Betwixt  this,  Butler  leads  Ilforo  tit. 
He's  not  ot  mortal's  temper,  but  he's  one. 
Made  all  of  goodness,  though  of  flesh  and  bone* 
O  brother,  brother,  but  for  that  honest  man. 


^  They  have  seats  built  a  purpose — The  following  extracts  from  Stobbes's  Anatomie  of  Abuses,  4to, 
1505,  p.  5T.  will  shew  the  maooers  of  the  English  In  some  particulars  which  are  alluded  to  Id  the  ceorse 
of  these  volames.  **  Other  some  (t.  e.  of  the  women  of  Logland)  spend  the  greatest  part  of  the  day  in 
sitting  at  the  dore,  to  shew  their  braveries,  and  to  make  knowne  their  beauties,  to  beholde  the  passengers 
by,  to  view  the  coast,  to  see  fashions,  and  to  acquaint  themselves  with  the  bravest  fellows;  for  if  not  for 
these  causes,  1  see  no  other  causes  why  they  should  sit  at  thtir  doores,  from  morning  till  noon,  as  many  do, 
from  noon  fo  night,  thus  vainly  spending  their  golden  dayes  in  filthy  idleness  ai  d  sin.  Againe,  other 
some  being  weary  of  that  exercise,  take  occasion,  about  nrgent  affaires  you  most  suppose,  to  waike  into 
the  towne,  and  least  any  thing  might  he  gathered,  hut  that  they  goe  about  serious  matters  indeed,  they 
take  their  baskets  in  their  hands,  or  under  their  arms,  under  which  pretence  pretie  conceits  are  practised, 
and  yet  may  no  man  say  black  is  their  eye. 

**  in  the  fields  and  subarbes  of  the  cities  they  have  gardens  either  palled  or  walled  round  about  very 
hig^i*  with  their  barbers  and  bowers  fit  for  the  purpose.  And  least  they  might  be  espied  in  these  open 
places,  they  have  their  banquetting  bouses  with  gallaries,  turrets,  and  what  not,  therein  sumptuously 
erected  :  wherein  they  may,  and  doubtless  do,  many  of  them  play  the  filthy  persons.  And  for  that  theli 
gardens  are  locked,  some  of  them  have  three  or  four  keycs  a  piece,  whereof  one  they  keep  for  them- 
selves, the  other  their  paramours  have  to* goe  in  before  them,  least  happily  they  might  be  perceived,  for 
then  were  all  the  sport  dasht.  Then  to  these  gardens  they  repair,  when  they  list,  with  a  basket  and  a 
boy,  where  they  meeting  their  sweet  harts,  receive  their  wished  desires.** 

^7  Bay  wmdotp— See  note  13  to  The  Parson*8  Wedding. 

••  Bom  ro5«— See  note  to  King  Henry  IV.  part  2.  edit.  1778.  Vol.  V.  p.  5?2.    8. 
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As  near  to  misery  had  been  oar  breath. 
As  where  the  thuDdering  pellet  strikes  is  death. 
TluK  Aye,  my  shift  of  sbirts^  aiid  change  of 

clothes,  know't. 
Jokiu  We'll  tell  of  him,  like  bells  whose  music 
ring^ 
Go  coronation  day  for  joy  of  kings, 
That  bath  preserved  their  steeples,  not  like  tolls, 
That  aommons  living  tears  for  the  dead  souls. 

Enter  Butler,  and  Ilford  above. 

But.  God*s  precious !  see,  the  hell,  sir,  even  as 
yoo  had  new  kist,  and  were  about  to  court  her, 
if  her  uncles  be  not  come. 

I^,  A  plagoe  on  the  spite  on't 

B^t*  But  'tis  no  matter,  sir;  stay  you  here  in 
this  upper  chamber,  and  Fll  suy  beneath  with 
her;  'cis  ten  to  one  you  shall  hear  them  talk  now 
of  the  greatness  of  her  possessions,  the  care  they 
have  to  see  her  well  bestowed,  the  admirableuess 
of  her  virtues,  all  which  for  all  their  coming  shall 
be  but  happiness  ordained  for  you,  and  by  my 
means  be  your  inheriunce. 

Ilf.  Then  thou'lt  shift  them  away,  and  keep  me 
from  the  sight  of  them? 

But.  Have  i  not  pronused  to  make  you  ? 

Iff:  Thou  hast. 

Baif.  Go  to  then,  rest  here  with  patience,  and 
be  confident  in  my  trust ;  only  in  my  absence, 
you  may  praise  God  for  the  blessedness  you  have 
to  come,  and  say  your  prayers  if  you  wiU,  1*11  hut 
prepare  her  heart  for  entertainment  of  your  love ; 
dismiss  them,  for  your  free  access,  and  return 
straight 

Jffl  Honest,  blest,  natural  friend,  thou  dealest 
with  me  like  a  brother,  butler.  [Exit  ButlerJ] — 
Sure  heaven  hath  reserved  this  man  to  wear  grey- 
hairs  to  do  me  good.  Now  will  I  listen,  listen 
dose,  and  suck  in  her  uncles'  words  with  a  re- 
jmcingear. 

Tho.  As  we  were  saying,  brother. 
Where  shall  we  find  a  husband  for  my  niece  ? 

Iff:  Marry,  she  shall  find  one  here  though  you 
little  know't; 
Thanks,  thanks,  honest  butler. 

John.  She  is  left  rich  in  money,  plate,  and 
jewels. 

Iff.  Comfort,  comfort  to  ray  soul. 

no.  Hath  all  her  manor  houses  riclily  fur^ 
aished. 

Iff.  Good,  good,  111  find  employment  for  them. 

But  [Within.]  Speak  loud  enough,  that  he  may 
hear  vou. 

Join.  I  take  her  estate  to  be  about  a  thousand 
pound  a  year. 

Iff.  And  that  which  my  father  hath  left  me, 
will  make  it  about  fifteen  hundred ;  admirable ! 

John,  hi  debt  to  no  man;  then  must  our  na- 
tural care  he, 
As  she  is  wealthy,  to  see  her  married  well. 

Iff.  And  that  she  shall  be  as  well  as  the  pnest 
can; 
He  shall  not  leave  a  word  out. 


Tho.  I  think  she  has-— 

Iff.  What,  a  God's  name? 

jfno.  About  four  thousand  pound  in  her  great 
chest 

Iff.  And  I'll  find  a  vent  for't,  I  hope. 

John.  She  is  virtuous,  and  she  is  fair. 

Iff.  An'  she  were  foul,  bemg  rich,  I  would  be 
glad  of  her.  •*- 

Aut.  Pish,  pish. 

John.  Come,  we'll  ii^  visit  her,  but  with  this  care, 
That  to  no  spendthrift  we  do  marry  her.  [Exeunt. 

Iff.  You  may  chance  be  deceived,  old  gray- 
beards;  here's  he  will  spend  some  of  it,  thanltp, 
thanks,  honest  butler !  Now  do  I  see  the  happir- 
ness  of  my  fatore  estate.  I  walk  me  as  to-mor- 
row, being  the  day  after  my  marriage,  with  my 
fourteen  men  in  livery  cloaks  after  me,  and  step 
to  the  wall  in  some  chief  streets  of  the  city, 
though  I  have  no  occasion  to  use  it,  that  the  shop- 
keepers may  take  notice  how  many  followers 
stand  bare  to  me ;  and  yet  in  this  latter  age,  the 
keeping  of  men  being  not  in  request,  I  wUl  turn 
ray  aforesaid  fourteen  into  two  pages  and  two 
coaches;  I  will  get  myself  into  grace  at  court, 
run  head-long  into  debt,  and  then  look  scurvily 
upon  the  city ;  I  will  walk  you  into  the  presence 
in  the  afternoon,  having  put  on  a  richer  suit  than 
I  wore  in  the  morning,  and  call  boy,  or  sirrah ;  I 
will  have  the  grace  of  some  great  lady,  though  I 
pay  for  it ;  and  at  the  next  triumphs  run  a-tilt, 
that  when  1  run  my  course,  though  I  break  not 
my  lance,  she  may  whisper  to  herself,  looking 
upon  my  jewel,  well  run,  my  knight :  I  will  now 
keep  great  horses,  scorning  to  have  a  quean  to 
keep  me ;  indeed  I  will  practise  all  the  gallantry 
in  use,  for  by  a  wife  comes  all  my  happiness. 

Enter  Butler, 

But.  Now,  sir,  you  have  heard  her  uncles,  and 
how  do  you  like  them  ? 

Iff.  O,  butler,  they  have  made  good  thy  words, 
and  I  am  ravished  with  them. 

But.  And  having  seen  and  kissed  the  gentle- 
woman, how  do  you  like  her  ? 

Iff.  O,  butler,  beyond  discourse !  she's  a  para- 
gon for  a  prince,  than  a  fit  implement  for  a  gen- 
tleman, beyond  my  element 

But.  Well  then,  since  you  like  her,  and,  by  my 
means,  she  shall  like  you,  nothing  rests  now,  but 
to  have  you  married. 

Iff.  True,  butler,  but  withal  to  have  her  por- 
tion. 

But.  Tut,  that's  sure  yours  when  you  are 
married  once,  for  'tis  hers  by  inheritance ;  but  do 
you  love  her? 

Iff.  O,  with  my  souU 

But.  Have  you  sworn  as  much? 

Iff.  To  thee,  to  her,  and  have  called  heaven  to 
witness. 

But.  How  shall  I  know  that? 

Iff.  Butler,  here  I  protest,  make  vows  irre^o* 
cable. 

But.  Upon  your  knees  ? 
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Ilf.  Upon  my  knees^  with  my  heart  and  soal  I 
love  her. 

But.  Will  live  with  her  ? 

Ilf,  Willlive  with  her. 

But.  Marry  her  and  maintain  her  ? 

lif.  Marry  her  and  maintain  her. 

But.  For  her  forsake  all  other  women  ? 

Ilf.  Nay,  for  her  forswear  all  other  women. 

But.  In  all  degrees  of  love  ? 

Ilf.  In  all  degrees  of  love,  either  to  court, 
kiss,  give  private  (kwoun,  or  ose  private  means ; 
ni  do  nothing  that  married  men  heing  close 
whore*master8  do,  so  I  may  have  her. 

But,  And  yet  yon  having  been  an  open  whore* 
roaster,  I  will  not  believe  you  till  I  hear  you 
swear  as  much  in  the  way  of  contraa  to  herself, 
and  call  me  to  be  a  witness. 

Ilf.  By  heaven,  by  earth,  by  hell,  by  all  that 
man  can  swear,  I  will,  so  I  may  have  her. 

But,  Enon^ 
Thus  at  first  sight,  rash  men  to  women  swear, 
When  such  oaths  broke,  heaven  grieves  and  sheds 

a  tear: 
But  she*8  come,  ply  her,  ply  her. 

Enter  Scarborow*s  Sister, 

Ilf,  Kind  mistress,  as  I  protested,  so  again  I 
▼ow ;  i'faith  I  love  you. 

iSif.  And  I  am  not,  sir,  so  uncharitable, 
To  hate  the  man  that  loves  me. 

Ilf.  Love  me  then. 
The  which  loves  you  as  angels  bve  good  men ; 
Who  wii^eth  them  to  live  with  them  for  ever, 
In  that  high  bKss  whom  hell  cannot  disaever. 

But,  111  steal  away  and  leave  them,  as  wise 
men  do ; 
Whom  they  would  match,  let  them  have  leave  to 
wooe.  [Exit  Butler. 

Ilf,  Mistress,  I  know  ^our  worth  is  beyond  my 
desert;  yet  by  my  praising  of  your  virtues,  1 
would  not  have  you,  as  women  ose  to  do,  become 
proud. 

Sis.  None  of  my  afiections  arc  pride's  children, 
nor  a-kin  to  them. 

Ilf.  Can  you  love  me  then  ? 

iSii.  I  can ;  for  I  love  all  the  worid,  but  am  in 
love  with  none. 

Jif.  Yet  be  in  love  with  me :  let  your  affections 
Combine  with  mine,  and  let  our  souls 
like  turtles  have  a  mutual  sympathy. 
Who  love  so  well,  that  they  together  die; 
Such  is  my  life,  who  covets  to  enpire. 
If  it  should  lose  yonr  love. 

Sis.  May  I  beneve  you  ? 

Ilf  In  troth  you  may, 
Your  life's  my  life,  your  death  my  dying-day: 


Sis.  Sir,  the  commendations  I  have  received 
from  butler  of  your  birth  and  worth,  together  with 
the  judgment  of  mine  own  eye,  bids  me  believe 
and  love  you. 

Ilf,  O  seal  it  wiUi  a  kiss ; 
Blest  hour !  my  life  had  never  joy  till  thu. 

Enter  Wentloe,  and  Bartlet  beneath. 

Bart,  Hereabout  is  the  house,  sore. 
Went.  We  cannot  mistake  it,  for  here's  tha 
sign  of  the  Wolf  and  the  bay-window. 

Enter  Butler  above* 

But.  What,  so  close?  Tis  well  I  have  shifted 
away  your  uncles,  mistress ;  hot  see  the  spite  Sir 
Francis,  if  yon  same  couple  of  smell-smocks, 
Wentloe  and  Bartley,  have  not  scented  aAer  ua. 

I^,  A  poE  on  them !  what  shall  we  do  then, 
butler ! 

But,  What !  but  be  married  straight^  man. 

Ilf.  Aye,  but  how,  butler? 

But.  Tut,  I  never  fail  at  a  dead  lift;  for,  to 
perfect  your  bliss,  I  have  provided  you  a  priest 

I^,  Where  ?  pr^ydiee,  butler,  where  ? 

But.  Where  r  but  beneath,  in  her  chamber.  I 
have  filled  his  hands  with  coin,  and  he  shall  tie 
you  fast  with  words ;  he  shall  dose  your  hands  in 
one,  and  then  do  clap  yourself  into  her  sheets^ 
and  spare  not. 

Iff.  O  sweet !  [Exit  Ilford,  with  Sister, 

But.  Down,  down,  ^tis  the  only  way  for  you  to 
^t  up.— . 
Thus  in  this  task  for  others  good  I  toil. 
And  the  kind  gentlewoman  weds  herself, 
Having  been  scarcely  woo'd,  and  ere  her  thoughts 
Have  learned  to  love  him,  that,  bein^  her  husband. 
She  may  relieve  her  brothers  in  their  wants; 
She  marries  him  to  help  her  nearest  kin, 
I  make  the  nratch,  and  hope  it  is  no  ain. 

Went.  'Sfoot,  it  is  scurvy  walking  for  us  so 
near  the  two  counters;  would  he  would  come 
once! 

Bart.  Mass  he's  yonder. — ^Now,  butler. 

But.  O  gallants,  are  you  here?  I  have  done 
wonders  for  you,  commend^  you  to  the  gentle- 
women, who,  having  taken  note  of  your  good  legs 
and  good  faces,  have  a  liking  to  you ;  meet  me 
beneath. 

Both.  Happy  butler! 

But,  They  are  yours,  and  you  are  theirs;  meet 
me  beneath,  I  say. 
By  this  they  are  wed;  aye,  and  perhaps  have 
bedded. 

[Exeunt  Wewtloe  and  Bartley. 
Now  follows,  whether,  knowing  she  i^  poor. 
He'll  swear  be  loved  her  as  he  swore  before. 

[Exit  Butler. 
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Enter  Ilfobd,  with  ScarboroVs  Sitter, 

Iffi  Hoy  sirrah,  who  would  hava  tbooght  it  ?  I 
perceive  now  a  woman  may  be  a  maid,  be  mar- 
ried, and  lose  her  maidenhead,  and  all  in  half  an 
hoor;  and  how  dost  like  roe  now,  wench  ? 

SU,  As  doth  befit  your  senrant  and  your  wife, 
That  owe  you  love  and  duty  all  my  life, 

I^.  And  there  shall  be  no  love  lost,  nor  ser- 
vice neither;  111  do  thee  service  at  board,  and 
tfaoo  shalt  do  me  service  a-bed. — Now  must  I,  as 
young  married  men  use  to  do,  kiss  my  por- 
tion out  of  my  young  wife.— Thou  art  my  sweet 
rogue,  my  \zmhy  my  pigsny,  my  play-fellow,  my 
pretty,  pretty  any  thing ;  come  a  buss  nr^ythee ; 
so!  'tis  my  kind  heart;  and  wots  thou  what  now  ? 

iSic  Not  till  you  tell  me,  sir. 

J^  I  have  got  thee  with  child  in  my  consci- 
eooe,  and,  like  a  kind  husband,  methinks  I  breed 
it  for  thee.  For  I  am  already  sick  at  my  sto- 
mach, and  long  extremely.  Now  must  thou  be 
my  helpful  physician,  and  provide  for  me. 

Stf.  Even  to  my  blood ; 
Wh«t^8  mine  is  yours,  to  gain  your  peace  or  good. 

I^  What  a  kind  soul  is  this !  could  a  man 
have  found  a  greater  content  in  a  wife,  if  he 
should  have  sought  through  the  world  for  her? 
Pr^y  thee,  heart,  as  I  said,  1  long,  and  in  eood  troth 
1  do,  and  methinks  thy  first  child  will  be  born 
without  a  nose,  if  I  lose  my  longing :  'tis  but  for 
a  tin^e  too ;  yet  methinks  it  will  do  me  no  good, 
unless  thou  efiect  it  for  me.  I  could  take  thy 
keys  myself,  go  into  thy  closet,  and  read  over  the 
deeds  and  evidences  of  thy  land ;  and  in  reading 
over  them,  rejoice  1  had  such  blest  fortune  to 
have  so  fiiir  a  wife  with  so  much  endowment, 
and  then  open  thy  chests,  and  survey  thy  plate, 
jewels,  treasure.  But  a  pox  on't,  all  will  do  me 
no  good,  unless  thou  efiect  it  for  me. 

St*  Sir,  I  will  shew  you  all  the  wealth  I  have, 
Of  coin,  of  jewels,  or  possessions. 

Ilf.  Good  gentle  heftrt,  I'll  give  thee  another 
boss  for  that ;  for  that,  give  thee  a  new  gown  to- 
morrow morning  by  this  hand ;  do  thou  but  dream 
what  stuff  and  what  fashion  thou  wilt  have  it  on 
to-night 

iSif.  The  land  I  can  endow  yon  with  is  my  love ; 
The  riches  I  possess  for  ^ou  is  love ; 
A  treasure  greater  than  is  land  or  eold, 
It  cannot  be  forfeit,  and  it  shall  ne'er  be  sold. 

Itf,  Love,  1  know  that ;  and  111  answer  thee 
love  for  love  in  abundance :  but  come,  pr'ythee 
come,  let's  see  these  deeds  and  evidences ;  this 
money,  plate,  and  jewels;  wilt  have  thy  child 


bom  without  a  nose?  if  thou  be'st  so  careless, 

rre  not :  why,  my  little  frappet  you,  I  heard 
^  uncles  talk  of  thy  nches,  that  thou  hadst 
hundreds  a  year,  several  lordships,  manors,  houses, 
thousands  of  pounds  in  your  great  chest ;  jewels, 
plate,  and  rings  in  your  tittle  box. 

Sit,  And  for  that  riches  yon  did  marry  me  ? 
Itf,  Troth  I  did,  as  nowni-days  bachelors  do  : 
swear  I  loved  thee,  but  indeed  married  tliec  for 
thy  wealth. 
Sit.  Sir,  I  beseech  you,  say  not  your  oaths  were 
such. 
So  like  false  coin,  being  put  unto  the  touch; 
Who  bear  a  flourish  in  the  outward  show. 
Of  a  true  stamp,  but  '*  truly  are  not  so. 
You  swore  me  love,  I  gave  the  like  to  you  i 
Then  as  a  ship,  being  wedded  to  the  sea, 
Does  either  sail  or  sink,  even  so  must  I, 
You  being  the  haven  to  which  my  hopes  mast  fly. 
Ilf,  True,  chuck,  I  am  thy  haven  and  harbour 
too. 
And  like  a  ship  I  took  thee,  who  brings  home 

treasure 
As  thou  to  me,  the  merchant-venturer. 
<^  What 'riches  I  am  ballast  with  are  yours. 
Ilf.  That's  k'mdiy  said  now. 
^.  If  but  with  sand,  as  I  am  bnt  with  earth. 
Being  your  right  of  right,  you  must  receive  me ; 
I  have  no  other  lading  but  my  love. 
Which  in  abundance  I  will  render  you; 
If  other  freight  you  do  expect  my  store, 
111  pay  you  tears;  my  riches  are  no  more. 
Ilf,  How*s  this?  how's  this?  I  hope  you  do  but 

jesL 
Sit.  I  am  sister  to  decayed  Scarborow. 
J^.  Ha! 
Stt,   Whose  substance  your  enticements  did 

consume. 
Uf.  Worse  than  an  ague  ! 
&t.  Which  as  you  did  believe,  so  they  supposed. 
'Twas  fitter  for  yourself  than  for  another. 
To  keep  the  sister,  had  undone  the  brother. 

ly*,  I  am  gulled,  by  this  hand.  An  old  coney- 
catcher,  and  beguiled ;  where  the  pox  now  arc 
my  two  coaches,  choice  of  houses,  several  suits, 
a  plague  on  them,  and  I  know  not  what !  Do  you 
hear,  puppet,  do  you  think  you  shall  not  he  damn- 
ed for  this,  to  cozen  a  gentleman  of  his  hopes, 
and  compel  yourself  into  matrimony  with  a  man, 
whether  he  will  or  no  with  you  ?  I  have  made  ai 
fair  match,  i'faith ;  will  any  man  buy  my  commo- 
dity out  of  my  hand  ?  As  God  save  me,  he  shall 
have  her  for  half  the  money  she  cost  me. 
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Enter  Wentlok  and  Ba&tlet. 

Went,  O,  have  we  met  jou,  sir  ? 

JBarf.  Whaty  turned  midier,  steal  a  wife,  and 
not  make  your  old  friends  acquainted  with  it? 

J^,  A  pox  on  her,  1  would  ^ou  bad  her. 

Went.  Well,  God  give  you  joy ;  we  can  hear 
of  your  good  fortune,  now  'tis  done,  though  we 
could  not  be  acquainted  with  it  aforeband. 

Bart.  As  that  you  have  two  thousand  pounds 
a^year. 

Went,  Two  or  three  manor-houses. 

Bart,  A  wife,  fair,  rich,  and  virtuous. 

I^.  Pretty,  in  faith,  very  pretty. 

Went.  Store  of  gold. 

Bart.  Plate  in  abundance. 


Jlf,  Better,  better,  better. 
Wen 


Vent.  And  so  many  oxeu,  that  their  horns  are 
able  to  store  all  the  cuckolds  in  your  country. 

Ilf,  Do  not  make  me  mad,  good  gentlemen,  do 
not  make  me  mad :  I  could  be  made  a  cuckold 
with  more  patience,  than  endure  this. 

Went.  Fob,  we  shall  have  you  turn  proud  now, 
grow  respectless  of  your  ancient  acquaiutance. 
Why,  butler  told  us  of  it;  who  was  the  maker  of 
the  match  for  you. 

Jlf,  A  pox  of  his  furtherance !  Gentlemen,  as 
you  are  Christiaus,  vex  me  no  more ;  that  I  am 
married,  I  confess ;  a  plague  of  the  fates,  that 
wedding  and  hanging  comes  by  destfny ;  but  for 
the  riches  she  has  brought,  bdr  witness  how  1*11 
reward  her.  [Kich  her. 

Si$.  Sir? 

Ilf.  Whore,  aye  and  jade,  witch !  Ill-faced, 
stinking  breath,  crooked  nose,  worse  than  the  de- 
vil:  and  a  plague  on  thee  that  ever  I  saw  thee ! 

Bart.  A  comedy,  a  comedy  I 

Went.  What's  the  meaning  of  all  this  ?  is  this 
the  mask  after  thy  marriage  ? 

Ilf.  O,  gentlemen,  I  am  undone,  I  am  undone, 
for  I  am  married ;  I  that  could  not  abide  a  wo- 
man, but  to  make  her  a  whore,  hated  all  she- 
creatures,  fair  and  poor;  swore  I  would  never 
marry  but  to  one  that  was  rich,  and  to  be  thus 
coney-catched !  Wt^o  dp  you  think  this  is,  gen- 
tlemen ? 

Went.  Why,  your  wife ;  who  should  it  be  else  ? 

Ilf.  That's  my  misfortune  ;  that  marrying  her 
in  hope  she  was  rich,  she  proves  to  be  the  beg- 
garly sister  to  the  more  beggarly  Scarborow. 

Bart.  How? 

Went.  Ha,  ha,  ha! 

Ilf.  Aye,  von  may  laugh,  but  9be  shall  cry  as 
well  as  I  for^t. 

Bart.  Nay,  do  not  weep; 

Went.  He  does  but  counterfeit  now  to  delude 
us ;  he  has  all  lier  portion  of  land,  coin,  plate, 
jewels ;  and  now  dissembles  thus,  lest  we  should 
borrow  some  money  of  him, 

Ilf.  An'  you  be  kind,  gentlemen,  lend  me 
some  ;  for,  having  paid  the  priest,  I  have  not  so 
much  left  in  tlie  world  as  will  hire  Ofie  a  horse  to 
carry  me  away  from  hef , 

e 


Bart.  But  art  tboo  thus  gulled,  in  faith  ? 

Ilf.  Are  vou  sore  you  have  eyes  in  your  head  f 

Went.  Why,  then,  by  her  brother's  setting  on 
in  my  conscience,  who,  knowing  thee  now  to  have 
somewhat  to  take  to  by  the  death  of  thy  father, 
and  that  he  hath  spent  her  portion,  and  his  own 
possessions,  hath  laid  this  plot  for  thee  to  marry 
her,  and  so  he  to  be  rid  or  her  himself. 

Ilf.  Nay,  that's  without  question;  but  I'll  b« 
revenged  of  'em  both.  For  you,  minx, — nay, 
'sfoot,  give  'em  me,  or  I'll  kick  else. 

Sis,  Good,  sweet— 

Ilf.  Sweet  with  a  pox,  you  stink  in  my  noset 
give  me  your  jewels;  nay,  bracelets  too. 

Sii.  0  me,  most  miserable  1 

Ilf  Out  of  ray  sight,  a^e,  and  out  of  my  doors ; 
for  now  what's  within  this  bouse  is  mine ;  and 
for  your  brother, 

Ue  made  this  match,  in  hope  to  do  you  good, 
And  I  wear  this,  for  which  shall  draw  hb  blood. 

Went.  A  brave  resolution. 

Bor^.  In  which  we'll  second  thee. 

[Exit,  with  Wemtlob. 

JJf.  Away,  whore ;  out  of  my  doors,  whore. 

[Exit. 

Siu  O  grief,  that  poverty  should  have  that 
power  to  tear 
Men  from  themselves,,  though  they  wed,  bed,  and 
swear. 

Enter  Thomas  and  John  Scarborow,  with 
Butler. 

Tho.  How  now,  sister? 

Sii.  Undone,  undone. 

But.  Why,  mistress,  how  is't  ?  how  is't  ? 

Sii.  My  husband  has  forsook  me. 

But.  O  perjury  I 

^if.  Has  ta'en  my  jewels  and  my  braoeleU  from 
me. 

Tha.  Vengeance !  I  played  the. thief  for  the 
money  that  bought  'em. 

Sii.  Left  me  distressed,  and  thrust  me  forth  a- 
doors. 

Tho.  Damnation  on  him  1  I  i^ill  hear  no  more. 
But  for  his  wrong  revenge  me  on  my  brother. 
Degenerate,  and  was  the  cause  of  all ; 
He  spent  our  portion,  and  I'll  see  his  fall. 

John,  O  but,  brother — 

Tho.  Persuade  me  no^ 
All  hopes  are  shipwrecked,  misery  comes  on. 
The  comfort  we  did  look  from  him  is  frustrate, 
All  means,  all  maintenaa)€e»  but  ^rief,  is  gone ; 
And  all  shall  end  li^v  his  destrucuon.  [£n>. 

John.  rU  follow,  and  prevent  what  in  this  he«t 
mav  happen : 
His  want  makes  sharp  his  sward.  Too  great's  the 

ill, 
If  that  one  brother  should  another  ^ill.      [ExiL 

But.  And  what  will  you  do,  mistress  ? 

Sii.  Ill  sit  me  down,  sigh  loud  instead  of  words, 
And  wound  myself  with  grief  as  they  with  swords; 
And  for  the  sustenance  that  I  should  eat, 
rU  f^ed  on  grief,  '0s  woe's  best  relished  meat 
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But.  Good  heart,  I  pity  ydo, 
You  shall  not  he  to  cniel  to  voarself ; 
I  have  the  poor  serviog-man^  allowance, 
Twtelire-pedce  a-daj,  to  boj  me  sustenance  ^ 
One  meai  a-day  Til  eat,  the  t'other  fast, 
To  ^ve  your  wants  relief.    And,  mistress, 
Be  this  some  comfort  to  yobr  miseries, 
m  hsve  thin  cheeks,  ere  yda  shall  have  wet  eyes. 

[Exeunt. 

Enter  ScArboIiow. 

Scar.  What  is  a  prodigal  f  Faith,  like  a  brush, 
That  wears  himself  to  flourish  others  clothes ; 
And,  haying  worn  his  heart  eren  to  th#  stumps 
He's  thrown  away  like  a  deformed  lump. 
Oh  such  am  I !  i  have  spent  all  the  wealth 
My  ancestors  did  purchase,  made  others  braye 
In  shape  and  riches,  and  myself  a  knave. 
For  though  my  wealth  raised  some  to  paint  their 

door,' 
^Tb  shut  against  me,  saying,  I  am  but  poor : 
Nay,  eyen  the  greatest  arm,  whose  hand  hath 

graced 
My  presence  to  the  eye  of  majesty,  shrinks  back. 
His  fingers  clutch,  and,  like  to  lead. 
They  are  heavy  to  raise  up  my  state,  being  dead. 
B^  which  I  find,  spendthrifts,  and  such  am  I, 
Ijke  strumpets  flourish,  but  are  foul  within. 
And  they,  like  snakes,  know  when  to  cast  their 

skin. 

£fife^  TaoitAS  Scar^oroW. 

Tko.  Turn,  draw,  and  die ;  I  come  to  kill  thee* 
Scar.  What's  he  that  speaks  like  sickness  ?  Oh  ! 
is't  you  ? 
81«n>  still,  yon  cannot  move  me ;  fare  you  well. 
Tko*  Think  not  my  fury  slakes  so,  or  my  blood 
Can  cool  itself  to  temper  by  refusal : 
Tom,  or  thou  diest. 
Sear.  Away. 

I^  I  do  not  wish  to  kill  thee  like  a  slave. 
That  taps  men  in  their  cups,  and  broach  their 

hearts, 
Ere  with  a  warning  piece  they  have  waked  their 

ears; 
I  would  not,  like  to  powder,  shoot  the6  down 
To  a  flat  graven  ere  thou  hast  thought  to  frown : 
I  am  no  coward,  but  in  manly  terms. 
And  fairest  oppositions,  yow  to  kill  thee. 
Sear,  From  whence  proceeds  this  heal  ? 
Tko.  From  sparkles  bred  by  thee,  that  like  a 

yillain— 
Scar.  Ha! 

Tho.  rU  hoUow  it  in  thine  ears  till  thy  soul 
quake  to  hear  ir. 
That  like  a  villain  hast  undone  thy  brothers. 
Scar^  Would  thou  wert  not  so  near  me !  yet 
farewell. 


Th(u  Bye  nature  and  her  kws ;  make  us  a-kin. 
As  near  as  are  these  hands,  or  sin  to  sin-^ 
Draw  and  defend  thyself,  or  1*11  forget 
Thou  art  a  man. 

Scar»  Would  thou  wert  not  my  brother ! 

Tho.  I  disclaim  thee. 

Scar.  Are  we  not  o£fepring  of  one  parent,  wretch  I 

Tho,  I  do  forget  it ; — pardon  me  the  dead, 
I  should  deny  the  pains  you  bid  for  me ! — 
My  blood  grows  hot  for  vengeance ;  thou  hast 

spent 
My  life's  revenues  that  our  parents  purchased. 

Scar.  O  do  not  rack  me  with  remembrance 
on*t. 

I%o.  Thou  hast  made  my  life  a  beggar  in  this 
world, 
And  I  will  make  thee  bankrupt  of  diy  breath ; 
Thou  hast  been  so  bad,  the  best  that  I  can  give. 
Thou  art  a  devil,  not  with  men  to  live. 

Scar.  Then  take  a  devil's  payment. 

[Here  they  make  a  pass  one  upon  another^ 
when,  at  Scarborow*s  back,  come  in  II- 
PORD,  WentLoe,  and  Hartley. 

Ilf.  He's  here ;  draw,  gentlemen. 

Went,  and  Bart.  Die,  Scarborow. 

Scar.  Oirt  round  with  death  ! 

Tho.  How,  set  upon  by  three !  'Sfoot,  fear  not^ 
brother;— you  cowards^  three  to  one  I  slaves,  worse 
than  fencers  that  wear  long  weapons.  You  shall 
be  fought  withal,  you  shall  be  fought  withal. 

[Here  the  Brothers  join,  drive  the  rest 
out,  and  return. 

Scar.  Brother,  I  thank  you,  for  you  now  have 
been 
A  patron  of  mjr  life ;  forget  the  sin, 
I  pray  you,  which  my  loose  and  wasteful  hours 
Hath  made  against  your  fortunes ;  I  repent  'em. 
And  wish  I  could  new  joint  and  strength  your 

hoper, 
Though  with  indifferent  ruin  of  mine  own. 
I  have  a  many  sins,  the  thought  of  which, 
like  ^  finisht  needles,  prick  me  to  the  soul. 
But  find  your  wrongs  to  have  the  sharpest  point. 
If  penitence  your  losses  might  repair. 
You  should  be  rich  in  wealth,  and  I  in  care. 

Tho.  I  do  believe  you,  sir ;  but  I  must  tell  you, 
Evils  the  which  are  'gainst  another  done. 
Repentance  makes  no  satisfaction 
To  him  that  feels  the  smart    Our  father,  sir. 
Left  in  your  trust  my  portion ;  you  have  spent  it, 
And  suflered  me,  (whilst  you  in  riot's  house, 
A  drunken  tavern,  spilled  my  maintenance. 
Perhaps  upon  the  ground,  with  o'erflown  cups,) 
like  birds,  in  hardest  winter  half-starved,  to  fly 
And  pick  up  any  food,  lest  I  should  die. 

Scar.  I  pr'ythee  let  us  be  at  peace  together. 

Tho.  At  peace,  for  what?  For  spending  myinr 
heritance  ? 
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By  yonder  son,  that  every  soul  has  life  by, 
As  sure  as  thou  hast  life,  FII  fi|sht  with  thee. 

Scar.  I'll  not  be  moved  unto't. 

Tho,  ril  kill  thee  then,  wert  thou  now  olatpt 
'IVithin  thy  mother,  wife,  or  children's  arms. 

Scar,  WouldV,  homicide?  art  so  degenerate? 
Then  let  my  Uood  grow  hot. 

Tho,  For  it  shall  cooU 

Scar,  To  kill,  rather  than  be  killed|  is  roan- 
hood's  rule. 

Enter  John  Scarborow. 

John.  Stay,  let  not  your  wraths  meet 

Tho.  Heart,  what  mak'st  thou  here  ? 

John.  Say  who  are  yon,  or  you  ?  are  you  not 
one, 
Tliat  scarce  can  make  a  fit  distinction 
Betwixt  each  other  ?  Are  yon  not  brothers  ? 

Tho,  I  renounce  him. 

Scar.  Shalt  not  need. 

Tho.  Give  way. 

Scar,  Have  at  thee. 

John,  Who  stirs,  which  of  you  both  hath  strength 
within  his  arm 
To  wound  his  own  breast  ?  who's  so  desperate, 
To  damn  himself  by  killing  of  himself  ? 
Are  you  not  both  one  flesh  ? 

Tho,  Heart,  give  me  way. 

Scar,  Be  not  a  bar  betwixt  us,  or  by  my  sword 
rU  ♦*  mete  thy  jsrave  out. 

John.  O  do,  for  God's  sake  do ; 
Tis  happy  death  if  I  may  die,  and  you 
Not  nmrder  one  another.    O  do  but  hearken  ! 
When  does  the  sun  and  moon,  born  in  one  frame, 
Contend,  but  they  breed  earthquakes  in  men's 

hearts? 
When  any  star  ** prodigiously  appears. 
Tells  it  not  fall  of  kings,  or  fatal  years  ? 
And  then,  if  brothers  fight,  what  may  men  think  ? 
Sin  grows  so  high,  'tis  time  the  world  should  sink. 

Scar.  My  heart  grows  cool  again,  T  wish  it  not. 

I'ho,  Stop  not  my  fury,  or  by  my  life  I  swear, 
I  will  reveal  the  robbery  we  have  done. 
And  take  revenge  on  thee. 
That  hinders  me  to  take  revenge  on  him. 

John.  1  yield  to  that,  but  ne^er  consent  to  this ; 
I  shall  then  die  as  mine  own  sin  afibrds. 
Fall  by  the  law,  not  by  my  brothers'  swords. 

Tho,  Then  by  that  light  that  guides  roe  here,  I 
vow, 
ril  straight  to  sir  John  Harcop,  and  make  known 
We  were  the  two  that  robbed  him. 


John,  Pr'ythec  do. 

Tho,  Sin  has  hb  sbame,  and  thoa  sbalt  have 
thy  due.  [Esni. 

John,  Thus  have  I  shewn  the  oatora  of  a  bro- 
ther. 
Though  you  have  proved  uiroatural  to  me. 
He's  Eone  in  heat  to  publish  out  the  theft. 
Which  want,  and  your  unkindness,  forced  at  to; 
If  now  I  die,  that  death  and  public  shame 
Is  a  corsive  to  your  soul,  blot  to  your  name. 

[Eni. 
Scar,  O  'tis  too  true ;  there's  not  a  tfaoygbt  I 
think. 
But  must  partake  thy  grief,  and  drink 
A  relish  of  thy  sorrow  and  robfortune. 
With  weight  of  others  tears  I  am  o'erbome^ 
That  scarce  am  Atlas  to  hold  up  mine  own. 
And  all  too  good  fur  me.    A  happy  creature 
[n  my  cradle,  and  I  have  made  myself 
The  common  curse  of  mankind  by  my  life ; 
Undone  my  brothers,  made  them  thieves  for  bread. 
And  begot  pretty  children  to  live  beegars. 
O  conscience,  how  thou  art  stung  to  Uiink  upon't ! 
My  brothers  unto  shame  roust  yield  their  bloody 
My  babes,  at  other  stirrupd  beg  their  food, 
Or  else  turn  thieves  too,  and  be  choked  for'l. 
Die  a  dog's  death,  be  perched  upon  a  tree; 
Hang  betwixt  heaven  and  earth,  as  fit  for  neither : 
The  curse  of  licaven  that's  due  to  reprobates 
Descends  upon  my  brothers,  and  my  children. 
And  I  am  parent  to  it ;  I,  I  am  parent  to  it. 

Enter  Butler. 

But,  Where  are  you,  sir  ? 

Scar,  Why  starest  thou,  what's  thy  haste  ? 

But,  Here's  fellows  swarm  like  flies  to  speak 
with  you. 

Scar.  What  are  tliev  ? 

But,  Snakes,  I  think,  sir;  for  they  coroe  with 
stings  in  their  mouths,  and  their  tongues  are 
turned  to  teeth  too :  they  claw  villainously,  they 
have  eat  up  your  honest  name,  and  honourable 
reputation,  by  railing  against  you :  and  now  they 
come  to  devour  your  possessions. 

Scar,  In  plainer  ^^  evargy,  what  are  they?  speak. 

But.  ^  Mantichoras,  monstrous  beasts,  ene- 
mies to  mankind,  that  have  double  rows  of  teeth 
in  their  months.  They  are  usurers,  tbey  come 
yawning  for  money,  aiul  the  sheriff  with  them  U 
come  to  serve  an  extent  upon  your  land,  and  then 
seize  on  your  body  by  force  of  execution;  they 
have  begirt  the  house  round. 


^'  Meie^i,  e.  mcatare  it  oat.    Hesperiara  metire  jacens.    Virgil,    S. 

^^  Prodigiousljf.-^te  Note  1  to  the  First  Part  of  TAe  HoHut  YrAore,  VoL  I.  p  520. 

^  l?raf^y— i.  e.  fscility;  ivi^(,/acl/M.     S. 

^*  MoHtiehoraa — **  A  pud  eosdem  nasci  Cteslas  scribit,  qoam  nuaUieh9ram  appellat,  tripllcl  dentiom 
**  ordine  pectioatlm  coeuntiuin,  facie  ct  aariculn  bomiais,  ocalb  glaacb,  colore  saogufaiea,  corpore  leonb, 
**  Cauda,  scorpionis  modo  Bpic  ula  infigentem  !  vocii,  at  §1  misceatur  fistulae  et  tube,  concentos :  velocitatb 
4*  niagn»,  bumani  corporb  vel  pnecipue  appentem."    C.  Ptmii  Nat,  Hist,  lib.  vlii.  c.  81. 
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Scar.  So  diat  the  roof  oar  ancestors  did  build 
For  tbeir  sons  comfort,  and  their  wives  for  chanty, 
I  dare  not  to  look  oat  at 

But.  Besides,  sir,  here's  yoar  poor  children. 

Scar.  Poor  children  they  are  indeed. 

But.  Come  irith  fire  and  water,  tears  in  their 
eyes,  and  burning  grief  in  their  hearts,  and  desire 
to  speak  with  you. 

Scar.  Heap  sorrow  upon  sorrow :  tell  me,  are 
My  brothers  gone  to  execution? 
For  what  I  did  ?  for  every  heinous  sin, 
Sits  on  his  soul,  by  whom  it  did  begin. 
And  so  did  theirs  by  me.    Tell  me  withal, 
My  children  carry  moisture  in  their  eyes. 
Whose  speaking  drops  say, — Father,  tbnsmastwe 
Ask  oor  relief,  or  die  with  infamy ; 
For  yoo  have  made  us  beggars.    Yet  when  thy 

tale  has  killed  me, 
To  give  my  passa^  comfort  from  this  stage. 
Say  all  was  done  by  an  inforced  marriage : 
My  grave  will  then  be  welcome. 

But.  What  shall  we  do,  sir  ? 

Scar.  Do  as  the  devil  does,  hate  panther-like 
mankind ; 
And  yet  I  lye :  for  devils  sinners  love, 
Wheo;men  hate  men,  though  good,  like  some  above. 

Enter  Scarbobow's  wife  KATHAaiNE,  toUh  two 
Children. 

But.  Your  wife's  come  in,  sir. 
Scar,  Thou  lyest,  I  have  not  a  wife;    None 
can  be  called 
True  man  and  wife,  bat  those  whom  heaven  in- 
stalled. 
Saj- 

Kath.  O,  my  dear  husband  ! 
Scar.  You  are  very  welcome ;  peace :  we'll  have 
compliment. 
Who  are  you,  gentlewoman  ? 

Kath.  Sir,  your  distressed  wife,  and  these  your 

children. 
Scar.  Mine !  Where,  how  begot  ? 
Prove  me  by  certain  instance  that's  divine. 
That  I  shonki  call  them  kiwful,  or  thee  mine. 
'   Kath.  Were  we  not  married,  sir? 
Scar.  No;  though  we  heard  the  words  of  cere- 
mony, 
Bot  had  hands  knit  as  felons  that  wear  fetters 
Forced  upon  them.    For  tell  me,  woman. 
Did  e'er  my  love  with  sighs  intreat  thee  mine  ? 
Did  ever  I,  in  willing  conference. 
Speak  words,  made  half  with  tears,  that  I  did  love 

thee?  , 

Or  was  I  ever  bat  glad  to  see  thee,  as  all  lovers 

are? 
No,  no,  thou  know'st  I  was  not. 
Kath.  Oh  me ! 
But.  The  more's  the  pity. 
Scar.  Bat  when  I  came  to  churchy  I  did  there 


All  water,  whose  forced  *^  bi«adi  had  drowned 

my  land ; 
Are  yon  my  wife,  or  these  my  children  ? 
Why  'tis  impossible :  for  like  the  skies. 
Without  the  sun's  light,  so  look  all  your  eyes; 
Dark,  cloudy,  thick,  and  full  of  heaviness ; 
Within  my  country  there  was  hone  to  see 
Me  and  my  issue  to  be  like  our  fathers^ 
Upholders  of  our  country,  all  our  life, 
Which  should  have  beeu,  if  I  had  wed  a  wife 
Where  now. 

As  dropping  leaves  in  autumn  you  look  all^ 
And  T,  that  should  uphold  you,  like  to  fall. 

Kath.  TvfBs,  nor  shall  be  my  fault;  Heavea 
bear  me  witness. 

Scar.  Thou  lyest,  strumpet,  thou  lyest 

But.  Osir! 

Scar.  Peace,  saucy  Jack ! — Strompet,  I  say  thoa 
West, 
For  wife  of  mine  thou  art  not,  and  tliese  thy  bas- 
tards 
Whom  I  begot  of  thee,  with  this  unrest, 
That  bastards  bom,  are  bom  not  to  be  blest. 

Kath.  On  me  pour  all  your  wrath,  but  not  on 
them. 

Scar.  On  thee,  and  them,  for  'tis  the  end  of  Ins  t, 
To  scourge  itself,  heaven  lingering  to  be  just ; 
Harlot ! 

Kath.  Husband. 

Scar.  Bastards! 

ChiL  Father. 

But.  What  heart  not  pities  this  ? 

Scar.  £ven  in  your  cradle,  yoa  were  accurst  of 
heaven. 
Thou  an  adultress  in  my  married  arms, 
And  they  that  made  the  match,  bawds  to  thy  last: 
Aye,  now  you  hang  the  head,  shooldst  have  done 

so  before. 
Then  these  had  not  been  bastards,  thou  a  whore. 

But.  I  cao  brook't  no  longer  >  sir,  you  do  not 
well  in  this. 

Scar,  Ha,  slave ! 

But.  ^is  not  the  aim  of  gentry  to  bring  forth 
Such  harsh  unrelished  fruit  unto  their  wines. 
And  to  their  pretty,  pretty  chiklren,  by  my  troth« 

Scar.  How,  rascal  1 

But.  Sir,  I  must  tell  you,  your  progenitors. 
Two  of  the  which  these  years  were  servant  to> 
Had  not  such  mists  before  their  understanding, 
Thus  to  behave  themselves. 

Scar,  And  you'll  controul  me,  sir ! 

But.  Aye,  I  wilh 

Scar.  You  rogue ! 

But.  Aye,  'tis  I,  will  tell  you  'tis  angendy  done 
Thus  to  defame  your  wife,  abuse  vour  children. 
Wrong  them,  you  wrong  yourself;  are  they  not 
yours? 

Scar.  Pretty,  pretty  hnpudence  in  faith. 

But.  Her  whom  you  are  bound  to  love,  to  rail 
against  ? 
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These  whom  yon  ure  bouod  tokeep,  to  sparn  like 

dogs? 
An'  jou  were  not  my  nmstct,  I  would  teU  jou'— 

Scar.  Wbat^  slave? 

Bui.  Pat  op  your  bird-spit,  tut,  I  fear  it  not; 
In  doing  deeds  so  base,  so  vile  as  these, 
Tis  bat  a  kna,  kna,  kna. 

Scar,  Rogue! 

But.  Tut,  howsoever,  'tis  a  dishonest  port, 
And  in  defence  of  these  I  throw  off  duty. 

Katk.  Good  butler! 

But,  Peace,  honest  mistress,  I  will  say  yon  are 
wronged ; 
Tnnte  it  upon  him,  even  in  his  blood,  his  bones, 
His  guts,  his  maw,  his  throat,  his  intrails. 

Sear.  Yon  mnnagate  of  threescore  ! 

But.  rris  better  than  a  knave  of  three-and- 
twenty. 

Scar,  Patience  be  my  buckler, 
^  As  not  to  iile  my  hands  in  villain's  blood ; 
You  knave  slave-trenchei^groom ! 
Who  is  your  master? 

But.  Vou,  if  you  were  a  master. 

Sear.  Off  with  your  coat  then,  get  you  forth  a- 
doors. 

But*  My  coat,  sir? 

Sear.  Aye,  your  coat,  slave. 

But.  'Sn)ot  when  you  ha't,  'tis  but  a  thread- 
bare coat. 
And  there  'tis  for  you :  know  that  I  scorn 
To  wear  his  livery  is  so  worthy  bom. 
And  live  so  base  a  life ;  old  as  I  am, 
FU  rather  be  a  beggar  than  your  man, 
And  there's  your  service  for  you.  [Exit. 

Scar.  Away,  out  of  my  door;  away« 
So^  now  your  champion's  gone,  mini^  thou  hadst 

better 
Have  gone  quick  unto  thy  grave 

Kath,  O  me  !  that  am  no  cause  of  it. 

^r.  Thaa  have  suborned  that  slave  to  lift  his 
hand  against  me. 

Kath.  O  me !  what  shall  become  of  me ! 

■Scar,  ril  teach  you  tricks  for  this :  have  you  a 
companion? 

Enter  Butler^ 

But.  My  heart  not  suffers  me  to  leave  my 
honest  mistress  and  her  pretty  children. 
Sear.  Ill  mark  thee  tor  A  strumpet,  and  tliy 
bastard'—— 


But.  What  will  yoa  do  to  them,  sir? 

Scar.  The  devil  in  thy  shape  come  back  again  f 

But.  No,  but  an  honest  servant,  sir,  will  tak» 
this  coat. 
And  wear  it  with  this  sword  to  safegeard  these. 
And  pity  them,  and  ^'  I  am  woe  for  you  toa; 
But  will  not  Sttfer 

The  hosband,  vipei^Iike,  to  prev  on  them 
That  love  him,  and  have  cherished  him,  as  thes« 
And  they  have  you. 

Scar,  Slave  1 

JBu^.  I  will  not  humom*  you, 
Fight  with  you^  and  lose  my  life,  or  these 
Stmll  taste  no  wrong  whom  you  are  bound  to  love* 

Scar,  Out  of  my  doors,  slave. 

But.  I  will  not,  but  will  stay  and  wear  thit 
coat. 
And  do  you  service  whether  you  will  or  no^ 
ril  wear  this  sword  too,  and  be  champion. 
To  fight  for  her  in  spite  of  any  man. 

Scar.  You  shall :  you  shall  be  my  master,  sir. 

But.  No,  I  desire  it  not; 
ni  pay  you  duty,  even  upon  my  knee, 
But  lose  my  life,  ere  these  opprest  TU  see. 

Scar,  Yes,  goodman  slave,  you  shall  be  master. 
Lie  with  my  wife,  and  get  more  bastards;  do, 
do,  do. 

Kath.  Oh  me ! 

Scar,  Turns  the  world  upside  down. 
That  men  o'erbear  their  masters  ?  it  does,  it  does^ 
For  even  as  Judas  sold  his  master  Christ, 
Men  buy  and  sell  their  wives  at  highest  price : 
What  will  you  give  me?  what  will  you  give  me  f 
What  will  you  give  me  ?  [Exit. 

But.  O,  mistress,  my  soul  weeps^  tho«igli  mine 
eyes  be  dry; 
To  see  ms  fall,  and  your  adversity ; 
Some  means  I  Have  lef^  which  I'll  relieve  yow 

with; 
Into  your  chamber,  and  if  comfort  be  a-kin 
To  such  great  grief,  comfort  your  children. 

Katk.  I  thank  thee,  butler;  heaven  when  he 
please. 
Send  death  unto  the  troubled,  a  blest  ease. 

[Exii,  with  Children. 

But.  In  troth,  I  know  not  if  it  be  good  or  ill. 
That  with  this  endless  toil  I  labour  thus: 
Tis  but  die  old  times  audent  conscience 
That  would  do  no  man  hurt,  that  makes  me  do'tr 
If  it  be  un  that  I  do  pity  these, 


^  A$not  t0jiU^l,  e.  to  defile.    So,  In  Cbarchyard*8  Challenge,  1993,  p.  i51 : 

**  Away  fi>wle  worket,  thatJUd  ny  face  with  Mars* 

Af^\n,Maebeik,A.S.S.Ui 

"IfUbeso, 
'<  For  Banquo't  iisae  have  JfiVd  my  mind.'' 

See  also  Mr  Steeveos't  Note  on  the  last  paaage. 
♦^  I  dm  «9«-.Sce  hote  on  The  Four  F's,  Vol.  I. 


WlLKINt.} 


INFORCED  MARRMGE. 


191 


If  it  be  nn  I  hare  relieved  lus  Vrothera, 
Have  pkyed  the  thief  with  them  to  get  their  food^ 
And  made  a  lockleti  marriage  for  his  sister. 
Intended  for  her  good,  heaven  pardon  me. 
But  if  so,  I  am  sure  they  are  greater  sinners, 
That  made  this  match,  and  were  unhappy  ^  men ; 
For  they  caused  all,  and  may  heaven  pardon  them. 

Enter  Sir  William  Scabborow. 

Sir  WiL  Who's  within  here  ? 

But.  Sir  William,  kindly  welcome. 

Sir  IFi/L  Where  is  mjr  kinsman  Scarborow  ? 

But.  Sooth,  he's  within,  sir,  but  not  very  well 

iHrWiL  His  sickness? 

Btf^.  The  bfell  of  siduiess^— troubled  in  his 
mind. 

Sir  WiL  I  guess  the  cause  of  it, 
'Bat  cannot  now  intend  to  visit  him. 
Great  business  for  my  sovereign  hastes  me  hence ; 
Qnly  thb  letter  from  his  lord  and  guardian  to  him. 
Whose  inside,  I  do  guebs,  tends  to  his  good ; 
At  my  return  1*11  see  him.    So  farewell.    [Exit. 

But.  Whose  inside  I  do  guess  turns  to  his  good : 
He  shall  not  see  it  now  tl^n ;  for  men*s  minds. 
Perplexed  like  his,  are  like  land-troubling  winds, 
Who  have  no  gracious  temper. 

Enter  Jobk  Scabborow. 

John.  O,  butler! 

But.  What's  the  fright  now  ? 

John.  Help  strait,  or  on  the  tree  of  shame 
We  both  shall  perish  for  the  robber}*. 

But.  What,  is't  revealed,  man  ? 

Jokn.  Not  yet,  good  butler;  only  my  brother 
Thomas, 
In  spleen  to  me,  that  would  not  suffer  him 
To  kill  our  elder  brother,  liad  undone  us, 
la  riding  now  to  Sir  John  Harcop  straight  to  dis- 
close it 

But.  Heart,  who  would  rob  with  sucklings  ? — 
Where  did  you  leave  him? 

John.  Now  taking  horse  to  ride  to  Yorkshire. 

But.  1*11  stay  his  journey,  lest  I  meet  a  hang- 
ing [Exeunt. 

Enter  Scabborow. 

Sear.  I'll  parley  with  the  devil ;  aye,  I  will ; 
He  gives  his  counsel  freely,  and  the  cause 
He  tor  his  clients  pleads,  goes  always  with  them ; 
He  in  my  cause  shall  deal  then :  and  1*11  ask  him> 
Whether  a  cormorant  may  have  stufied  chests, 
And  sec  his  brother  starve  ?  why,  he*ll  say  i,^ 
The  lest  they  give,  the  more  I  gain  thereby; 

Enter  Butler. 
Their  8oal%  their  iooli^  their  sonls  !^ 


How  now,  master  ?  Nay,  too  are  my  master ; 
Is  my  wife's  sheets  warm  r  does  she  kiss  well  ? 
BtU.  Good  sir  I 

Scar.  Fob !  make't  not  strange;  for  in  these 
days. 
There's  many  men  lie  in  their  masters  sheets. 
And  so  may  you  in  mine,  and  yet — ^your  bosiness^ 
sir? 
But.  There's  one  in  civil  habit,  sir,  woald  qpeak 

with  jTou. 
Scar.  In  civil  habit  ? 

But.  He  is  of  seemly  rank,  sir,  and  caUs  him- 
self 
By  the  name  of  Doctor  Baxter  of  Oxford. 
Scar.  That  man  undid  me;  he  did  blossoms 
blow, 
Whose  fruit  proved  poison,  though  'twas  good  ia 

show  s 
With  him  I'll  parley,  and  disrobe  my  thoughts 
Of  this  wild  phrensy  that  becomes  me  not 
A  table,  candles,  stoolij,  and  all  things  fit: 
I  know  he  comes  to  chide  me,  and  rll  h«ir  him ; 
With  our  sad  conference  we  will  call  up  tears, 
Teach  doctors'  rules,  instruct  succeeding  years.— 
Usher  him  in : 
Heaven  spare  a  drop  from  thence  wbere's  boon* 

ties  throng, 
Give  patience  to  my  soul,  inflame  my  tongae. 

Enter  Doctor. 

Doc  Good  Master  Scarborow ! 

Scar.  You  are  most  kindly  welcome,  sooth  ye 

are. 
Doc  I  have  important  business  to  deliver  you. 
Scar.  And  I  have  leisure  to  attend  your  hear- 
ing- 
J)oc.  Sir,  yon  know  I  married  you. 
Scar.  I  know  yon  did,  sir. 
Doc.  At  which  you  promised  both  to  God  and 
men, 
Your  life  unto  yoor  spouse  should  be  like  snow. 
That  falls  to  comfort,  not  to  overtlirow ; 
And  love  unto  your  issue  should  be  like 
The  dew  of  heaven,  that  hurts  not,  though  it 

strike; 
When  heaven  and  men  did  witness  and  record 
Twas  an  eternal  oath,  no  idle  word. 
Heaven,  beipg  pleased  therewith,  blest  yen  with 

children ; 
And  at  heaven's  blessings,  all  gopd  men  rejoice* 
So  that  God's  phair  ami  footstool,  heaven  and 

earth. 
Made  offering  at  your  nuptials,  a^  a  knot 
To  mind  you  of  your  vow :  O,  break  it  not. 
Scar*  Tis  very  true. 


^  ITfiiltfp^S^— MbcbievoQS,  unlackyt 

#9  He'U  i9y  /,—  i.  e.  Aye.    I,  fori|ier]y,  was  |he  mode  of  writios  as  well  as  pi 
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Doc*  'Sow,  fir,  from  this  your  oath  and  band,^ 
Futb'8  pledge  nod  seal  of  conscience,  jroa  bare 

ran. 
Broken  all  contracts;  and  the  forfeiture, 
Justice  bath  now  in  suit  against  your  soul ; 
Angels  are  made  the  jurors,  who  are  witnesses 
Unto  the  oath  you  took;  and  God  himself. 
Maker  of  mamage,  he  that  sealed  the  deed, 
As  a  ^rm  lease  unto  you  during  Ijfe, 
Sits  now  as  judga  of  your  transgression ; 
Hie  world  informs  against  you  with  this  voice^ 
If  such  sins  reign,  what  mortals  can  rejoice. 

Scar.  What  then  ensues  to  me  ? 

Doc.  A  heavy  doom,  whose  execution's 
Now  served  upon  your  conscience,  that  ever 
Yon  shall  feel  plagues  which  time  shall  not  dis- 
sever; 
As  in  a  map  your  eyes  see  all  your  life. 
Bad  words,  worse  deeds^  false  oaths,  and  all  the 

injuries. 
Yon  have  done  unto  your  soul ;  then  comes  your 

wife. 
Full  of  woe's  drops,  and  yet  as  full  of  pity. 
Who  though  she  speaks  not,  yet  her  eyes  are 

swords, 
That  cut  your  heart-strings;  and  then  your  chil- 
dren— 

Scar,  Oh,  oh,  oh ! 

Doc  Who,  what  they  cannot  say,  talk  in  their 
looks; 
You  have  made  us  up,  but  as  misfortune's  books. 
Whom  other  men  may  read  in ;  when  presently, 
Tasked  by  yourself,  you  are  no^  like  a  thief, 
Astonied  being  accused,  but  scorched  with  grief. 

Scar.  Aye,  aye,  aye. 

Doc.  Here  stand  your  wife's  tears. 

Scar.  Where? 

Doc  And  you  fry  for  them:  Here  lie  your 
children  *s  wants. 

&ar.  Here? 

Doc.  For  which  you  pine,  in  conscience  bum. 
And  wish  you  had  been  better,  or  ne'er  bom. 

Scar.  Does  all  this  happen  to  a  wretch  like  me  ? 

Doc.  Both  this  and  worse;  your  soul  eternally 
Shall  live  in  torment,  though  the  body  die. 

Scar.  I  shall  have  need  of  drink  then, — Butler ! 

Doc  Nay,  all  your  sins  are  on  your  children 
laid. 
For  the  ofifences  that  the  father  made. 

Scar.  Are  they,  sir  ? 

Doc  Be  sure  they  are. 

Enter  Butler. 

Scar.  Butler! 

But.  Sir. 

Scar.  Go,  fetch  my  wife  and  children  hither. 


But.  I  will,  dr. 

Scar.  I'll  read  a  lecture  "  to  the  doctor  too  t 
He's  a  divine }  aye,  he's  a  divine. 

But.  I  see  his  mind  is  troubled,  and  have  made 
bold  with  duty  to  read  a  letter  tending  to  his 
good;  have  made  his  brothers  friends:  both 
which  I  will  conceal  till  better  temper.  He  sends 
me  for  his  wife  and  children ;  shall  I  fetch  them  f 

Scar.  He's  a  divine;  and  this  divine  did  mar- 
ry me; 
That's  good,  that's  good. 

Doc  Master  Scarborow. 

Scar,  ril  be  with  you  straight,  sir. 

But.  I  will  obey  bim ; 
If  any  thing  doth  happen  that  is  ill. 
Heaven  bear  me  record,  'tis  against  butler's  wil). 

[Exit. 

Scar,  And  this  divine  did  many  me, 
Whose  tongue  should  be  the  key  to  open  troth. 
As  God's  ambassador.    Deliver,  deliver,  deliver. 

Doc,  Master  Scarborow. 

Scar.  rU  be  with  you  straight,  sir.— 
Salvation  to  afflicted  consciences, 
And  not  give  torment  to  contented  minds. 
Who  should  be  lamps  to  comfort  out  our  way. 
And  not  like  firedrakcs  ^*  to  lead  men  astray.-^ 
Aye,  I'll  be  with  you  straight,  sir. 

Enter  Butler,  with  Wife  and  Children, 

But.  Here's  your  wife  and  children,  su:. 

Scar.  Give  way  then, 
I  have  my  lesson  perfect :  Leave  us  here. 

But.  Yes,  I  will  go,  but  I  will  be  so  near. 
To  hinder  the  mishap,  the  which  I  fear. 

[Exit  Butler^ 

Scar,  Now,  sir,  you  know  this  gentlewoman  ? 

Doe.  Kind  Mistress  Scarborow. 

Scar.  Nay,  pray  you  keep  your  seat,  for  yoa 
shall  hear 
The  same  affliction  you  have  tauj^t  me  fear, 
Due  to  yourself. 

Doc.  To  me,  sir  ? 

Scar.  To  you,  sir. 
You  matched  me  to  this  gentlewoman? 

Doc  I  know  I  did,  sir. 

Scar,  And  you  will  say  she  is  my  wife  then? 

Doc,  I  have  reason,  sir,  because  I  married  yuu. 

Scar,  O  that  such  tongues  should  have  the  time 
to  lie. 
Who  teach  men  how  to  live,  and  how  to  die ! 
Did  not  you  know  my  soul  had  given  my  faith. 
In  contmct  to  another ;  and  yet  you 
Would  join  tljis  loom  unto  unlawful  twists. 

Doc  Sir? 

Scar,  But,  sir. 
You  that  can  see  a  mote  within  my  eye. 


««  Bmtf— See  Note  to  The  Spanith  Tragedy,  Vol.  I.  p:  604. 

''  Lecture^Flni  edition,  letter. 

5*  Firedraktt^Jgna  fatui,  fVilU  o'  the  Wisp.  Sec  Mr  Steeveos's  Note  on  King  Henrjf  fllh  A.  5.  8.1^ 
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And  with  a  cassock  blind  yoar  owo  defects, 
Pll  teach  jou  this;  'tis  better  to  do  111, 
That's  nerer  known  to  us,  than  of  self  will ; 
And  these,  all  these  in  thy  seducing  eye. 
As  scorning  life  make  them  be  glad  to  die. 
.  J>oc.  Master  Scarborow— 

Scar.  Here  will  I  write,  that  they  which  marry 
wives, 
Unlawful,  live  with  strompeU  all  thdr  lives. 
Here  will  I  seal,  the  children  that  are  bom 
From  wombs  unconsecrate,  even  when  their  soul 
Das  her  infusion^  it  registers  they  are  foul, 
And  shrinks  to  dwell  with  them ;  and  in  my  close 
m  shew  the  world,  that  such  abortive  men 
Knit  hands  without  free  tongues,  look  red  like 

them. 
Stand  you  and  you,  to  acts  most  tragical ; 
Heaven  has  dry  eves,  when  sin  makes  sinners  falL 

Doc.  Help  !— Master  Scarborow ! 

Children.  Father! 

Kat.  Husband! 

Scan  These  for  thy  act  should  die ;  she  for  my 
Clare, 
Whose  wounds  stare  thus  upon  me  for  revenge* 
These,  to  be  rid  from  misery;  this,  from  sin ; 
And  thou  thyself  shalt  have  a  push  amongst  them, 
That  made  heaven's  word  a  pack-horse  to  thy 

tongue, 
Quotest  scripture  to  make  evil  shine  like  good ; 
And  as  I  send  vou  thus  with  worms  to  dwell. 
Angels  applaud  it  as  a  deed  dune  well. 

Enter  Butler. 

But.  Stay  him,  stay  him ! 
What  will  you  do,  sir  ? 

Scar.  Make  fat  worms  of  stinkmg  carcases : 
What  hast  thou  to  do  with  it  ? 

Enter  Ilford.  and  hii  Wife,  the  two  Brothert, 
and  Sir  William  Scarborow. 

But,  Look,  who  are  here,  sir. 
Scar.  Injurious  villain,  that  prevent*st  me  still ! 
But.  They  are  your  brothers  and  alliance,  sir. 
Scar,  They  are  like  full  ordnance  then,  who, 
once  discharged. 
Afar  t)fr^ve  a  warning  to  my  soul, 
.That  I  have  done  them  wrong. 
Sir  WiL  Kinsman ! 
Brother  and  Si$ter,  Brother ! 
Kat.  Husband ! 
Children.  Father ! 

Scar.  Hark,  how  their  words  like  bullets  shoot 
me  thorough, 
And  tell  me  I  have  undone  them :  This  side  might 

We  are  in  want,  and  you  are  the  cause  of  it ; 
Thu  points  at  me,  you're  shame  unto  your  house ; 
This  tongue  says  nothing,  but  her  looks  do  tell, 
She's  married,  put  s^  those  that  live  in  h^U : 


Whereby  all  eyes  are  but  misfortune's  pipe. 
Filled  full  of  woe  by  me :  this  feels  the  stripe. 

But.  Yet,  look,  sir. 
Here's  vour  brothers  hand  in  hand,  whom  I  have 
knit  so. 

Siiter.  And  look,  sir,  here's  my  husband's  hand 
inmine^ 
And  I  reioioe  in  him,  and  he  in  me. 

Sir  WtL  I  say,  cot,  what  is  past  is  the  way  to 
bliss, 
For  they  know  best  to  mend,  that  know  amiss. 

Kat,  We  kneel :  forget,  and  say  if  yon  but  love 
us. 
You  gave  us  grief  for  future  happiness. 

Scar.  What's  all  this  to  my  conscience? 

But.  Ease,  promise  of  succeeding  joy  to  yon; 
Read  but  this  letter. 

Sir  WiL  Which  tells  you  that  your  lord  and 
guardian's  dead. 

But.  Which  tells  you,  that  he  knew  he  did  you 
wrong. 
Was  grieved  for't,  and,  for  satisfaction. 
Hath  given  you  double  of  the  wealth  you  had. 

Brother.  Increased  our  portions. 

Wife,  Given  me  a  dowry  too. 

But.  And  that  he  knew. 
Your  sin  was  his,  the  punishment  his  due. 

Scar.  All  this  is  here  ! 
Is  heaven  so  gracious  to  sinners  then  ? 

But.  Heaven  is,  and  has  his  gracious  eyes. 
To  give  men  life,  not  like  entrapping  spies. 
-    Scar.  Your  hand;  yours;  yours  to  my  soul; 

to  you  a  kiss : 
In  troth,  i  am  sorry  I  have  strayed  amiss. 
To  whom  shall  I  be  thankful  ?  all  silent? 
None  speak  ?  whist :  why,  then,  to  God, 
That  gives  men  comfort  as  he  gives  his  rod. — 
Your  portions  I'll  see  paid,  and  I  will  love  you.— 
You  three  I'll  live  withal,  my  soul  shall  love 

you. — 
You  are  an  honest  servant,  sooth  you  are ; 
To  whom  I,  these,  and  all  must  pay  amends.— 
But  you  I  will  admonish  in  cool  terms. 
Let  not  promotion's  hope  be  as  a  string. 
To  tie  your  tongue,  or  let  it  loose  to  stmg. 

Doc.  From  hence  it  shall  not,  sir. 

Scar.  Then  husbands  thus  shall  nourish  wiih 
their  wives.  [Kiss, 

Ilf.  As  thou  and  I  will,  wench. 

Scar.  Brothers,  in  brotherly  love  thus  link  to- 
gether ;  [Embrace. 
Children  and  servants  pay  their  duty  thus : 

[Bom  and  kneel^ 
And  are  all  pleased  ? 

All.  We  arc 

Scar.  Then  if  all  these  be  so, 
I  am  new  wed,  so  ends  old  marriage  woe ; 
And  in  yoqr  eyes  so  lovingly  being  wed. 
We  hope  your  hands  will  bring  us  to  our  bed. 

[Exeuni. 
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EDITIONS. 

(1.)  **  The  Miseries  of  Inforst  Mariage.  ^s  it  is  now  plajd  by  his  Majesties  Seirants.  Qui  aHo$ 
(9iijMum)  ioeet.  By  George  Wilkins.  London.  Printed  for  George  Vincent,  and  are  to  be  sold  at 
his  Shop  in  Woodstreet,  1607, 4to.'* 

(S.)  '*  The  Miseries  of  Inforst  Marriaec.  Playd  by  his  Majesties  Servants.  Qui  mlios  (ie^uum) 
iocei.  By  Geoive  Wilkins.  London.  Printed  by  Aug.  Mathews,  for  Richard  Thrale,  and  are  to 
bee  sold  at  his  Shop  at  PanPs  Gate,  next  to  Cheape-side,  1699,  410." 

(8.)  **  The  Miseries  of  Inforst  Marriage.    PlayM  i 


^-     ^  J  by  his  Majesties  Servants.    Qui  alios  (seipsum) 

docet    By  Geoige  Wilkins.    London*    Printed  by  I.  N.  for  Richard  Thrale,  and  are  to  be  sold  at 
bis  Shop  at  Paul^  Gate,  next  to  Cheape-side.  m  j>cxxxyii.  4(0," 
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OB.  THE 


COMBAT  OF  THE  TONGUE  AND  THE  FIVE  SENSES 
FOR  SUPERIORITY. 


Anthont  Brewer  it  taid,  by  Wtnttanfyi  to  be  the  author  of  this  play ;  butLanghamepoiitivefy 
myt  he  wa»  not,  yet  ghet  no  reatonfor  hit  attertion^  neither  doet  he  attian  any  other  authorfor  it. 
It  it  taid  to  have  been  acted  at  Cambridfe^  and  that  OUver  Cronrnetl  peijormed  the  part  of  tactuts 
the  iubfect  ofthe  play  being  a  contention  amongtt  the  Sentet  for  a  crown,  it  hath  betnfooUtMy 
imagined  by  Winttanly,  and  othert,^  to  havejirtt  kitpired  him  with  ambition,  Anthony  Brewer  wai 
the  author  of 

**  The  Countrie  GirL  A  comedie,  at  it  hath  beene  qften  acted  with  much  applaute,  never  printed 
brfore,  4to,  1647.'' 

^  The  Love-tick  King,  an  EngUth  tragical  hittory,  with  the  Life  and  Death  of  Cartemunda,  the 
fmr  Nun  of  Winchetter,  4to,  1655  * 

1%  a  pom,  called,  **  Slept  to  Pamattutf^  at  quoted  by  Chetwood,  Brewer  it  compUmented  m  the 
following  Unet : 

**  Let  Brewer  take  his  artftd  pen  io  hand. 
Attending  mnset  will  obey  command, 
Invoke  the  aid  of  Shaketpeare^s  sleeping  clay. 
And  strike  from  utter  darkness  new-Dom  day." 
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LINGUA- 


[BREWEft. 


PROLOGUE. 


Our  mose  describes  no  lovei^s  passion, 
No  wretched  father,  no  unthrifty  son ; 
No  craving  subtle  whore,  or  shameless  bawd, 
Nor  stubborn  clown,  or  daring  parasite, 
No  lying  servant,  or  bold  sycophant 
^e  are  not  wanton,  or  satirical. 
These  hare  their  time  and  places  fit ;  bat  we, 


Sad  hours,  and  serious  studies,  td  reprieva^ 
Have  taught  severe  philosophy  to  smile, 
The  senses  rash  contentions  we  compose, 
And  give  displeas'd  ambitious  Tongue  ber  due^ 

Here's  all,  judicious  friends^  accept  what  is  no€ 
ill. 

Who  are  not  sudi,  let  them  do  what  they  wilK 


L 1  N  G  U  A^ 


ACTL 


SCfiNE  t 

LiNOtTA,  appareled  in  a  Crimson  Satlin  Gown,  a 
dretnng  of  White  Rosesj  a  little  *kene  '  tied  in 
a  J^^rplf  Scarf,  a  pair  of  White  Butkins  drawn 
with  White  lUbbon,  Silk  Garten,  Gloves,  Sfc. 

AuDiTUS,  ina  Garland  of  Bays,  interminjgled  with 
Red  and  White  Roses  upon  a  false  Hair,  a  Cloth 
of  Silver  Mantle,  upon  a  pair  of  Sat  tin  Bases, 
wfimght  Sleeves,  Buskins,  Gloves,  S^c. 

Lingua,  Auditus. 

Lin.  Nay,  good  Auditus,  do  but  hear  roe  speak. 
Audi,  Dngua,  thou  strikest  too  much  upon  one 
string, 
Hiy  tedious  plain-song*  grates  my  tender  ears. 
JLJn.  Tis  plain  indeed,  for  truth  no  descant 
needs: 
Una's  her  name,  she  cannot  be  divided. 

AudL  O  but  the  ground^  itself  is  nought,  from 
whence 
Thou  canst  not  relish  out  a  good  division  : 
Therefore  at  length  surcease,  prove  not  stark-mad, 
Hopeless  to  prosecute  a  hapless  suit; 
For  though,  perchance,  thy  first  strains  pleasing  are, 
I  dare  engage^  my  ears  the  close  ^  will  jar. 


Lin.  If  then  your  confidence  esteem  my  cause 
To  be  so  frivolous  and  weakly  wrought; 
Why  do  you  daily  subtle  pk>ts  devise. 
To  stop  me  from  the  ears  of  Common  Sense  ? 
Whom  since  our  great  Queen  Psyche  hath  or« 

dain*d, 
For  his  sound  wisdom,  our  vice-governor. 
To  him,  and  to  his  two  so  wise  assistants, 
Nimble  Phantastes,  and  firm  Memory, 
Myself  and  cause,  I  humbly  do  commit  i 
Let  them  but  hear  and  judge,  I  wish  no  more. 

AudL  Should  they  but  know  thy  rash  presump- 
tion, 
They  would  correct  it  in  the  sharpest  sort : 
Good  Jove !  what  sense  hast  thou  to  be  a  sense ! 
Since,  from  the  first  foundation  of  the  world. 
We  never  were  accounted  more  than  dve. 
Yet  you,  forsooth,  an  idle  prating  dame, 
Would  fain  increase  the  number,  and  upstart 
To  our  high  seats,  decking  your  baubling  self 
With  usurped  titles  of  our  dignity. 

Lin.  An  idle  prating  dame !  know,  fond  Auditus, 
Records  affirm  my  title  full  as  good 
As  his  amongst  the  five  is  counted  b^t 

AudL  Lingua,  confess  the  truth;  tboa*rt  wont 
to  lie. 


'  A  lUtle  skene-^A  skene  or  skane.    Gladius,  Ensis  brevior.    Skinner. 

Dekker*8  Belnmn't  Night  Walks,  8igD.  F.  2  :--**  The  bloody  tragedies  of  all  these,  are  onely  acted  by 
the  women,  who  carrying  long  knives,  or  skeanes,  auder  their  mantles,  doe  thas  play  their  parts."  See 
the  notes  of  Mr  Steevens  and  Mr  Nichols  on  Romeo  and  Juliet,  A.  9.  S.  4. 

*  Plaim-4oligf  descant— Musical  tenns«  See  notcsH>n  Midsummer  Night's  Dream,  Vol.  III.  p.  08*  and 
jrfag  Richard  III.  Vol.  VII.  p.  6.  edit.  1718.    8. 

^  O  but  the  ground,  &c. — A  metaphor  drawn  from  music,  more  particalarly  that  kind  of  composition 
called  a  ground,  with  its  divitiona.    Instead  of  relish,  I  would  propose  to  read  Jlourisk,    8.  P. 

^  Th$  close — Mr  Steeveos  supposes  this  to  be  a  mosical  term.    See  ndte  on  Richard  II.  A.  9.  St  I  s— 

"  The  setting  sun  and  music  at  thi  close*** 
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Ltn.  I  say  90  too,  therefore  I  do  not  lie. 
Bat  now,  spite  of  yoa  all,  I  speak  the  truth. 
Yoa  GiYCf  among  us  subjects,  tyrannize ; 
Making;  the  samd  name  of  Common  Sense 
A  cloak  to  cover  your  enormities ; 
He  bears  the  rule ;  he's  judge,  but  judgeth  still 
As  he's  informed  by  your  false  evidence : 
So  that  a  plaintiff  cannot  have  access, 
Bat  through  your  gates.    He  hears,  but  what  7 

nought  else 
Bot  what  thy  crafty  ears  to  him  convey ; 
And  all  he  sees  is  by  proud  Visus  shewed  him : 
And  what  be  touches  is  by  TacfAis'  hand ; 
And  smells,  1  know,  but  through  Olfactus'  nose; 
Gostus  begins  to  him  whatever  he  tastes ; 
By  these  quaint  tricks  free  passage  hath  been 

iNuyd, 
That  I  could  never  equally  be  heard. 
But  well, 'tis  well. 

Audi.  lingua,  thy  feeble  sex 
Hfith  hitherto  withheld  my  ready  hands. 
That  lo^g'd  to  pluck  that  nimble  instrument 

Xm.  0  horrible  ingratitude !  that  thou. 
That  thou  of  all  the  rest  should'st  threaten  me ; 
Who,  by  my  means,  conceiv'st  as  many  tongues, 
As  Neptune  closeth  lands  betwixt  his  arms : 
The  ancient  Flebrew  clad  with  mysteries, 
The  learned  Greek  rich  in  fit  epithets. 
Blest  in  the  lovely  marriage  of  pure  words ; 
Tlie  Caldee  wise,  the  Arabian  pnysical, 
The  Roman  eloquent,  and  Tuscan  grave, 
The  braving  Spanish,  and  the  smoutli-tongned 

French. 
These  precious  jewels  tliat  adorn  thine  ears. 
All  from  my  mouth's  rich  cabinet  are  stolen. 
How  oft  hast  thou  been  chained  unto  my  tongue, 
Hang*d  at  my  lips,  and  ravished  with  my  words; 
So  that  a  speech  fair^feather'd  could  not  fly. 
But  thy  ears  pit-fall  caught  it  instantly  ? 
But  now,  O  heavens ! 

AudL  O  heavens !  thou  wrongest  me  much, 
Thou  wrongest  me  much,  thus  falsely  to  upbraid 

met 
Had  BOC I  granted  thee  the  use  of  hearing, 
That  sbarp-edgod  tongue  whetted  against  her 

master^ 
Those  puffing  lungs,  those  teeth,  those  dropsy  lips, 
That  scalding  throat,  those  nostrils  full  of  ire, 
Thy  palate,  proper  instruments  of  speech, 
Like  to  the  winged  chanters  of  the  wood. 
Uttering  nought  else  but  idle  sifflements, ' 
Tunes  without  sense,  words  inarticulate. 
Had  ne'er  been  able  to  have  abused  me  thus. 
Wonts  are  thy  children,  but  of  my  begetting. 

Xui.  Perfidious  liar,  how  can  I  endure  thee ! 
CaU*st  my  unspotted  chastiljr  in  question } 
O  coald  I  use  the  breath  mine  anger  spends, 
rd  make  thee  know — 


AudL  Heavens!  look  on  my  distress. 
Defend  me  from  this  railing  viperess ; 
For  if  I  stay,  her  words  sharp  vinegar 
Will  fret  me  through.    Lingua,  I  must  be  gone : 
I  hear  one  call  me  more  than  earnestly. 

[Exit  AuDiTUs. 

Ltn.  May  the  loud  cannoning  of  thunder- bolts, 
Screeking  of  wolves,  howling  of  tortured  ghosts^ 
Pursue  thee  still,  and  fill  thv  amazed  ears 
With  cold  astonishment  and  horrid  fears ! 

0  how  these  Senses  muffle  Common  Sense ! 
And  more,  and  more  with  pleasing  objects  strive. 
To  dull  his  judgment,  and  pervert  his  will 

To  their  behests !  who,  were  he  not  so  wrapt 
V  the  dusky  clouds  of  their  dark  policies, 
Woald  never  sufier  right  to  suffer  wrong. 
Fie,  Lingua,  wilt  thou  now  degenerate  ? 
Art  not  a  woman  ?  dost  not  love  revenge  f 
Delightful  speeches,  sweet  persuasions, 

1  have  this  long  time  used  to  get  my  right; 
My  right;  that  is,  to  make  the  Senses  six; 
And  have  both  name  and  power  with  the  rest. 
Oft  have  I  seasoned  savoury  periods 

With  sugar'd  words,  to  delude  Gustus'  taste, 

And  oft  embellish*d  my  entreative  phrase 

With  smelling  flowers  of  vernant  rhetoric, 

Limning  and  flashing  it  with  various  dyes. 

To  draw  proud  Visus  to  me  by  the  eyes ; 

And  oft  perfumed  my  petitory  ^  stile. 

With  dvit-speech,  t*entrap  Olfactus'  nose^ 

And  dad  myself  in  silken  eloquence. 

To  allure  the  nicer  touch  of  Tactus'  hand : 

But  all's  become  lost  labour,  and  my  cause 

Is  still  procrastinated :  therefore  now. 

Hence  ye  base  offspring  of  a  broken  mind, 

Supple  intreaties  and  smooth  flatteries: 

Go  kiss  the  love-sick  lips  of  puling  girls. 

That  still  their  brain  to  quench  their  lore's  disdAin  s 

Go  gild  the  tongues  of  bawds  and  parasites. 

Come  not  within  my  thoughts.   But  thou,  deceit, 

Break  up  the  pleasure  of  my  brimful  breast. 

Enrich  my  mind  with  subtle  polides. 

Well  then  Vi\  go ;  whither?  nay,  what  know  If 

And  do,  and  faith  I  will,  the  devil  knows  what. 

What  if  I  set  them  all  at  variance. 

And  so  obtain  to  speak  ?  it  must  be  so. 

It  must  be  so,  but  how  ?  there  lies  the  point : 

How  ?  thus :  tut«  this  device  will  never  prove, 

Augment  it  so ;  'twill  be  too  soon  descried ; 

Or  so,  nor  so ;  'tis  too  too  dangerous. 

Pish,  none  of  these !  what  if  I  take  this  course? 

ha? 
Why  there  it  goes,  good,  good,  most  excellent; 
He  that  will  c^tch  eels  must  disturb  the  flood : 
The  chicken's  hatch'd  i'faith,  for  they  are  proud^ 
And  soon  will  take  a  cause  of  disagreement. 

[Exit. 


<  Idle  tl^KMMiifs— Cr.  whis|IiDgs.    S. 


^  Petitoiy^U  e.  petitionary,    S. 
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8CEKE  a 

Mendacio,  attired  in  a  Taffatm  Suit  rf  a  light 
colour  changeable^  like  an  ordinary  Page,  ^ 

Lingua,  Mendacio. 

Xift.  I  see  the  bearens  nane  my  Dew4>oni 
device; 
For  1o,  mj  piAge  MeRtkcio  comes  already, 
To  file  aiid  bivnish  that  I  hammered  out.— 
Never  id  better  time,  Mendacio; 
Wbaty  hast  thoo  done  ? 

Men.  Done,  jes  long  ago. 

Lin,  Is't  possible  thoa  sli^ldst  dispatch  so  soon  ? 

Men.  Madam,  I  bad  no  sooner  told 
Tactus,  that  Gustos  would  fain  speak  with  bim, 
But  I  spied  Visos,  Gustos,  and  the  rest, 
And  seh^ed  them  all  with  sauce  of  several  lies. 
Now  the  last  sense  I  spake  with  was  Olfactus, 
Who  having  smelt  the  meaning  of  my  message. 
Straight  bleir  his  nose,  and  quickly  puff*d  roe 

hither; 
But  in  the  whirlwind  of  hb  furious  b>ast. 
Had  not  by  chance  a  cobweb  held  me  fast, 
Mendado  had  been  with  you  long  ere  this. 

Xifi.  Witness  this  lie,  Mendado's  with  roe  now; 
But,  sirrah,  out  of  jesting,  will  they  come  f 

Men.  Yes,  and  it  like  your  ladyship,  presently ; 
Here  mav  you  have  me  prest*  to  flatter  them. 

Lin.  rlf  flatter  no  such  proud  coropanions ; 
HTwill  do  no  sood,  therefore  I  am  determined 
To  leave  such  baseness. 

Men.  Then  shall  I  turn  and  bid  them  stay  at 
home? 

Lin,  No ;  for  their  coming  hidier  to  this  grove 
Shall  be  a  means  to  further  my  device. 
Therefore  I  pray  thee,  Mendado,  go  presently ; 
Ron,  you  vile  ape. 

Men.  Whither? 

Xm.  What,  dost  thou  stand  ? 

Men.  Till  I  know  what  to  do. 

Lin.  S'predous,  His  true. 
So  raight'st  thou  finely  over-run  thine  errand. 
Haste  to  my  chest. 

Men.  Ay,  ay. 

Xtfi.  There  shalt  thou  find 
A  gorgeous  robe,  and  golden  coronet; 
Convey  them  hither  nimblv,  let  none  see  them. 

Men.  Madam,  I  fly,  I  fly.  [Going. 

Lin.  But  hear  you,  sirrah  ? 
Lock  up  your  fellow-servant,  Veritas. 

Men.  I  warrant  you. 
Yon  need  not  fear  so  long  as  I  am  with  yocu 

[He  goei  outf  and  comes  in  presently. 
What  colour  is  the  robe  ? 


Ltn.  There  is  bot  one. 

[MmiiDAcio  msingf  turns  •»  hsnte* 
Men.  The  key,  madam,  the  key. 
Xifi.  By  Juno,  bow  forgetful  is  sodden  speed  I 
Here,  take  it,  run. 
3leji.  Ill  be  here  instantly.   [£ri^  Mbhuacio. 

SCENE  UL 

Lingua  sola. 

Lin.  Whileome  this  crown  and  gorgeous  otmr 
ment 
Were  the  great  priie  for  which  five  orators 
With  the  sharp  weapons  of  their  tongues  cob« 

tended: 
But  all  their  speeches  were  so  equal  wroughtf 
And  alike  gradous, '  that  if  his  were  witty, 
His  was  as  wise;  the  third's  fair  eloqaeocd 
Did  parallel  the  fourth's  firm  gravity ; 
The  last's  good  gesture  kept  the  baUnce  even 
With  all  the  rest;  so  that  the  sharpest  ^e, 
And  most  judidous  censor,  could  not  iui%e 
To  whom  the  hanging  victory  should  tall. 
Therefore  with  one  consent  they  all  agreed. 
To  ofier  up  both  crown  and  robe  to  roe. 
As  the  chief  patroness  of  their  profession, 
Which  heretofore  I  holily  have  kept. 
Like  to  a  misei's  sold,  to  look  on  only. 
But  now  I'll  put  them  to  a  better  use. 
And  venture  both,  in  hope  to 

SCENE  IV. 
Mendacio,  Lingua. 

Men.  Have  I  not  hied  me,  madam?  look  yo« 
here. 
What  shall  be  done  with  these  temptations? 

Lin.  They  say  a  golden  ball 
Bred  enmity  betwixt  three  goddesses : 
So  shall  this  crown  be  author  of  debate 
Betwixt  five  Senses. 

Men.  Where  shall  it  be  laid  ? 

Lin.  Inhere,  there,  there ;  'tis  well,  so,  so,  so. 

Men.  A  crown's  a  pleasing  bait  to  look  upon ; 
The  craftiest  fox  will  hardly  'scape  this  trap. 

Lin.  Come  let  us  away,  and  leave  it  to  the 
chance. 

Men.  Nay,  rather  let  me  stand  close  bereabontf. 
And  see  the  event. 

Xtfi.  Do  so,  and  if  they  doubt 
How  it  came  there,  feign  them  some  pretty  fabl^ 
How  that  some  God  ■ 

Men.  Tut,  tut,  tut,  let  me  alone  : 
I  that  have  feigned  so  many  hundred  godi^ 
Can  easily  forge  some  fable  for  the  turn : 


7  LOce  an  ordinary  page^  glove$f  kamper^So  the  flnt  edition,  but  as  the  two  last  Word»fCea  only  tho 
Proopter*t  Memoranda,  they  are  omitted. 
»  JVof— I.  e.  ready.    Sec  note  to  The  Four  P\  VoL  I.  p.  II. 
9  Qrocious^i.  e.  gracefU.    See  Mr  Malone's  Note  on  Corioliamt  A.  2. 8«  1. 
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Wlitty  madam!  awi^,«wMr:  yon fiiglit the  fowl; 
Tactus  cx>roes  hard4>j,  look  you. 

Jilt.  Is't  he  for  certain  ? 

Jden.  Yesy  yes,  yes,  'tis  he. 

X»n.  *Tvb  be  indeedr  [ExU  Likoua. 

SCENE  V. 

Tactus,  til  a  dark^oloured  Sattin  Mantle  aoer  m 
pair  qfSUk  Base$^  a  garland  of  Bay$f  mixed  wUh 
white  and  red  Rotet^  upon  a  black  Grogram,  a 
Faulehionf  wrought  SteeoeSf  ButJUnSy  &c 

M£KDACI0^  TaCTVS. 

Men,  Now,  chaste  Diana,  eraut  my  nets  toehold. 

Tac  '^  The  hlasling  diil&ood  of  the  cheerful 
morn 
Is  ahnost  crown  a  youth,  and  "  oyer-climbs 
Yonder  gilt  eastern  hills :  about  which  time 
Gustus  most  earnestly  importuned  me 
To  meet  him  hereabouts,  what  cause  I  know  not 

Men,  You  shall  do  shortly  to  your  cost,  I  hope. 

Toe  Sure  by  the  sun  it  should  be  nine  o'clock. 

Men,  What,  a  star>gizer !  will  you  ne'er  look 
down? 

Tac.  Clear  is  the  sun,  and  blue  the  firmament; 
Methinks  the  heavens  do  smile. 

[Tactus  ineeuth. 

Men,  At  th?  mishap. 
To  look  to  bigb,  and  stumble  in  a  trap. 

[Tactus  stumbleth  at  the  Robe  and  Crown. 

Tac  High  thoughts  have  slippery  feet,  I  had 
well  nigh  fallen. 

Men.  Well  doth  he  fall,  that  riseth  with  a  fall. 

Tac.  Whafsthis? 

Men.  O,  are  you  taken  ?  'tis  in  vain  to  strive. 

Tac.  How  now  ? 

Men.  You'll  be  so  entangled  straight— 

Tac,  A  crown ! 

Men.  That  it  will  be  hard— 

Tac*  And  a  robe. 


Afen.  To  loose  yonrself. 

Tac  A  crown  and  a  robe. 

Men.  It  had  been  fitter  for  you  to  have  found 
a  '*  fool's  coat  and  a  bauble,  hey,  hey. 

Tac  Jupiter,  Jupiter,  how  came  this  here  ? 

Men.  O  sir,  Jupiter  is  making  thunder,  be  hears 
you  not ;  here's  one  knows  better. 

Tac  'Tis  wondrous  rich,  ha;  but  sure  it  is  not 
so;  ho! 
Do  I  not  sleep  and  dream  of  this  good  luck,  ha  ? 
No,  I  am  awake  and  feel  it  now ; 
Whose  should  it  be  ?  [He  take$  it  up. 

Men.  Set  up  a  si  auis  for  it. 

Tac  Mercury !  airs  mine  own ;  here'b  none  to 
cry  halfs  mine. 

Men.  When  I  am  gone.        \EsU  Memdacio. 

SCENE  VL 

Tactus  solus. 

Tac  Tactus,  thy  sneezing  somewhat  did  por- 
tend. 
Was  ever  man.  so  fortunate  as  I, 
To  break  his  shins  at  such  a  stumbling  block ! 
'?  Roses  and  bays,  pack  hence :  this  crown  and 

robe. 
My  brows  and  body  circles  and  invests ; 
How  gallantly  it  fits  me !  sure  the  slave 
Measured  my  head  that  wrought  this  coronet. 
Thev  lye  that  say  complexions  cannot  cfaanee : 
My  blood's  ennobled,  and  I  am  transformed 
Unto  the  sacred  temper  of  a  kine. 
Methinks  I  hear  my  noble  parasites 
Styling  me  Cesar,  or  great  Alexander ! 
Licking  my  feet,  and  wondering  where  I  got 
This  precious  ointment.  How  my  pace  is  mended ! 
How  princely  do  I  speak  !  how  sharp  I  threaten ! 
Peasants,  I'll  curb  your  headstrong  impudence, 
And  make  you  tremble  when  the  Hon  roars. 
Ye  eartb-bred  worms.    O  for  a  looking-glass ! 
Poets  will  write  whole  volumes  of  this  scar; 


^^  TTte  blasting  ehildhood^l  would  propose  to  read  the  blushing  childhood,  allndii^  to  the  ruddineii  of 
Aarora,  the  rosy  mom,  as  hi  A.  3.  8.  6, : 

**  Light,  the  fkir  grandchild  to  the  glorious  sun, 
Opening  the  casements  of  the  rosy  mom,  &c**'    S.  P. 

"  ■  over^limbs 

Yonder  giU  eastern  hiOs ;— So,  in  Hamlet,  A.  1.  S*  2. : 

**  Bat  look  the  mom,  in  russet  mantle  clad, 
Walks  o*er  the  dew  of  yon  high  eastern  hUL** 

■^  FooVs  hauhU^A  fool's  bauble  in  its  literal  meaning  is  the  carved  truncbeoo,  which  the  licensed  fsoli, 
•r  jcsteffs,  anciently  carried  in  their  hands.    See  JNotes  on  jtlCt  well  that  ends  vtell,  A.  4.  8.  5.    S. 

^^Roses  and  bays  pack  ksnce,  &c. — Winstanley  has  asserted*  that  Oliver  Cromwell  performed  the  part 
of  Tactus  at  Cambridge*  and  some  who  have  written  the  life  of  that  great  hut  wicked  mau,  as  he  has 
beea  called,  have  ixed  upon  this  speech  as  what  first  gave  him  ideas  of  sovereignty.  The  notion  is  too 
vague  to  be  depended  upon,  and  Xoo  ridiculous  either  to  establish  or  refute.  It  may,  however,  not  be 
unoecessary  to  mention,  that  Cromwell  was  born  in  15911,  and  the  First  Edition  of  this  Play,  though 
without  a  date,  is  supposed  to  have  been  printed  before  IbOl.  If  therefore  the  protector  ever  4id  re«> 
present  this  character,  it  is  more  probable  to  have  been  at  Huntingdon  School. 


too 
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Where's  my  attendants?  come  hither,  sirrah, 

quickly ; 
Or  by  the  wings  of  Hermes 

SCENE  VII. 

Olfactvs,  tn  a  Garland  of  Bays  intermingled 
nfith  white  and  red  Roses  upon  aJaUe  Hair,  his 
Sleeves  wrought  with  Flowers  under  a  damask 
Mantle,  aver  a  pair  of  Silk  Bases,  a  pair  ofbusr 
kins  drawn  with  Ribbon,  a  Flower  in  his  Hand. 

Tactus,  Olfactus. 

Tac»  Ay  me !  Olfactus  comes;  I  called  too  soon. 
He'll  have  half  part,  I  fear;  what  shall  I  do  ? 
Where  shall  1  run }  how  shall  I  shift  him  off? 
[Tactus  wraps  up  the  Robe  and  Crown,  and 
sits  upon  them, 
Oy.  This  is  the  time,  and  this  the  place  ap- 
pointed, 
Where  Visas  promised  to  confer  with  me. 
I  think  he's  there— No,  no,  'tis  Tactus  sure. 
How  now  ?  what  makes  you  sit  so  nicely  ? 
Tac,  Tis  past  ima^nation,  'tis  so  indeed. 
Olf.  '^  How  fast  bis  deeds  are  fixed !  and  how 
melancholy  he  looks ! — ^Tactus !  Tactus ! 

Tac.  For  this  is  true,  man's  life  is  wondrous 

brittle. 
Olf.  He's  mad,  I  think,  he  Ulks  so  idly.    So 

ho,  Tactus ! 
Toe  And  many  have  been  metamorphosed 
To  stranger  matters  and  more  uncouth  forms. 
Olf,  I  must  go  nearer  him,  he  doth  not  hear. 
Toe.  And  yet,  melhinks,  I  speak  as  I  was  wont ; 

^nd 

Olf.  Tactus,  Tactus ! 

'jic,  Olfactus,  as  thou  lov'st  me,  come  not 

near  me. 
Olf,  Why,  art  thou  hatching  eggs  ?  thou'rt  feared 

to  break  them  ? 
Tac  Touch  me  not,  lest  thou  chance  to  break 

my  life. 
Olf,  What's  this  under  thee  ? 
Tac,  If  thou  meddle  with  me,  I  am  utterly  un- 
done. 
Olf,  Why  man,  what  ails  thee  ? 
Tac  Let  me  alone  and  1*11  tell  thee ; 
lately  I  came  from  fine  Phantastf  s'  house. 
Of.  So  I  believe,  for  thou  art  very  foolish. 


Tac  ''  No  sooner  bad  I  iMrted  out  of  doora^ 
But  up  I  held  my  hands  before  my  face. 
To  shield  mine  eyes  from  the  light's  piercing 

beams; 
When  I  protest  I  saw  the  sun  as  dear 
Through  these  my  palms  as  through  a  perspecdve : 
No  marvel,  for  when  I  beheld  my  fingers^ 
I  saw  my  fingers  were  transformed  to  glass ; 
Opening  my  breast,  my  breast  was  like  a  window. 
Through  which  I  plainly  did  perceive  my  heart : 
In  whose  two  conclaves  I  discerned  my  thoughta 
Confusedly  lodged  in  great  multitudes. 

Olf.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  ha,  why  this  is  excellent ; 
Momus  himself  can  find  no  fault  with  thee, 
Thou'dst  make  a  passing  live  anatomy ; 
And  decide  the  question  much  disputed 
Betwixt  the  Galenists  and  Aristotle. 

Tac  But  when  I  had  arrived,  and  set  me  down. 
Viewing  myself,  myself,  ay  me !  was  changed, 
As  thou  now  seest,  to  a  perfect  urinal. 

Olf,  Ta  perfect  urinal ! 

0  monstrous,  monstrous,  art  not  mad  to  think  so  ? 
Tac  I  do  not  think  so,  but  I  say  I  am  so ; 

Therefore,  Olfactus,  come  not  near,  I  advise  you. 

Olf,  See  the  strange  working  of  dull  melan- 
choly ! 
Whose  drossy  thoughts,  drying  the  feeble  brain. 
Corrupts  the  sense,  deludes  the  intellect. 
And  in  the  soul's  fair  table  falselv  graves 
Whole  squadrons  of  fantastical  chimeras, 
And  thousand  vain  imaginations ; 
Making  some  think  their  heads  as  big  as  horses, 
'^  Some  that  they're  dead,  some  that  tl^re  turned 

to  wolves, 
As  now  it  makes  him  diink  himself  all  glass. — 
Tactus,  dissuade  thyself,  thou  dost  but  think  so. 

Tac  Olfactus,  if  thou  lovest  me,  get  thee  gone ; 

1  am  an  urinal,  I  dare  not  stir 
For  fear  of  cracking  in  the  bottom. 

Olf,  Wilt  thou  sit  thus  all  day  I 

T!ac  Unless  thou  help  me. 

Olf.  Bedlam  must  help  thee ;  what  wooldfrt  ha? e 
me  ^n} 

Tac  Go  to  the  city,  make  a  case  for  me ; 
Stuff  it  with  >%ool,  then  come  again  and  fetch  me. 

Olf  Ha,  ha,  ha! 
Thou'lt  be  laughed  out  of  case  and  countenance* 

Tac  I  care  not ;  so  it  must  be,  or  I  cannot  stir. 

Olf,  I  had  best  leave  troubling  him,  he's  obsti- 


'^  Hoie  faa  his  deeds  are  fixed  l^Vfe  should  now  say,  bis  deedship  is  fixed;  for  Tactos  is  here  called 
deeds  by  way  of  metonymy,  Actions  bein^  his  property,  jnst  as  in  8.  9.  Audilus  b  called  Ears,        8.  P. 

'^  No  sooner  had  I  parted  out  of  doors,  &c.— ^lu  Surphlet*8  Durotirse  on  the  Diseases  of  MelanckoUf^  4to, 
1599,  p.  102.  the  case  alluded  to  by  Brewer  is  set  down.  **  There  was  also  of  late  a  great  lord,  which 
thought  himself  to  be  a  glaue,  and  had  not  his  imagination  troubled,  otherwise  then  In  this  onely  thiiigv 
for  he  could  speake  mervailouslie  well  of  any  other  thing :  he  used  commonly  to  sit,  and  tooke  great  de- 
light that  his  fHends  should  couie  and  see  him,  bat  so  as  that  he  wqald  desire  them,  that  they  would  vo^ 
come  oeere  unto  him." 

.'«  8omf  tJ^  they're  dead,rrSee  SurphUt,  p.  108, 

H 


BbbwbrJ} 


UNGUA. 


£01 


VMte.  Urinal,  I  leare  jou ;  but  above  all  thin^ 
take  heed  Jupiter  sees  you  uot,  for  if  he  do  he'll 
ne'er  make  water  id  a  «aeve  ak!ain;,thou*U  serve 
'iiis  torn  so  fit,  to  carry  his  water  unto  Bsculapius. 
farewell.  Urinal,  farewell.  [Exit  Olfactus. 
Tme.  Speak  not  m»  loud,  the  sound's  eiMiugh  to 
crack  me. — What,  is  he  f^>ne}  I  am  an  UnnaM 
4ia,  ha,  ha !  I  protest  I  might  have  had  my  face 
Wshed  finely,  if  he  had  meant  to  abuse  me :  i 
.an  Urinal  i  ha,  ha,  ha !  go  to,  Urmal,  you  have 
'acsped  a  fair  scouring.  Well,  I'll  away,  and 
get  me  to  mine  own  house ;  there  I'll  lock  up 
myself  last,  playing  the  chemic,  augmenting  this 
.«fie  crown  to  trooos  of  angels,  with  which  gold- 
rwiiii^ed  messengers,  I  mean 
To  work  great  wonders,  as  to  build  and  pnrchase, 
JFare daintily, tie  up  men's  tongue«s  and  l(K)se  tliem; 
Conmiand  their  lives,  their  goods,  their  liberties, 
And  cantive  all  the  world  with  chains  of  gold. 
Hey,  nc%  eery  Imsum  tinKum. 

[He  afftr$  U  go  out,  but  comet  in  suddenly 
amaxed* 
O  Hercules ! 

Fortune,  the  queen,  delights  to  play  with  me. 
Stopping  my  passage  with  the  si^ht  of  Visus; 
But  as  he  makes  hither,  I'll  make  hence, 
'^  There's  more  ways  to  the  wood  than  one. 

[He  offert  to  f>o  out  at  the  other  Door^ 
but  return*  again  in  haste. 
What,  more  devils  to  al!iright  me? 
O  Diabolo,  Gustus  comes  here  to  vex  me ; 
So  that  I,  poor  wretch,  am  like 
A  shottleHx>ck  hetwiit  two  battledores. 
If  I  run  there,  Visus  beats  me  to  Scylla; 
If  here,  then  Gustus  blows  me  to  Charybdis. 
Neptune  hath  sworn  my  hope  shall  suflfbr. ship- 
wreck. 
What  shall  I  say?  mine  Urinal's  too  thin 
To  bide  the  fury  of  such  storms  as  these* 

SCENE  vni. 

Visus  in  a  Garland  of  Btws,  mixed  with  white 
and  red  Rosett  a  light'Coloured  taffeta  Mantle 
strip'd  with  Silver^  and  fringed  upon  green  silk 
BiueSf  Buskins,  S^c, 

Gustus  in  the  same  fashion,  differing  only  in  co- 
lour. 

Tact  us  in  a  comer  of  the  Stage, 

Visus,  Gustus,  Tactus. 

Vh.  Gustus,  good  day. 
Gus.  I  caiinot  b^ve  a  bad, 


Meeting  so  fair  an  omen  if  yourself. 

Tac.  Shall  1?  wilt  prove?  ha,  well  'tia  best  to 

venture.    jTrACTUS  puts  on  the  Robes 

Gus,  Saw  you  not  Taaus  ?  I  should  speak  with 

him. 
Tac.  Perchance  so ;  a  sudden  He  hath  best  luck. 
Vis,  That  face  is  his,  or  else  mine  eye's  de- 
ceived. 
Why*  how  now,  Tactus !  what,  so  gorgeous? 
Gus,  Where  didst  thou  get  these  fair  habili* 

ments? 
Tac*  Stand  back,  I  charge  you,  as  you  love  your 
lives; 
By  Styx,  the  first  that  toucheth  me  shall  die. 
Vis.  I  can  discern  no  weapons.  Will  he  kill  as? 
Toe,  Kill  you  ?  not  I ;  but  come  not  near  ina^ 

you  had  best. 
Vis,  Why,  art  thou  mad  ? 
Tac,  Fneiids,  a&  you  love  your  lives, 
Venture  not  once  to  come  within  my  reach. 
Ous,  Why  dost  threaten  so? 
Tac  I  do  not  threaten,  but  in  pure  love  advise 
you  for  the  liest  i 
Dare  not  to  touch  roe,  but  hence  fly  apace ; 
Add  wings  unto  your  feet,  and  save  your  lives. 
Vis,  Why,  what's  the  matter,  Tactus,  pr'ydiee 

tell  me  ? 
Tac,  If  yott  will  needs  jeopard  your  lives  so 
lont;, 
As  hear  the  ground  of  my  amaxedness. 
Then,  for  your  better  safety,  stand  aside. 

Gtis.  How  full  of  ceremonies !  sure  hell  coa* 
jure; 
For  such  like  robes  magi  iaiis  used  to  wear. 
Vis,  I'll  see  the  end,  though  he  should  unlock 
hell. 
And  set  the  infernal  hags  at  liberty. 

Tac  '^  How  rash  is  man  on  bidden  arms  to 
rush ! 
It  was  my  chance,  O  chance  most  miserable, 
To  walk  thi^t  ipray  that  to  iC.ruinena  leads. 

Gus,  You  mean  Cremona,  a  little  town  hard- 

hy. 
Tac,  I  say  Crumena,  called  Vacua, 
A  town  which  doth,  and  always  hath  belonged 
Chiefly  (o  scholars :  from  Crumena  walls, 
1  saw  a  man  come  stea'ing  craftily, 
Apparel'd  in  this  vestu>e  which  I  wear; 
But  seeing  me,  '^  eft-sofms  he  took  his  heel% 
And  threw  his  garment  from  him  all  in  hasten 
Which  I  perceiving  to  be  richly  wrought. 
Took  it  me  up :  but  good-now  get  you  ^ne. 
Warned  by  my  harms,  and  'scape  my  imserj« 


*7  Thert^s  morewmfs,  &c.— This  is  proverbial.    See  Ray>  Pr^verbn,  1748,  p  167. 

'*  How  rash  is  man  on  sudden  arms  to  rush  I — It  Is  impo<«ible  to  make  sense  of  thfi «  it  should  rather  be 
forbidden  arm*;  but  the  metre  will  not  admit  of  it.  And  arms  can  have  no  bosiness  in  this  place.  The 
word  apparently  should  be  harms,  and  the  seme  is,  on  harm*  f or r told,  forespoken,  told,  which  is^tbe  fieyse 
and  pseaniog  of  bidden  here.   Tactus  had  bidden  them  fly  agaio,  for  fear  of  mischief,  but  tbty  would  ao^ 

'9  £/k.sooiif,~.preien(ly,  forthwith, 
VOL.  U.  ^  C 
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Fit,  IknOvao 


Tac  No  tooner  had  I  put  it  oo  nf  back. 
But  toddtfnlj  «ae  eyct  began  to  tlim, 
My  joints  wai  sore,  and  all  my  body  burn 
Wliti  MMst  imatttnfi  fcartnre;  aa4  at  Imgtb, . 
It  was  ftao  «fidest  I  had  caught  the  plagne^ 

Vu,  The  plagoe !  away,  ^od  OfHtas,  let's  be 

I  doabl  'tis  tnio,  asw  I  mmeaiber  am, 
Crumena  Vacua  never  wants  the  placne. 
Gat.  Tactua,  111  put  myself  m  jeopardy  to 

pleasure  thee. 
Tec  No,  geatle  Goilasy  yomr  abeence  it  the 
only  thing  I  wish, 
liMt  1  infect  you  with  my  oompanj. 

Oui.  Farewell.  [Ent  Gustus. 

Fili  I  willingly  would  stay  to  do  thee  good. 
Tac*  A  thoiMand  thanks;  but  since  I  needs 
must  die, 
Let  it  suffice,  death  onfyarardtrs  me. 
Oh  twould  augment  Che  dolor  of  my  deaths 
To  know  myself  the  most  uohapoT  bow 
Throggh  which  pale  death  ahoold  aim  hie  shafts 
at  you. 
Vii.  Tactas,  farewell;  yet  die  with  this  good 
hope, 
Thy  corpse  shaU  be  interred  as  it  oaght. 

[ExU  V18U8. 
Tac  Go,  make  my  tomb,  proride  a»y  funerals ; 
ha,  ha,  ha,  ha,  ha,  ha  I 
Eaoelleai  asbes  thus  to  be  deluded ! 
Bewail  his  death  and  cruel  destinies. 
That  kives,  and  laughs  your  fooleries  to  scorn  ! 
But  Where's  my  crown  f  oh  here  t  I  well  deserve 
Thus  to  be  crowned  for  two  great  viefeuries :  ha, 

ha,  ha! 
Vistta,take  care  myjeorpse  be  well  interred ; 
Go  niake  mj  tomb,  and  write  upon  the  stone^ 

Here  liet  the  Serue^  that,  livings  gulled  them  aUy 
With  afaUeplague^  and  feigned  UrinaL 

SCENE  IX. 
AvMTvs^  T^CTva. 

ilttdi.  Tactus,  Tactus ! 

Tac,  O  Juatter,  'tis  Auditos,  all*^  marred  I 
doubt ;  the  sly  knave  heart  so  far ;  but  yet  111 
crope  h'rai. — How  now,  Ears^^  what  make  you 
here,  ha? 

Audi.  Nay,  what  make  yon  here,  I  pray  ?  what 
were  you  talking  even  now,  of  an  ass,  and  1^ 
crowq,  and  an  urinal,  and  a  plagnei 

Tuc.  A  plague  on  you,  what  I  ? 

AudL  Oby  what  you ! 


2Iie.O^  IhadurellB^^migat; 
laay— 

AudL 


;*^ 


What? 
Tmc  That  if  aaaan,  do  |peu  maik,  airl  htimg 
sick  of  the  ptagae,  do  ]Mi  nne,  air?  had  a,  a,  a, 
henv  hem,  this  cokl  troubles  me;  it  makes  n»e 
OMgli  sometimes  eatrame^;  had  a  French  oamm, 
air«  yon  amki stand  me?  lying  by  him,  uad,  conae 
hither,  eome  hither,  aad  would  not  beateur  two- 
pence, do  yoo  hear?  10  bmr  ua  urinal,  do  joo 
asark  me?  to  carry  his  wanier  to  the  physieno. 


Amk.  What  of  aU  this? 

Ibc  I  say  sadk  a  one  was  a  very  asa.  This  was 
alL  I  nse  to  speak  to  mtself,  when  I  am  alone; 
bat,  Auditns,  when  shall  we  have  a  new  set  of 
singing  books?  or  the  vioU^  or  tbe  ooooert  or 
instruaaents? 

Jadi.  This  waa  not  ail,  for  I  heard  aaealieu  of 
a  tomb  and  an  epitaph. 

Toe.  True,  tme,  I  made  myself  merry  with 
this  epitaph,  upon  such  a  fool's  toad>  thus  a,  thus, 
thus :  plague  brought  this  man  !  fob  I  have  fa»- 
gotten:  oh  thas,  pugoe  brought  this  asaa,  so,  sa» 
so,  unto  hia  hmial,  because,  becaase,  because^ 
hem,  hem,  because  he  would  not  buy  an  arinaL 
Come^  come,  Aaditus,  shaU  we  hear  thee  play 
the  Lyreway,  or  the  Luloway,  shail  we?  or  the 
comet,  or  4uiy  music?  I  am  graatly  revived  when 
I  hear— • 

Audi.  Tactus,  Tactus,  this  will  not  serve,  I 
heard  all :  you  have  net  found  u  crown,  you ;  no^ 
you  have  not !  [ExU* 

6CENEX. 

Tactus,  Auditus,  Visus,  Gustus,  Mesdacio. 

Too.  Peace,  peace,  faith  peace,  coose  hither^ 
hark  thee  good  now. 

Audi,  I  cannot  hold,  I  must  needs  tell. 

Tac.  O  do  not,  do  not,  do  not;  come  hither, 
wiUjfOu  be  a  fool  ? 

Fii.  Had  he  not  wings  upon  hb  feet  and  shoul* 
ders? 

Men.  Yes,  yes,  and  a  fine  wand  in  his  hand. 
Curiously  wrapt  with  a  pair  of  snakes. 

Tac,  Will  half  content  you?  pish,  'twill  ne^ 
be  known. 

Gut.  My  life^  'twas  Mercury. 

Men.  I  do  not  know  his  name ;  but  this  Fm 
sure,  his  hat  had  wings  upon't. 

Vii.  Doubtless  'twas  he ;  but  say,  my  boy,  what 
did  he? 

Jilfn.  First  I  beheld  him  hovering  in  the  air, 
And  tbfij^  down  stooping  with  an  hundred  gires :  *[ 


^  Hp|Baor,£ara,— Aaditus  is  kei«  called  £arf,a»Tact«  is  be^ci^MBsBdi.    S.P. 
*'  Gh-cf— L  e.  circlei.    So,  Ui  Milton  i~^ 

**  Throws  his  steep  flight  in  many  an  airy  wiMel*"  /L 


BftBim.] 
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Hk  fieet  he  fixed  on  Movat  Cepbaioo; 
From  whence  be  flew  and  lighted  on  that  plaiiv 
And  with  dMainfiililept toon  dided  thither: 
Whither  arrived,  he  suddenly  ontblds 
A  ^MgeoiM  pobe^  and  gjictering  ornament 
And  lays  them  all  uoon  that  hillock : 
Thiadone  he  wafts  bis  wand,  took  wing  ag^ 
And  in  a  moment  vanished  oat  of  sight. 
With  that  onne  eyes  'gaa  stare,  and  heart  grew 


And  alf  my  quiT'ring  joints  with  sweat  bedew'd; 
My  heeb  methongbc  had  wings  as  well  as  his, 
Am  to  a«fay  I  ran;  but  by  the  way  ^ 
I  met  a  man,  as  I  tboaght,  coming  thither. 

Oia.  Whatmarkahadbe? 

Mim,  He  had  a  great— what!  this  is  he,  this 
iaha. 

Fk.  Whatp  Tacfeaa? 

Gas.  This  waa  the  plagne  Tei.*d  him  so ! 
Tactns,  your  grave  gapes  for  yoo;  are  you  ready  ? 

FIs.  Siaee  yd«  aMSt  needs  die,  do  as  otheie  do, 
Irfsave  ajl  your  goods  behind  yon;  bequeath  the 
Crown  and  robe  to  your  executors. 

Dr.  No  aecb  mattet;  l^  like  the  Egyptian 
heights,** 
For  die  more  state,  will  be  buried  in  them. 

Fir.  Come^  oome  deliver. 
[Vuus  $miUketk  tAe  CrMvn,  oadfeet  Utten 
graven  in  it» 

2\m.  What,  wil&  you  take  n^  parse  from  me? 

Fw.  No,  but  a  crown>  that's  just  more  Uian 
your  owaw 
Ha,  what's  this?  'tis  a  vcfy  small  band, 
What  inscriptioa  is  this? 

He  of  the  Jive  that  proves  kinueffthe  bete^ 
Shall  have  hu  temples  with  this  coronet  blett. 

This  crown  is  mine,  and  mine  this  garment  is; 
For  I  have  always  beea  accounted  best. 

Tec.  Next  after  me,  ay  as  your&elf  at  any  time : 
Besides  I  foond  it  first,  therefore  'tis  mine. 

Gas;  Neither  of  yoursy  but  mine  as  much  as 
both. 

AmM.  And  mine  the  most  of  any  of  you  all 

Wiu  Give  BM  ii»  or  els»~  I 


Tac.  m  make  yoa  late  repeat  i 

Gtts.  Presumptuous  as  you  are- 

Judi  Spite  of  your  teeth — 

Men.  Never  dfi  now — a  ha  1  it  works  a^pacc; 
^^lsu%  I  know  'tis  voun ;  and  yet,  methinks, 
Auditus,  you  shouU  have  some  challenge  te  itr- 
But  that  your  title,  Tactu%  is  so  gjood, 
Oustus,  I  wouM  swear  the  coronet  were  yeon: 
What,  will  you  all  gp  brawl  about  a  trifle  ? 
View  but  the  pleasant  coast  of  MJycrooosnu^ 
Is't  not  great  pity  to  be  rent  with  wars; 
Is't  not  a  shame,  to  stain  with  brinish  tears 
The  smiling  cheeks  of  ever-chearfol  peace? 
Is't  not  far  better  to  live  quietly. 
Than  broil  in  fury  of  dissention? 
Give  me  the  crown,  ye  shall  not  <fisagree^ 
If  I  can  please  you :  111  play  Paris'  part, 
And,  most  impartial,  judge  the  oontroversv. 

Vis,  Sauce-box !  go  meddle  with  your  lai^  fan% 
And  prate  not  here. 

Men,  I  speak  not  for  myself. 
But  for  my  country's  safe  commodity. 

Vis.  Sirrah,  be  stilU 

Men,  Nay,  and  you  be  so  hot,  the  devil  part  yoo. 
m  to  Olfactusi  and  send  him  amonpt  yoo. 

0  that  I  were  Alecto  for  your  sokes ! 
How  liberally  would  I  bestow  my  snakea! 

[£nt  MajinAcio; 
Vis.  Tactnsi  apoo  thme  honour^ 

1  challenge  thee  to  meet  me  her^ 

Strong  as  thou  canst  provide,  in  the  afternoon. 

Tac.  I  undertake  tne  challenge,  and  here's  n^ 
hand. 
In  sign  thou  shalt  be  answered. 

Gus,  Tactus,  111  join  with  thec^  on  this  condi- 
tion. 
That  if  we  win,  he  that  fought  best  of  us 
Shall  have  the  crown,  the  other  wear  the  robe. 

Tac.  Give  me  your  hand,  I  like  the  motion. 

Fit.  Auditus,  shall  we  make  our  forces  double^ 
Upon  the  same  terms  ? 

Audi.  Very  willingly. 

Fm.  Come,  let's  away,  fear  not  the  victory* 
Right's  more  advantage  than  an  host  of  soldierss 

[Exeunt. 


ACTH. 


SCENE  L 


ArPKTfTVS.  A  langt  km^ra$HbanedFelkm,in  a 
aMia's  Caal,aSmard,^f;. 

MsvDACio^  Appetitvs. 

Men.  I  long  to  see  those hot-spor  Senses  at  it; 
they  say  they  liave  gallant  prepairations,  and  not 


unlikely,  for  most  of  the  soldiers  are  ready  la 
arms  since  U)e  last  field  fbo^agBkist  their  year- 
ly enemy  Meletger,^'  and  his  w&  Acresia;  that 
conquest  hath  so  flesh'd  them  that  no  pence  can 
hold  them.  But  had  not  Melenger  been  siek,  and 
Acrasia  drunk^.the  Senses  might  have  whistled  for 
the  victory. 

Appe.   Fohy  what  a  stink  of  gunpowder  it 
yonder  ? 


*•  Mggpthm  WMrr-^  Egyptlaa  kfaio.   8.  P. 
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Men,  Who*s  tbis !  oh,  oh,  'tis  AppetituB,  Jus- 
tus's hungry  parasite. 

Jppe,  I  dannot  endure  the  smoking  of  guns, 
the  thundering  of  drums  I  had  rather  hear  tl»e 
oierry  hacking  of  p«»t-herbs.  and  see  the  reekmg 
6f  a  hot  capon.  If  they  would  use  no  other  buck- 
lers in  var  but  shields  of  brawn,  brandish  no 
twords  but  swords  of  baron,  trail  no  spe  irs  but 
Spar-ribs  of  pork,  and  instead  of  harquebuss 
pieces  discharce  artichoke- pies,  toss  no  pikes 
but  boiled  pickrils,  then  Appetitus  would  rouse 
op  his  crest,  and  bear  up  himself  with  the 
proudest 

Men,  Ah,  here's  a  youth  stark  naught  at  a 
trench,  but  an  old  dog  at  a  trencher,  a  tall  squire 
at  a  square  table. 

Appe.  But  now  my  good  roasters  must  pardon 
me,  1  am  not  for  their  service,  for  their  service 
is  without  service,  and  Indeed  their  service  is 
too  hot  for  n^y  diet.  But  what  if  I  be  not  my- 
self, hut  only  thi!>  be  my  spirit  that  wanders  up 
and  down,  and  Appetitus  be  kill'd  in  the  camp? 
the  devil  he  is  as  soon.  How's  that  possible?  tut, 
tut,  I  know  I  am,  I  am  Appetitus,  and  alive  too, 
by  rhis  infallible  token,  that  1  feel  myself  hungry. 

Men.  Thoii  mightest  have  taken  a  better  token 
of  thyself,  by  knowing  thou  art  a  fool. 

Jppe.  Well  then,  though  1  made  my  fellow- 
•oldiers  admire  the  beauty  of  my  back,  iind  won- 
der at  the  nimbleness  of  my  heels;  vet  now  will 
I,  at  safety  at  home,  tell  in  what  dangers  they 
are  in  abrfjad.  1*11  speak  nothing  but  guns,  and 
glaves,  ^^  and  staves,  and  phalanges,  ^^  and  squa- 
drons, and  bumcadoes  nmbuscadoes,  palmedoes, 
blank  point  deep,  counterpoint,  counterscdrpe, 
sallies  and  lies,  saladoes,  tarantantaras,  ranta, 
tara,  tara,  hey. 

Men  I  must  take  the  fife  out  of  his  tnouth,  or 
he'll  ne'er  have  done. 

<     Appe   But  above  all,  I'll  be  sure  on  my  knees 
to  thank  the  great —         [Mendacio  blinds  him. 

Men,  Who  am  I,  who  am  I,  who  1  ? 

Appe.  By  the  bl(K>d-stain'd  faulchion  of  Ma- 
tors  *^— I  am  on  yonr  side. 

Men,  y^  by,  who  am  1  ? 

Appe   Are  you  a  soldier  ? 

Men.  No. 

Appe,  Then  you  are  master  Helluo  the  bear- 
iicrd? 

Men,  No,  no,  he's  dead. 

Jfpj^e.  Or  Gulono  the  gutty  seijeant,  or  Del- 
phina  the  vintner,  or  else  I  know  you  not;  for 
tbesa  are  all  my  acquaintance. 


Men.  Would  I  were  Ikang^cf,  if  I  be  any  of 
these ! 

Appe,  What,  Mcndado !  by  the  ftuth  of  a 
knight  thou  art  welcome;  I  must  borrow  thy 
whetstone,  to  sharpen  the  edges  of  my  martial 
compliments. 

Aiea.  By  the  faith  of  a  knight !  What  a  pox» 
where  arc  thv  spurs  ?*^ 

Appe.  I  need  no  spurs;  I  rJdc  like  Pegnsus  on 
a  winged  h<»rse,oo  a  swift  gennet,  my  boy,  called 
Fear. 

Men,  What  should'st  thou  fear  in  the  wars? 
he's  not  a  good  soldier  that  hath  not  a  good  sto- 
mach. 

Appe.  O,  but  the  stink  of  powder  spoils  Appe- 
titusS  stomach,  and  then  thou  knowest  when  'tis 
gone,  Appetitus  is  dead ;  therefore  1  very  roai^ 
fully  drew  my  sword,  and  flourished  it  bravelj 
about  mine  ears,^  kist,  and  finding  myself  hurt, 
most  manfully  ran  away. 

Men,  All  heart  indeed !  for  thou  ran'st  like  a 
hart  out  of  the  field.  It  seems,  then,  the  Senses 
mean  to  fight  it  out, 

Appe-  Aye,  and  outrfight  thcmseWes  I  thmk; 
and  all  about  a  trifle,  a  paultry  bawble,  found  I 
know  not  where. 

Jlfca.  Thou  art  deceived,  they  fight  for  more 
than  that;  a  thing  called  superiority,  of  whicb 
the  crown  is  but  an  emblem. 

Appe,  Mendado,  hang  this  superiority !  Crown 
me  no  crown  but  Bacchos's  crotvn  of  roses;  give 
me  no  sceptre  but  a  fat  capon's  leg,  to  shew  that 
1  am  the  great  knig  of  Hungary.  Therefore  I 
pr'ythee  talk  no  mure  of  state  matters;  but,  in 
brief,  tell  me,  my  little  rascal,  how  thoa  hast  spent 
thy  time  this  many  a  day. 

Men,  Faith,  in  some  credit  since  thou  saVst 
me  last. 

Appe,  How  90,  where? 

Men,  Every  where;  in  the  court  your  gentle- 
women hang  me  at  their  apron-strings,  and  tbet 
makes  them  answer  so  readily.  In  the  city  1  am 
honoured  like  a  god;  none  so  well  acquainted 
with  your  tradesmen.  Your  lawyers,  all  the  term- 
time,*hire  me  of  my  lady;  your  pillants,  if  they 
hear  my  name  abused,  they  stab  for  my  sake ; 
your  travellers  so  doat  upon  me  as  passes;  *'  O, 
they  have  good  reason,  for  I  have  carried  them 
to  many  a  good  meal,  under  tlie  countenance  of 
my  familiarity.  Nay,  your  statesmen  have  ot  ten- 
times  closely  conveyed  me  under  their  tongues, 
to  make  their  policies  more  currefit.  As  for  old 
men,  they  challenge  my  company  by  authority. 


*'  G<avsi-^{apc<  4re  fiwords,  and  Bometines  partizans.  8.  Soebewbere.   See  note  44  to  £tfipanl  II* 
Vol.  I.  p.  181. 
^  Phalan  ei'-LnU  for  phalanxes.    S,  *5  Matwrt— I.  e.  Man. 

**  tVhgre  are  thjf  tpursf-^See  hole  ^  to  the  First  Part  of /eronfmtf,  Vol.  1.  p.  4A9. 
*'  ji»  patses-'i,  e.  exceeds  bounds,  or  belief.    See  a  ^ote  on  The  Merrp  tVi^ea  af  Wmifr^  A.  4.  S.  t. 
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Afpe,  I  am  exoeediog  glad  of  jonr  great  pro- 
ttiotion. 

Mem,  Now,  when  I  am  disposed,  I  can  phi- 
laaophy  it  io  the  uiii?ersaty  with  the  sobdest  of 
themalL 

Ajppe.  I  cannot  be  persuaded  that  thou  art  ac- 
quamted  with-  scholars,  ever  since  thou  wert 
pressed  to  death  in  a  printing  house. 

Men,  No !  whj  I  was  the  first  founder  of  the 
three  sects  of  philosophy,  except  one  of  the  Pe- 
ripatetics who  acknowledge  Aristotle,  I  confess, 
their  great-grandfather. 

Anpe,  Thou,  boy !  how  is  this  possible  ?  Thou 
art  out  a  child,  and  there  were  sects  of  philoso- 
phy before  thou  wert  bom. 

Men.  Appctitus,  thou  mistakest  me;  I  tell 
thee  three  thousand  years  ago  was  Mendado 
bom  in  Greece,^*  nursed  in  Crete,  and  ever  since 
honoured  every  where :  I'll  be  sworn  I  held  old 
Homer^s  pen  when  he  writ  his  Iliads  and  his 
Odysseys. 

Appt,  Thou  hadst  need,  for  I  hear  say  he  was 
bUnd. 

Men.  I  helped  Herodotus  to  pen  some  part 
of  his  Muses ;  lent  Pliny  ink  to  write  his  Hiiito- 
ty;  rounded  Rabelais  in  the  ear^  when  he  his- 
torified  Pantagruel ;  as  for  Luciaii,  I  was  his  ge- 
nius; O,  those  two  books  dt  Vera  Hittaria,  how- 
•oever  they  go  under  his  name.  111  be  sworn  I 
writ  them  every  tittle. 

Jppe*  Sure  as  I  am  hungry,  thoa*st  have  it  for 
lying*  But  hast  thou  rusted  this  latter  time  for 
want  of  exercise  ? 

Men.  Nothing  less.  I  must  confess  I  would 
fain  have  joKg^  Stow  and  great  Holliiigshed  on 
their  elbows,  when  they  were  about  their  chro- 
lucles;  and,  as  I  remember,  Sir  John  Mandirviirs 
travels,  and  a  great  part  of  the  Decads,  were  of 
ny  doing.  But  for  the  Mirror  of  Knighthood, 
Bevis  of  Southampton,  Palmerin  of  Kiif^land, 
Amadis  of  Gaul,  Huon  de  Bourdeaux,  Sir  Guy  of 


Warwick,  Martin  Marprclate,  Robin  Hood,  Gaf- 
ragantua,  Gerilion,and  a  thousand  such  exquisite 
monuments  as  these,  no  doubt  but  they  breatha 
in  my  breath  up  and  down. 

Appe.  Downwards  TU  swear,  for  there's  stink-* 
ing  lies  in  them. 

Men.  But  what  should  I  light  a  candle  to  the 
bright  sunshine  of  mv  glorious  renown?  Tha 
whole  world  is  full  of  Mendacio's  fame. 

Jppe.  And  so  it  wiU  be,  so  long  as  the  world  i» 
full  of  fame. 

Men.  But,  strrah,  hew  hast  thou  done  this  long 
time? 

Apfe.  In  as  much  request  as  thyself.    To  be* 

S'n  with  the  court,  as  thou  didst,  I  lie  with  the 
dies  all  night,  and  that*s  the  reason  they  call  for 
cullies  and  cruellies  so  early  before  their  prayers : 
your  gallants  never  sup,  breakfast  or  beaver,  ^* 
without  me. 

Men.  That*s  false,  for  I  have  teen  them  eat 
with  a  full  stomach. 

Appe.  True;  but  because  they  know  a  little 
thin«^  drives  me  from  them,  therefore,  in  the 
midst  of  meat,  they  present  me  with  soine  sharp 
sauce,  or  a  dish  of  delicate  anchovies,  or  a  ca- 
viare,^* to  entice  me  back  a^in.  Nay  more, 
your  old  Sirs,  that  hardly  ko  without  a  prop,  will 
walk  a  mile  or  two  every  day  to  renew  their  ac> 
quaintance  with  me.  As  tor  the  academy,  it  is 
beholden  to  me  for  adding  the  eighth  province  un- 
to the  noble  heptarchy  of  the  liberal  sciences. 

Men.  What's  that,  I  pr'ythee? 

Appe.  The  most  desired  and  hononrable  art  of 
Cookery. 
Now,  sirrah,  in  the  city  I  am  — — 'st,  "st, 
O  the  body  of  a  louse. 

Men.  What,  art  a  louse  in  the  city  ? 

Appe.  Not  a  word  more,  for  yonder  comet 
Phaiitastes  nnd  somebody  else. 

Men.  What  a  pox  can  Phantastes  do  ? 

Appe.  Work  a  miracle  if  he  would  prove  wise. 


*•  WiU  Mendado  bom  in  Greece, — 


Audet  in  hUtoria." 


^  Rounded  Rabelais  in  the  ear^L  e.  whispered  bim.    See  Note  12  to  The  Spanish  Tragedjf,  Vol.  I. 
p.  476. 

3o  Breakfast  or  beaver-^Moft  properly  bever;  a  luncheon  before  dinner*    The  farmers  in  Essex  stUl 
use  the  word.    8. 

8o,  in  The  Woman  Hater ,  by  Beanmont  and  Fletcher,  A.  1.  S.  3.,  Coont  Valorem  describing  Lazarillo, 
fays: 

** He  is  none  of  these 

Same  ordinary  eati*r>«,  that  II  df*vonr 
ThrM  breakfasts,  as  many  dinnrrs,  and,  without  any 
Prejudice  to  their  beavers^  drinkiu|^,  sapperi  ; 
Bat  be  bath  a  more  courtly  kind  of  hungier. 
And  doth  bunt  more  after  novelty,  than  plenty**' 

Barret,  in  his  Alvearie^  explains  a  boever^  **  a  drinking  bctweene  dinner  and  supper,  and  a  bo'ier,  meate 
eaten  after  noone  i  a  collation,  a  noone  meale." 
'■  Caviare^See  Idote  ID  to  TAc  Ordinary. 
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Jlfa».  Tift  be  iMked^lhcvHeal  Blip!'*  yttthe 
ImI  lo¥tt  BM  wwxwlingly ;  but  I  gbm  not  for  his 
mnfrnii,  for  if  h*  once  eatch  om,  IduJl  never 
be  nd  o'fbim.  [E^feunL 

SCENE  n. 

FiLiVTAflnSk  a.  StMtt-cmtpbMiomd  Fellom,  bmi 
gukh-e^ed,  m  •  White  Sattia,  Doubki  ^mie 
JMion,.Gtieem  Velvet  Him  of  another;  a/an- 
tattkal  Eaty  with  apUane  ^Feaihgr$<f 


wultaUmn;  miitUiikortti^taCloMk;  avmr 
vfBuikini  cuU  drawn  out  with  tundry  coumr-^ 
€d  BMomtk,  with  &ar^  hung  about  him^^fter 
mUfmhionM^  mnd  tfaUcoioun;,  Rimgi,  JmoU, 
m.Mafh  «M^  *»  every j^Bce  other  odd  compU' 

M»BiyM>e  mimhU  tprighted  Poge  ia  tho  nomoti 
/ashiom^  WHth  a  Garland  of  Bayif  ^ 

F^AITTASTES,  HEITltESIS. 

Jfftofi.  Sinmb^  bojf^  HeuseaU !  Boj,  bow  aow, 
bMngyoocaeils? 

iieiik  Three  tbin^  be»e  troubled  my  brain  tbi« 
nany  ft-di^;  and  juat  bow,  when  I  was  Uying 
bold  OB  the  inveBdon  of  them,  your  sudden  caU 
made  them^  like  Taotalns's  apples,  fly  from  my 
fiuffers. 

than*  Some  gpeat  matters  questionleas ;  what 
meretbqr? 

£Csa»  The  quadratnre  of  a  circle,  the  philoso* 
pber's  stone,  and  the  next  way  to  the  Indies; 

Fkoft,  Tliou  dost  well  to  meditate  on  these 
three  things  at  once,  for  they'll  be  found  out  al- 
together, ad  Qrwca^  Cakndas;  but  let  them  pass^ 
and  carry  the  conceit  I  told  jrou  this  morning  to 
die  party  yon  wot  of.  In  ray  imagination  'tis  ca- 
pricious, 'twill  take,  I  warrant  thee. 

Heu.  1  win,  sir.  But  what  say  you  to  the  gen- 
tleman that  was  with  you  yesterday  ? 

Fham*  O,  I  think  tliou  meanest  him  that  made 
nineteen  sonnets  of  his  mistress's  bosk-point  '^ 

Heu,  The  same,  the  same,  sir.  You  promised 
to  help  him  out  with  the  twentieth. 

Phan.  By  Jupiter's  cloven  pate,  'tis  true.  But 


we  witty  fellowt  are  so  foi^Btfiil :  Imt  atay,  hi^ 

bu  !  carry  him  this : 

The  Gordian  knotf  whkh  Akxanier  greai 
Did  whilom  cut  with  hie att- conquering  award. 

Was  ttothing  like  thy  butk  point,  PJ'^^^  peat  J  ^ 
Nor  couid  tofmr  an  amgury  affort^ 

Then,  to  oondude,  let  him  pervert  CatttJloa's  Z^ 
' nam  eohii  diu  Ugatam  thus,  thus: 

Which  if  I  chance  to  cutf  or  elee  untie, 
Thf  Utile  world  i'tt  conquer  preaemt^. 

'Tispcettn  pre«^ ;  tell  him 'twos extemporal. 

£ini.  Well,  sir,  but  now  for  Master  Inamorm- 
to's  love-letter. 

Phan.  Some  nettling  stuff  i'faitb.  Let  him 
write  thus:  Most  heart-commandinis  faced get^ 
tiewommttf  eoen  as  the  atone  in  India,  called  Ba- 
aaliacus,  hurts  all  that  looks  on  it ;  atui  as  the 
serpent  in  Arabioy  called  Smaragdus,  delightetk 
the  sights  so  does  th^  celestial  orlhassimilating 
eyes  both  please^  and  m  pleasing  wound  n^  kno* 
darted  h»art, 

Heu,  But  what  tcick  shall  I  invent  for  the  eon- 
elusion? 

Phan,  Pish,  any  thing;  love  will  minister  ink 
for  the  rest  He  that,  once  begun  well,  bath  half 
done,  let  bira  bema  again,  and  there's  all. 

Heu,  Master  Uuliio  spoke  for  a  new  fashion; 
what  for  biro  ? 

Phan.  A  fashion  for  his  suit ;  let  him  botton 
It  down  the  sleeve  with  four  elbows,  and  so  mak« 
it  the  pure  hieroglyphic  of  a  fooL 

Heu,  Nay,  tb«i,  let  me  request  one  thing  of 
you. 

Fi&aii.  What's  that,  boy?  by  this  fair  hand  tbov 
shalt  have  it. 

Heu,  Mistress  Soperbia,  a  gentlewoman  of  my 
acquaintance,  wished  me  to  devise  her  a  new  set 
for  her  rufl^  and  an  odd  tire :  I  pray,sir,  help  me 
out  with  k. 

Phan,  Ah,  boy !  in  my  conceit  'tis  a  hard  mat- 
ter to  perform.  These  women  have  well  nig^ 
tired  me  with  devising  tires  for  them ;  and  set 
me  at  a  nonplus  for  new  sets,  their  Imds  are  so 


^^  The  vilest  imp— Tbb  word,  which  occon  in  Ben  Jonson  and  some  other  writers,  seems  to  have  the 
suae  meaning  as  our  mtmpa,    I  am  ignonmt  of  its  etymology.    8. 

33  Other  odd  compUmaUs^i.  e.  other  requisites  towards  the  fitting  out  of  a  character.  See  a  Note  ob 
X<4W#*«  Lakmr  Last,  VoL  IL  p.  385.  edit.  1718.    S. 

3^  Busk'pciMt'^A.  bwk'pomt  was,  I  believe,  the  lace  of  a  lady*8  stays.  Minsbiea  explaim  a  buike  to  be 
a  part  of  dress**  made  of  wood  or  whalebone,  a  plated  or  qailted  thing  to  kecpe  the  body  straight.**  The 
word,  1  am  Informed,  b  still  In  common  use,  particularly  in  the  coontry  among  the  farmers*  daughters 
and  servants,  for  a  piece  of  wood  to  preserve  the  stays  from  being  bent.  Points^  or  laces,  wete  worn  by 
both  setes,  and  are  frequently  mentioned  in  our  aarlent  dramatic  writers. 

3^  Pretty  peat  /—Mr  Steevens  says  that  peat,  la  one  of  the  2>cotch  proverbs,  signifies  darling.  Dr  John- 
son, that  It  Is  a  word  of  endearment  from  peti/,  UttU,    See  ^otcs  on  The  Taming  af  the  Shrew,  A.  1.  8.  !• 

Again,  in  Ihs  City  Madam,  by  Massinger,  A.  S.  S.  ^  ; 

"  —you  are  pretty  pent»,  aad  yoor  great  portieas 
Add  much  unto  your  bandsomcneM.*' 
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|]^  «iui  Jthnr  «|r€t  fD4)Q9y  Aat'I  Iem^v  iiot  Ikiw 
to  please  them. 

MoL  I  jMmjry  SUV  she  bath  a  bad  faoo^  aod  fiua 
would  have  suitors.  Faatasticai  and  odd  afipa- 
lel  would  percbaooe  draw  soioebody  to  look  -oo 
ber. 

Plum,  If  ber  face  be  naught,  in  my  opinion, 
the  more  view  it  the  worie.  Bid  her  wear  the 
multitude  of  her  doformiiies  under  a  made,  till 
my  leisoi«  will  8eni«  to  defise  some  durable  aad 
oastained  blush  of  paindni^ 

Heu^  Very  good,  sir. 

Pia«.Awa.jr  then,  hie  tbeeaeuns  meet  me  at 
dke  court  within  this  boor  jU  ibe  farthest^  [EmV 
HEURSsis.]-*Oh  hearens  I  how  base  I  been  fro«* 
bled  these  latter  tioMs  with  women,  fools,  babes. 
taUors,  poets,  swagfierers,  gulls,  ballad-makers! 
th^  have  alamst  dMrobed  me  of  all  tne  toys  and 
tndes  I  can  devise;  were  it  not  that  I  pity  the 
multitude  of  priuteis,  these  sonDot>aong9rs  should 
starve  for  conceits,  for  all  Phaataales.  Bat  these 
puling  lovers,  I  cannot  but  laugh  at  them  aod 
their  eticomiums  of  their  mistresses.  They  make, 


forsooth,  her  bair  of  gpld,  her  eyes  of  diaaKmd, 
ber  cheeks  of  roses,  h«r  lips  of  rubies,  ber  teeth 
of  pearl,  and  ber  whole  body  of  ivory;  and  wbea 
they  have  ibus  idoled  ber  like  Pymalaon,  they 
fall  down  and  worship  ber.  Psydbe,  thou  hast 
laid  a  bard  task  upon  my  sbouldcn^  to  invent  at 
every  one's  ask :  were  it  not  that  I  refresh  my 
dolnesa  once  a  day  with  thy  most  angelical  pro- 
seuoey  twere  imposwblt  for  me  to  nndergo  it« 

SCENE  m. 

OmuvMis  Seksus,  a  grow  Man^  ia  «  Block  Vth 
vet  CsMioeJct  Uke  a  Coun$eUot^  ^ternks  cemug 
octi  of  the  Door. 

ComrcNis  SEKStrSy  Phartabtes. 

Com.  Sen,  I  cannot  stay,  I  tell  you ;  'lis  more 
than  time  I  were  at  court;  I  know  my  sovereign 
Psyche  hath  expected  me  this  hour. 

PkoM.  In  good  time,  vonder  comes  Common 
Sense ;  I  ima^ne  it  should  be  he  by  his  voice. 

C0S.<Sas.  Crave  my  counsel!  tell  me  what 
Biamier  of  man  he  is?  Can  he  entertain  a  man  in 
his  bouse?  Can  he  hold  his  velvet  cap  in  one  hand, 
and  vale  '^  his  bonnet  with  the  other?  Knows  he 
bow  to  become  a  scarlet  gowa^  Hath  he  a  pair 
of  fiedi  posts  at  his  door  ?  '^ 


Phm,  He's  mbmit  soraie  hmltj^Me  micttei^; 
he  talks  of  posts  methinks. 

Com.  Sem,  Cmn  be  part  a  couple  of  dogs  brawl* 
ing  in  the  street  ?  why,  then,  chase  him  mayorj 
upon  my  oredit,  bell  prove  a  wise  eficer. 

Pham.  Save  you,  say  lord ;  I  have  attended  your 
leisure  this  hour. 

Com.  Sen,  Fie  apon't !  what  a  loi4  have  I  had 
to  chuse  them  a  m^r  yonder  ?  There's  a  fusty 
currier  will  have  this  man ;  there's  a  chandler 
wipes  his  naoe  on  his  sleeve,  and  swears  it  slmll 
not  be  so :  there's  a  mustard-maker,  looks  as  keen 
as  vinegar,  will  bare  another.  O,  this  many- 
beaded  mukimde,  'lis  a  hard  macier  to  please 
them. 

Pimn.  Especially  where  the  tnollStade  is  so 
well  headed.  But  {  pray  yon  whereas  l^^ister 
Memory?  hath  ne  torgotten  nimself,  that  he  is 
notiiere? 

Com.  Sen,  Th  bigh  time  be  were  ait  cotirt^  I 
would  be  would  ^ 


SCENE  IV. 

Memory,  en  oU  decrepid  Man,  in  a  black  velva 
Coifoc^  *•  a  tt^ta  Goam^  furred  with  wkiU 
OrogramyO  white  Beardf  Velvet  S^per$,m 
Watch,  Staff,  Sfc, 

Anamnest £8,  hU  Page,  in  a  grave  tattin  Suit^ 
jmrple  Buskim,  a  Garland  ^  Buyt  and  itos»> 
inonf,  a  GimmalRing  ^  with  one  link  hangings 
RiHands  and  Threads  tied  to  tome  ofhii  lKn» 
gert ;  in  his  Hand  a  pair  of  TatUe-oooks,  4-c 

MeMOBT,  AnAMNESTES,   PHANTA4T£8y  CoMlCIT- 
KIB  SeMSCS, 

Jlesi.  Ifow  soon  a  wise  man  shall  have  his 
wish! 

Com.  Sen.  Memory,  the  season  of  your  coming 
is  very  ripe. 

Phan,  Had  you  staid  a  little  longer,  'twoold 
have  been  stark  rotten. 

Mem,  I  am  glad  I  save  it  from  the  swme.-^ 
S'precious,  I  have  forgot  something.  O  rov  pursc^ 
mv  purse!  why,  Anaronestes,  Remembraaoef 
where  art  thou  AnamnestesiBemembranoa^  tfcat 
vile  boy  is  always  gadding ;  1  remember  be  was 
at  my  heels  even  now,  and  now  the  vile  rascal  it 
vanished. 

Phan,  Is  he  not  here  ?  why  then  in  mj  imagi- 


^  Vale  hit  (oanet— See  Note  IS  to  George  a  Greene,  The  Phmer  of  WtHufiM^  Vol.  I.  p.  448. 

37  A  freth  pair  tfpmtt  at  the  dbof^Alloding  to  the  oflice  of  sheriff.  See  M  ote  44  to  The  Uonttt  Whore^ 

Voi.i.p.5.vr. 

)s  Cattock^*'Cattock"  mys  Mr  Steerem,  *'  signiflei  a  horKman't  loo»e  coat,  and  Is  osed  in  that  seme 
by  the  writers  of  the  age  of  Shakespeare;  It  likewise  appean  to  have  bceo  part  of  the  dress  of  rustics.'* 
•ee  Note  to  JlTt  weU  that  endt  weH^  A,  4.  S.  S. 

39  Oimmal  ring.-^^*  A  gimmal,  or  gimbal  riag,  a  Fr.  G.  Gemean,  at  a  Lat.  GemeHos,  q.  d.  Annaloi 
Gemdlm,  ifBonbmi  sc.  duobns  ant  plarihos  orhibus  contat.**    SKiNNEa. 

Qimmat  rings  are  often  mentioned  hi  ancient  writers. 
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nation  be^s  left  behind.    Hola,  Anainne8tes»  Re- 
membrance ! 

Aiiam.  [Ruumng  in  fuute]  Anon,  anon,  sir ; 
anon,  anun,  sir ;  aiiun,  anon,  sir ;  anon,  anon,  sir. 

Mem,  Ha,  sirrali,  what  a  bravrling's  here  ? 

A  nam,  i  do  but  give  you  an  answer  with  anon, 
sir. 

Mem  You  answer  sweetly ;  I  have  called  you 
three  or  ftiur  times  one  after  another. 

A  nam.  Sir,  I  hope  I  answered  yon  three  or 
four  times,  one  iu  the  necrk  of  another.  But  if 
jour  good  worship  have  lent  we  any  more  calls, 
tell  me,  ai.d  Tit  repay  thero*  as  Vm  a  gentleman. 

Mem.  liCave  your  tattlt:;  had  you  oume  at 
first,  I  had  ni»i  spent  so  much  breath  in  vain. 

Anam.   I  he  truth  is,  sir,  the  first  time  you  cal 
led  I  heard  you  iHit ;  the  second  I  understood  you 
not ;  the  third  I  knew  not  whether  it  were  vou  or 
not:  ^he  fourth  i  coulrl  not  tell  wnereyou  were, 
and  that's  the  reason  1  answer'd  so  suddenly. 

Mem.  Go,  bit  rah,  run,  seek  every  where,  I  bave 
)ost  my  purse  somewhere. 

Anam  I  go,  t>ir.  Go,  sirrah,  seek,  run,  I  have 
lost,  bring :  here's  a  dog's  life  with  a  pox !  shall 
1  be  always  used  like  a  water-spaniel  ? 

[Exii  Anamkestes 

Cam.  Sen,  Come,  good  master  Register,  I  won- 
der you  be  so  late  now  a-days. 

Mem.  My  eood  lord,  I  remember  that  I  knew 
Tour  ^irancl father  in  this  your  place,  and  1  remem- 
ber your  grandfather's  great  grandfather's  grand- 
father's father's  father;  yet  in  those  days  I  never 
remember  that  any  of  ihein  could  say,  that  Re- 
gister Memory  ever  broke  one  minute  of  his  ap- 
pointment. 

Com,  Sen,  Why,  good  father,  why  are  you  so 
late  now-Srdays  ? 

Mem.  Thus  'tis;  the  most  customers  I  remem- 
ber myself  to  have,  are,  as  your  lordship  knows, 
scholars,  and  now-a-days  the  most  of  them  are 
become  critics,  bringing  me  home  such  paltry 
things  to  lay  up  for  them,  that  I  can  hardly  find 
them  again. 

Fhan,  Jupiter,  Jupiter,  I  had  thought  these 
^jes  had  bit  none  but  myself:  do  critics  tickle 
you,  i'faith  ? 

Mem*  Very  familiarly:  for  they  must  know 
of  me,  forsooth,  how  every  idle  word  is  written  in 
all  the  musty  moth-eaten  manuscripts,  kept  in  all 
the  old  libraries  in  every  city  betwixt  England 
and  Peru. 

Com.  Sen,  Indeed  I  have  noted  these  tivies  to 
aSect  antiquities  more  than  is  requisite. 

Mem.  I  remember  in  the  age  of  Assaracus  and 
Ninus^  and  about  the  wars  of  Tbebe^  apd  the 


siege  of  Troy,  diere  were  few  things  oommittwl 
to  my  chan>;e,  but  those  that  were  well  worthy 
tlie  presen-ing;  but  now  every  trifle  roost  fa« 
wrap'd  up  in  the  volume  oi  eternity.  A  rich 
puddinu-wife,  or  a  cobler,  cannot  die'  but  1  mutt 
immortalize  his  name  with  an  epitaph;  a  dog 
cannot  piss  in  a  nobleman's  shoe,  but  it  must  be 
sprinkled  into  the  chronicles;  so  that  1  never 
could  remember  my  treasure  more  full,  and  never 
emptier  of  honourable  and  true  heroical  actions. 

Pkan,  By  your  leave.  Memory,  you  are  not 
alone  troubled  ;  cbronologers  many  of  them  are 
s«>  fantastic,  as  when  they  bring  a  captain  to  the 
combat,  lifiim^  up  hb  revengeful  arm  to  dispart 
(he  head  of  his  enemy,  they'd  hold  up  his  arms 
so  long,  till  they  have  fcN^towed  three  or  four  pa^ 
in  describing  the  gold  hilts  of  his  threatening 
faulchion ;  so  that  in  my  fancy  the  reader  may 
wen  wonoer  tdi  adversarv  stabs  him  not  before, 
he  strikes.  Moreover,  cbey  are  uecoine  most  pal- 
pable flatterers,  always  begging  at  my  gates  for. 
invention. 

Com.  Sen.  This  is  a  mat  fault  in  a  chronologer 
to  turn  parasite :  an  absolute  historian  shouM  be 
in  fear  of  none;  ^  neither  should  he  write  any 
thing  more  than  truth  for  friendship,  or  less  for 
hate ;  but  keep  himself  equal  and  constant  in  all 
his  discourses.  But  for  us,  we  must  be  content- 
ed, for  as  our  honours  increase,  so  must  the  bur- 
then of  the  cares  of  our  offices  urge  us  to  wax 
heavy. 

Phan.  But  not  till  our  backs  break  ;  'slud  there 
was  never  any  so  haunted  as  I  am;  this  day  there 
comes  a  sophister  to  my  house,  knocks  at  mj 
door;  his  errand  being  asked,  forsooth  his  answer 
was  to  borrow  a  fair  suit  of  conceits  out  of  my 
wardrobe,  to  apparel  a  show  he  had  in  hand :  and 
what  think  you  is  the  plot  ? 

Com.  Sen,  Nay,  I  know  not,  for  I  am  little  ac- 
quainted with  such  toys. 

Phan.  Mean  while  hc*s  somewhat  acquainted 
with  you,  for  he^s  bold  to  bring  your  person  upon 
the  stage. 

Com  Sen,  What  me  ?  I  can't  remember  that  I 
was  ever  brought  upon  the  stage  before. 

Phan.  Yes,  yon  and  you,  and  myself  with  all 
my  fantastical  tritks  and  humours ;  but  I  trow  I 
have  fitted  him  with  fooleries,  I  trust  he'll  never 
trouble  roe  again. 

Cpm.  Sen.  O  times !  O  manners !  when  boys 
dare  to  traduce  men  in  authority ;  was  ever  such 
an  attempt  heard  ? 

Mem,  1  remember  there  was :  for,  to  say  the 
truth,  at  my  last  being  at  Athens,  it  is  now,  let 
me  see,  about  one  thousand  eight  hundred  years 


^  — Neither  should  he  wn'tf,  &c.<»"  Quis  nescit  primam  esse  HiUoris^  legem,  ne  quid  falsi  dicere  i 
deat;  deinde,  nc  quid  vcri  non  audeaL**  Cicero  dc  Oral,  lib.  ii.  15. 

1 


Brswbr.} 


LINGUA. 


t09 


•gQ,  ♦'  I  was  at  a  Comedy  of  Aristophanes 
making.  I  shall  never  foiTget  it,  the  arch-gover- 
nor of  Athens  took  me  by  the  hand,  and  placed 
me ;  and  there  I  say,  I  saw  Socrates  abused  most 
grossly,  himself  being  then  a  present  Spectator : 
I  remember  he  sat  Aill  against  me,  and  did  not 
so  much  as  shew  the  least  countenance  of  dis- 
content. 

Com.  Sen,  In  those  days  it  was  lawful,  but  now 
the  abuse  of  such  liberty  is  unsufierable. 

Phan.  Think  what  you  will  of  it,  I  think  'ds 
done,  and  I  think  it  is  acting  by  this  time :  hark, 
hark;  what  drumming's  yonder !  TU  lay  my  life 
thejT  are  come  to  present  the  show  I  spake  of. 

Cam,  Sen.  It  may  be  so ;  stay,  we'll  see  what  'tis. 

SCENE  V. 

LiVGUAi  Mendacio,  Communis  Sensus,  and 
the  Rett 

Idn.  Feign  thyself  in  great  liaste. 

Men.  I  warrant  you,  madam. — I  doubt  'tis  in 
▼sun  to  run,  by  this  they  are  all  past  overtaking. 

Com,  Sen.  Is  not  this  Lingua,  that  is  in  such 
haste? 

Fhati,  Yes,  yes,  stand  still. 

Men.  I  must  speak  with  him. 

Com.  Sen.  With  whom  ? 

Men,  Assure  yourself  they  are  all  at  court  ere 
this. 

Lin,  Run  after  them,  for  unless  he  know  it 

Com,  Sen.  Dngua ! 

Lin,  O,  is't  your  lordship  ?  I  beseech  you  par- 
don me.  Haste  and  fear,  I  protest,  put  out  mine 
eyes :  I  looked  so  long  for  you,  that  I  knew  not 
when  I  had  found  you. 

Fhan.  In  my  conceit,  that's  like  the  man  that 
enquired,  who  saw  his  ass,  when  himself  rid  on  him. 

Lin.  O  my  heart  beats  so !  fie,  fie,  fie,  fie  ! 

Men.  I  am  so  weary ;  fo,  fo,  fo,  fo  ! 

Com,  Sen.  1  pr'ythee,  Lingua,  make  an  end; 

Lin.  Let  me  begin  first,  I  beseech  you;  but  if 
you  will  needs  have  the  end  first,  thus  'lis.  The 
commonwealth  of  Microcosme  at  this  instant 
suflfers  the  pangs  of  death,  'tis  gasping  for  breath . 
Will  you  have  all?  'tis  poisoned. 

Phan.  What  apothecary  durst  be  so  bold  as 
make  such  a  confection  ?  ha,  what  poison  is't  ? 


{      Lin.  A  golden  crown. 

Men.  1  mistake;  or  else  Galen,  in  his  book  'de 
ianitate  tuenda,  commends  gold  as  restorative. 

Com,  Sen,  Lingua,  express  yourself. 

Men:  Madam,  if  you  want  breath,  let  me  help 
you  out. 

Lin.  1  pr'ythee  do,  do* 

Men.  My  lord,  the  report  is,  that  Mercury 
coming  late  into  this  country,  in  this  very  place 
left  a  coronet  with  thib  inscription,  *'  that  the  best 
of  the  five  should  have  it,*^  which  the  Senses 
thinking  to  belong  unto  them 

Lin.  Challenge  each  other,  and  are  now  in 
arms,  and't  like  your  lordship. 

Com.  Sen.  V  protest  it  likes  not  me. 

Lin.  Their  battles  are  not  far  hence  ready 
ranged. 

Com,  Sen.  O  monstrous  presumption!  what 
shall  we  do  ? 

Mem.  My  lord,  in  your  great  grandfather's 
time,  there  was,  I  remember,  such  a  breach 
amongst  them;  therefore  my  counsel  is,  that,  after 
his  example,  by  the  strength  of  your  authority, 
you  convene  them  before  you. 

Com.  Sen.  Lingua,  go  presently ;  command  the 
Senses,  upon  their  allegiance  to  our  dread  sove- 
reign queen  Psyche,  to  dismiss  their  companies, 
and  personally  to  appear  before  me  without  any 
pretence  of  excuse. 
Lin.  I  go,  my  lord. 

Phan.  But  hear  you,  madam  ?  I  pray  ^rou  let 
your  page's  tongue  walk  with  us  a  little,  till  yoa 
return  again. 

Lin.  With  all  my  heart.  [Exit  Lingva. 

SCENE  VI. 

Phantasies,  Mendacio,  Communis  Scnsus, 
and  Memoby. 

Phan.  Hot  youths,  I  protest !  Saw  you  those 
warlike  preparations  ? 

Men.  Lately,  my  lords,  I  sped  into  the  army; 
But  oh,  'tis  far  beyond  my  reach  of  wit, 
Or  strength  of  utterance,  to  describe  their  forces. 

Com.  Sen.  Go  to ;  speak  what  thou  canst. 

Men.  Upon  the  right  hand  of  a  spacious  hill, 
Proud  Visus  marshalleth  a  puissant  army, 


^'  Iwoi  at  a  Comedy,  Sfe  — This  was  called  The  Clouds*  id  which  piece  Socrates  was  represented 
hanging  np  in  a  basket  in  the  air,  ntteriog  numberless  chimerical  absurdities,  and  blaspheming,  as  it  was 
then  reputed,  the  Gods  of  hb  country.  At  the  performance  of  this  piece,  Socrates  was  present  himself; 
aod  *'  ootwUh8taDdiog,**say8hls  Biographer,  **  thegrossabuse  that  was  offered  to  his  character,  he  did  not 
fbew  the  least  signs  of  reseotment  or  anger  $  nay,  such  was  the  unparalleled  good  nature  of  this  godlike 
man,  that  some  strangers  there  being  desirous  to  see  the  original  of  this  scenic  picture,  he  rose  up  in  the 
■iddle  of  the  peiformance,  stood  all  the  rest  of  the  time,  ami  shewed  himself  to  the  people ;  by  which 
well-placed  confidence  in  his  own  merit  and  Innocence,  reminding  them  of  those  virtues  and  wisdom  so 
opposite  to  the  sophbt.in  the  play  his  pretended  likeness,  hedetected  the  false  circumstances  which  were 
obtnuled  Into  his  character,  and  obviated  the  malicious  designs  of  the  poet,  who,  having  brought  bis 
flay  a  second  thne  upon  the  stage,  met  with  the  contempt  he  justly  merited  for  such  a  coropositioB**' 
i'ooper^s  Lift  of  Socrates,  p.  iiO. 
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Three  thonsand  eagles  strong,  whose  faliant  cap- 
tain 
Is  Jove's  swift  thundei^bearer,  that  same  bird^ 
That  hoist  up  Ganimede  from  the  Trojan  plains. 
The  vanguard  strengthened  with  a  wondrous 

flight 
^'  Of  falcon^  haigards,  hobbies,  terselets, 
Lanards  and  go£awkSy  sparbawks,  and  ravenous 

birds. 
The  rearward,  granted  to  Auditus*  charge, 
Is  stoutly  followed  with  an  impetuous  herd 
Of  sti£f-necked  bulls,  and  many  horn-mad  stags, 
Of  the  best  head  the  forest  can  afford. 

Fhan»  I  promise  you,  a  fearful  troop  of  soldiers. 

Men,  Eight  opposite  stands  Tactus,  strongly 
manned 
With  three  thousand  bristled  urchens  ^  for  his 

pikemen. 
Four  hundred  tortoises  for  elephants ; 
Besides  a  monstrous  troop  of  ugly  spiders. 
Within  an  ambushment  he  hath  commanded 
Of  their  own  guts  to  spin  a  cordage  fine. 
Whereof  to  have  framed  a  net  (0  wondrous  work !) 
That,  fastened  by  the  concave  of  the  moon, 
Spreads  down  itself  to  the  earth*s  circumference. 

Mem.  Tis  very  strange ;  I  cannot  remember 
the  like  engine  at  any  time. 

Men,  Nay  more,  my  lord,  the  masks  are  made 
so  strong, 
That  I  myself  upon  them  scaled  the  heavens, 
And  boldly  walked  about  the  middle  region; 
Where,  in  the  province  of  the  meteors, 
I  saw  the  cloudy  shops  of  bail  and  rain, 
Garners  of  snow,  and  crystals  full  of  dew ; 
Rivers  of  burning  arrows,  dens  of  dragons. 
Huge  beams  of  flames^and  spears  Uke  nre-brands. 
Where  I  beheld  hot  Mars  and  Mercury, 
With  rackets  made  of  spheres  and  balls  of  stars, 
Playing  at  tennis  for  a  tun  of  nectar. 
And  that  vast  gaping  of  the  firmament. 
Under  the  soutnern  pole,  is  nothing  else 
But  the  great  hazard  of  their  tennis-court; 
The  Zodiac  is  the  line ;  the  shooting  stars, 
Which  in  an  eye-bright  evening  seem  to  fall. 
Are  nothing  but  the  balls  they  lose  at  bandy. 
Thus  having  took  my  pleasure  with  those  sights, 
By  the  same  net  I  went  up  I  descended. 


Com,  Sen,  Well,  sirrah,  to  what  purpose  tends 
this  stratasem? 

Men.  None  know  directly,  but  I  think  it  is 
To  entrap  the  eagles,  when  the  battles  join. 
Phan.  Who  takes  Tactus  his  part  ? 

Men,  Under  the  standard  of  tnrice  hardy  Tac- 
tus, 
Thrice  valiant  Gustus  leads  his  warlike  forces ; 
An  endless  multitude  of  desperate  apes, 
Five  hundred  marmosets,  and  long-tai  led  monkeys. 
All  trained  to  the  field,  and  nimble  gunners. 

Phan,  I  imagine  there's  old  moving  ^^  amongst 
them ;  methinks  a  handful  of  nuts  would  turn 
them  all  out  of  their  soldiers  coats. 

Men,  Ramparts  of  pasty  crust,  and  forts  of  pies. 
Entrenched  with  dishes  full  of  custard  stufl^ 
Hath  Gustus  made ;  and  planted  ordnance. 
Strange  ordnance !  cannons  of  hollow  canes, 
Whose  powder's  rape  seed,  charged  with  turnip 
snot 

Mem,  I  remember,  in  the  country  of  Utopia,^ 
they  use  no  other  kind  of  artillery. 

Com,  Sen,  But  what's  become  of  Olfactus? 

Men,  He  politicly  leans  to  neither  part, 
Bot  stands  betwixt  the  camps  as  at  receipt, 
Having  great  swine,  his  pioneers,  to  entrench  them. 

Phan.  In  my  foolish  imagination,  Olfactus  is 
very  like  the  goddess  of  victory,  that  never  takes 
any  part  but  the  conqueror's. 

Men.  And  in  the  woods  he  placed  secretly 
Two  hundred  couple  of  hounds  and  hungry  mas- 
tiffs; 
And  o*er  his  head  hover  at  his  command 
A  cloud  of  vultures,  which  o'erspread  tlie  light. 
Making  a  night  before  the  day  be  done : 
But  to  what  end  not  known,  but  feared  of  all. 

Phan.  I  conjecture  he  intends  to  see  them 
fight,  and  after  the  battle  to  feed  his  dogs,  hogs, 
and  vultures,  upon  the  murdered  carcases. 

Men,  My  lord,  I  think  the  fury  of  their  anger 
will  not  be  obedient  to  the  message  of  Lingua  ; 
for  otherwise,,  in  my  conceit,  they  should  have 
been  here  ere  this.  With  your  lordship's  good 
liking,  we'll  attend  upon  you  to  see  the  field  for 
more  certainty. 

Com,  Sen.  It  shall  be  so;  come.  Master  Re^s* 
ter,  let's  walk.  [ExeunU 


♦«  Offalc4m$9  kaggai-dsf  &c.— These  were  the  names  of  several  species  of  hawks.  See  An  account  of 
tkem  in  the  Treatises  on  Falconry,  particularly  those  of  Turbervitte  and  Latham, 

**  l/rcAeiii— i.  c.  hedjrc-hogi.    See  a  Note  on  Shakespeare's  Tempfft,  VoL  I.  p.  98.  edit.  1718.    8. 

Again,  In  Frasnos's  Praise  of  Folie,  1540,  Sign.  QS :  "  —that  the  scale  of  Duns  woalde  a  little  leve 
Sorbooe  Colle^,  and  enter  Into  mv  brest,  be  be  never  so  tboniie,and  fuller  of  prides  than  isany  «rcAco».'* 

*3  Old  moving — This  is  one  of  the  many  phrases  in  these  volumes  which,  being  not  onderstood,  was  aU 
tered  without  any  authority  from  the  ancient  copies.  The  last  edition  reads  odd  motOMg ;  the  text, 
however,  is  right :  for  old^  as  Mr  Steevens  observes,  was  formerly  a  coamioB  arguneatative  In  colloqalal 
language,  and  as  such  is  often  used  by  Shakespeare  and  others.  See  Notes  on  the  Second  Part  of  n^mi 
IV.  A. «.  S.  4.  and  The  Taming  (fthe  Shrew^  A.  3.  S.  S. 

Again,  in  Tarlton's  NeweM  out  of  Purgatory,  l«90,  p.  34 :  «  —on  Snnday  at  Masse  there  was  old  rit^ng 
ofbelbt  and  old  and  yong  came  to  church  to  see  the  new  roode." 

^  In  the  country  of  Vlopia^A  sneer  at  the  Utopian  Treatises  on  Government    S. 
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SCENE  L 


ANAMVESTESy  witk  a  Purte  in  his  Hand, 

Juam.  Forsooth,  Oblivio,  shut  the  door  upoQ 
me !  I  could  come  no  sooner. — Ha !  is  he  not 
here?  O excellent !  would  I  were  banged,  but  I 
looked  for  a  sound  rap  on  the  pate,  and  that  made 
me  beforehand  to  lift  up  this  excuse  for  a  buck- 
ler. I  know  he's  not  at  court,  for  here  is  his 
purse,  without  which  warrant  there's  no  coming 
thither;  wherefore  now,  Anamnestes,  sport  thy- 
self a  little,  while  thou  art  out  of  the  prison  of 
his  company.  What  shall  I  do?  by  my  troth  ana- 
tomise his  purse  in  his  absence.  Plutus  send  there 
be  jewels  in  it,  that  I  may  finely  geld  it  of  the 
stones.  The  best  sure  lies  in  the  bottom :  Pox 
on*t,  here's  nothing  but  a  company  of  worm-eaten 
papers.  What's  thn?  Memorandno),  that  Master 
Prodigo  owes  me  four  thousand  pounds,  and  that 
his  lands  are  in  pawn  for  it.  Memorandum,  that 
I  owe — that  he  owes?  'tis  well  the  old  slave  hath 
some  care  of  his  credit:  To  whom  owes  he,  trow 
I  ?  That  I  owe  Anamnestes — What,  me  ?  I  never 
lent  him  any  thing:  ha,  this  is  good!  there's 
something  coming  to  me  more  than  I  looked  for. 
Come  on ;  what  is't  ?  Memorandum,  that  I  owe 
Anamnestes  a  breeching !  ^' — Ffaith,  sir,  I  will 
ease  you  of  that  payment.  [He  readt  the  BiU,] — 
Memorandum,  that,  when  I  was  a  child,  Robusto 
tripped  up  my  heels  at  football  What  a  re- 
Tengefu]  dxzard  ^  is  this ! 

SCENE  11. 

Mesdacio,  with  CushioM  under  his  armSp  trips 
up  Anam NESTCs's  heels, 

Memdacio^  Anamnestes. 

Anam,  How  now  ? 

Men,  Nothing,  but  lay  yon  upon  the  cushion, 
rir,  or  so. 

Ammu  Nothing,  but  lay  the  cushion  upon  you, 
sir? 

Men,  What,  my  little  Nam  ?  by  this  foot  I  «m 
sonr  I  mistook  thee.  . 

Anam.  What,  my  little  Men  ?.by  this  band  it 
grieves  me  I  took  thee  so  right.  But,  sirrafa|  whi- 
ther with  these  cushions  ? 

Men.  To  lay  them  here,  that  the  judges  may 
ut  softly,  lest  my  Lady  lingua's  cause  go  hard 
with  her. 

Anam.  They  should  have  been  wrought  with 
old ;  these  will  do  nothing :  but  what  Hiakes  my 
tf)y  with  the  judges?  I 

Jum.  Pisby  know'st  not  ?  she  aueth  for  the  title  | 


of  a  Sense,  as  well  as  the  rest  th^t  bear  the  q^me 
of  the  Pentarchy. 

Jnom.  Will  Common  Seqse  and  my  minster 
leave  their  affairs  to  determine  that  controversy  ? 
Men.  Then  thou  hear'st  nothing. 
Anam.  What  should  I  hear  ? 
Men.  All  the  Senses  fell  out  about  a  crown 
fallen  from  heaven,  and  pitch'd  a  field  for  it;  but 
Vicegerent  Common  Seqse  hearing  of  it,  took 
upon  him  to  umpire  the  contention ;  in  which  re- 
gard he  hath  appointed  them,  their  arms  dismis- 
sed, to  appear  before  him,  charging  every  one  to 
bring,  as  it  were  in  a  show,  their  proper  objects, 
that  by  them  he  may  determine  of  their  several 
excellencies. 

Anam.  When  is  all  this  ? 

Men.  As  soon  as  they  can  possibly  provide. 

Anam.  But  can  he  tell  which  deserves  best  by 
their  objects  ? 

Men.  No,  qot  only ;  for  every  Sense  must  de- 
scribe his  instrument,  that  is,  bis  house,  where 
he  performs  his  daily  duty ;  so  that  by  the  object 
and  the  instrument  my  lord  can  with  great  ease 
discern  their  place  and  dignities. 

Anam.  His  lordship's  very  wise. 

Men.  Thou  shalt  hear  all  anon.  Fine  master 
Pha^tastes  and  thy  master  will  be  here  shortly. 
But  bow  is't,  m?  little  rogue?  methinks  thou 
look'st  lean  upon  t 

Anam.  Alas !  how  should  I  do  otherwise,  that 
lie  all  night  with  such  a  raw-honcd  skeleton  as 
Memory,  and  run  all  day  on  his  errands?  the 
churl's  grown  so  old  and  forgetful,  that  every  hour 
he's  calling  Anamnestes,  lieniembrance,  where 
art,  Anamnestes?  then  presently  somethio{;*s  lost ; 
poor  I  must  run  for  it ;  and  these  words,  run 
boy,  come  sirrah,  quick,  quick,  quick,  are  as  fa- 
miliar with  him  as  the  cough,  never  out  of  his 
mouth. 

Men,  Alack,  alack !  poor  rogue,  I  see  my  for- 
tunes are  better.  My  lady  loves  me  exceedmgly ; 
she's  always  kissine  me :  so  that  I  tell  thee.  Nam, 
Mendacio  s  never  from  betwixt  her  lips. 

Anam,  Nor  out  of  Memory's  mouth ;  but  in  a 
worse  sort,  always  exercising  my  slumps;  and 
which  b  more,  when  he  favours  best,  then  I  am 
in  the  worst  taking. 

Men.  How  so  ? 

Anam.  Thus ;  when  we  are  friends,  then  must 
I  come  and  be  dandled  upon  his  palsy-qualdng 
knees,  and  he*ll  tell  me  a  long  story  of  hi»  ac- 
quaintance with  King  Priamus;  and  his  familiari- 
ty with  Nestor;  anid  how  he  played  at  blow- 
point^^  with  Jupiter,  when  be  was  in  his  side- 
.coats;  and  how  be  went  to  look  bird-nests  wil^ 


^'  A  breeching-'Stc  Note  46  to  Edward  II.  Yol.  I.  p«  188. 
^  Disard^i.  e.  a  blockhead,  a  fool.    S. 
^7  BZoip-jpotit<--See  note  9  to  The  Anliguarjf, 
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Athous;  and  wlicrc  he  was  at  Deucalion's  flood ; 
and  twenty  such  old  wives'  tales. 

Men,  I  wonder  he,  being  so  old,  can  talk  so 

much.  .... 

AnawL  Nature,  thou  know'st,  knowing  what  an 
unruly  engine  the  tongue  is,  hath  set  teeth  round 
about  for  watchmen :  now,  sir,  ray  master's  old 
age  hath  cough'd  out  all  his  teeth,  and  that's  the 
cause  it  runs  so  much  at  liberty. 

Men.  Philosophical ! 

Anam.  O,  but  there's  one  thing  stints  me  to 
the  very  heart,  to  see  an  uply,  foul,  idle,  fat, 
dusty,  clog-head,  called  Oblivio,  preferred  before 
me ;  dost  know  him  ? 

Men.  Who  I?  ay ;  but  care  not  for  his  ac- 
quaintance ;  hang  him,  blockhead,  I  could  never 


abide  him.  Thou,  Remembrance,  art  the  only 
friend  that  the  arms  of  my  friendship  shall  em- 
brace. Thou  hast  heard  Oportet  mendacem  ette 
menwrem.    But  what  qf  Oblivio  ? 

Anam,  The  very  naming  of  him  hath  made  me 
forget  myself.  O,  O,  O,  O,  that  rascal  is  so  made 
of  every  where. 

Men.  Who, Oblivio? 

Anam,  Ay,  for  our  courtiers  hug  him  continu- 
ally in  their  ungrateful  bosoms ;  and  your  smooth 
belly,  fat  back'd,  barrel-paunch'd, tun-gutted  drones 
are  never  without  him :  as  for  Memory,  he's  a 
false-hearted  fellow,  he  always  deceives  them ; 
they  respect  not  him,  except  it  be  to  play  a  game 


at  chests,  ♦•  primero,^  sa'unt, '° 
like. 


maw, ''  or  such 


♦9  Frimtro-^A.  favourite  game  fprmerly,  and  apparently  one  of  the  oldest  io  use.  The  manner  in  which 
it  was  pUyed  will  appear  from  the  foUowlng  Epigram  of  Sir  John  Harrington,  the  translator  of  Arl- 

08t0  4'~' 

The  Story  ofMarcta^  life  at  Primero, 
**  Fond  Marcus  ever  at  Primero  playes, 
Loog  winter  nights,  and  as  long  summer  dayes : 
And  I  heard  once,  to  idle  talke  attending,         '    • 
The  story  of  his  timers  and  coine's  mis-spending. 
At  first,  he  thought  himselfe  halfe  way  to  heaven, 
If  io  his  hand  be  had  but  got  a  seven. 
Uis  father's  death  set  him  so  high  on  flote^ 
All  rests  went  up  upon  a  seven  and  coate. 
But  while  he  drawes  from  these  gray  coats  and  gownes» 
The  gamesters  from  his  purse  drew  all  his  crownes. 
And  he  ne'er  cea^t  to  venter  all  in  prime. 
Till  of  his  age,  quite  was  consumed  the  prime. 
Then  he  more  warily  his  rest  regards. 
And  sets  with  certainties  upon  the  curds. 
On  sixe-and-tbirtie,  or  on  seven  and  ninCi 
If  any  set  his  rest,  and  saith,  and  mine : 
But  seed  with  his,  he  either  gaines  or  saves, 
F6r  either  Faustui  prime  is  with  three  knaves, 
Pr  Marcus  never  can  encounter  right, 

Yet  drew  two  Ases,  and  for  further  spight 
Had  colour  for  it  with  a  hopefhll  drau|;bt, 

But  not  encouptred,  it  avalrd  him  naught. 

Well,  sith  encountering,  he  so  faire  doth  misse, 

He  sets  not,  till  he  nine-and-fbrtie  is. 

And  thinking  now  his  rest  would  sure  be  doubled. 

He  lost  it  by  the  hand,  with  which  sore  troubted|| 

He  joynes  now  all  his  stocke  unto  his  stake, 

That  of  bis  fortune  he  full  proofe  may  make. 

At  last  both  eldest  band  and  five-aod-fifty. 

He  thinketh  now  or  never,  thrive  unthrifty. 

^ow  for  the  greatest  rest  be  hath  the  pos^  } 

But  Crassus  stopt  a  club,  and  so  was  flush : 

And  thus  what  with  the  slop,  and  with  the  packe, 

POore  Marcus  and  his  rest  goes  still  to  wracke. 

Now  must  be  seek  new  spoile  to  rest  bis  rest, 

For  here  his  seeds  ttime  weeds,  his  rest,  unrest. 

His  land,  his  plate  he  pawnes,  he  sels  his  leases. 

To  patch,  to  borrow,  aod.shift  ha  never  ceases. 

Till  at  the  last,  two  catch«poles  him  encounter, 

A^d  by  arrest,  they  beare  him  to  the  Counter. 
Now  Marcus  may  set  up  all  rests  securely  ; 
For  now  he's  sure  to  be  encouotred  sorely/' 
See  also  note  84  to  The  Jovial  Crew.' 
^^  Saunt—See  note  to  The  Dumb  Knighiy  p.  154. 

"  Mam — See  note  37  to  Oammer  Gurion^s  Needle,  Vol.  I.  p.  11 1.  in  which  this  game  is  mentioned.  So 
again,  in  Dekker*s  Belman*s  Night-walkct,  Sign.  1 3.  it  is  ngaiu  alluded  to,  **  The  set  at  Maw  being  plaid 
out." 
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Men,  I  cannot  think  such  fellows  have  to  do 
with  Oblivioy  since  they  never  got  any  thing  to 
forget. 

Anam,  Again,  these  prodigal  swaggerers,  that 
are  so  much  bound  to  their  creditors,  if  they  have 
but  one  cross  about  them,  they*ll  spend  it  in  wine 
upon  Oblivio. 

JIdcn.  To  what  purpose,  I  pr*ythee  ? 

Anam,  Only  in  hope  hell  wash  them  in  the 
Lethe  of  their  cares. 

Men.  Why  then  no  man  cares  for  thee. 

Anam.  Yes,  a  company  of  studious  paper- 
worms,  and  lean  scholars,  and  niggarly  scraping 
usurers,  and  a  troop  of  heart-eating  envious  per- 
sons, and  those  canker-stomach'd  spiteful  crea- 
tures that  furnish  up  common- place  books  with 
other  men's  faults.  The  time  hath  been  in  those 
golden  days  when  Saturn  reigned,  that  if  a  man 
received  a  benefit  of  another,  I  was  presently 
sent  for  to  put  him  in  mind  of  it ;  but  now  in 
these  iron  afternoons,  save  your  friend's  life,  and 
Oblivio  will  be  more  familiar  with  him  than  you. 

[Exit, 

SCENE  m. 
Heuresis,  Mendacio,  Anamnestes. 

Heu,  Phantastes  not  at  court!  is't  possible! 
'tis  the  strangest  accident  that  ever  was  beard  of. 
I  had  thought  the  ladies  and  gallants  would  ne- 
ver lie  without  him. 

Anam,  Hist,  hist,  Mendacio;  I  pr'ythce  ob- 
serve Heuresis ;  it  seems  he  cannot  nnd  his  mas- 
ter, that's  able  to  find  out  all  things;  and  art 
thou  now  at  a  fault  ?  canst  not  find  out  thine  own 
master  ? 

Heu,  ril  try  one  more  way.    O  yes ! 

Men,  What,  a  proclamation  for  him  ? 

Anam,  Ay,  ay,  bis  nimble  head  is  always  full 
of  proclamations* 

Heu.  O  yes ! 

Men.  But  doth  he  cry  him  in  the  wood  ? 

^Anam,  O  good  sir,  and  good  reason,  for  every 
beast  hath  Phantasy  at  his  pleasure. 

Heu,  O  yes !  if  any  man  con  tell  any  tidings 
of  a  spruce,  neat,  apish,  nimble,  fine,  foolish,  ab- 
surd, humourous,  conceited,  fantastic  gallant,  with 
hollow  eyes,  sharp  look,  swart  comptexion,  mea- 
sre  face,  wearing  as  many  toys  in  his  apparel  as 
K)oleries  in  his  looks  and  gesture ;  let  him  come 
forth  and  certify  me  thereof,  and  he  ^all  have 
for  bb  reward — 

Anam,  I  can  tell  you  where  he  is ;  what  shall 
he  have? 

Heu.  A  box  o'the  ear,  sirrah.  [Snap, 

Anam,  How  now,  Invention,  are  you  so  quick- 
iinger^d  ?  i'faith,  there's  your  principal,  sirrah, 
[Snap,^  and  here's  the  interest  ready  in  my  hand. 


ESnapi     They  fall  together  by  the  Ears.]  Yea, 
ave  you  found  out  scratching?  now  I  remember 
me — 

Heu.  Do  you  bite  me,  rascal  ? 
Men,  Ha,  ha,  ha,  ha,  ha,  here's  the  lively  pic- 
ture of  this  axiom,  a  quick  invention  and  a  good 
memory  can  never  agree.    Fi^,  fie,  fie,  Heuresis; 
heat  him  when  he's  down  ? 
Anam,  Pi'y  thee  let's  alone ;  proud  jadianape% 

Heu,  What  will  you  do? 

Anam,  Untruss  thy  points,  and  whip  thee,  thou 
paltry — Let  me  go,  Mendacio,  if  thou  lovest  me : 
shall  I  put  up  the — 

Men,  Come,  come,  come,  you  shall  fight  do 
more,  in  good  faith :  Heuresis,  your  master  will 
catch  you  anon. 

Heu,  My  master !  where  is  he? 

Men,  I'll  bring  you  to  him,  come  away; 

Heu,  Anamnestes,  I  scorn  that  thou  shouldst 
think  I  go  away  for  fear  of  any  thing  thou  canst 
do  unto  me;  here's  my  hand,  as  soon  as  thou 
canst  pick  the  least  occasion,  put  up  tby  fingery 
I  am  for  thee. 

Anam,  When  thou  darest,  Heuresis,  when  thou 
darest,  I'll  be  as  ready  as  thyself  at  any  time* 
[Exeunt  Mendacio  and  Heuresis.]  This  Heu 
resis,  this  Invention,  is  the  proudest  jackanapes, 
the  pertest  self-conceited  bcfy  that  ever  breath'd : 
because,  forsooth,  some  odd  poet,  or  some  suck 
fantastic  fellows,  make  inudi  on  him,  tliere's  no 
ho  ^^  with  him ;  the  vile  dandi-prat  will  overlook 
the  proudest  of  his  acquaintance :  but  well  I  re- 
member me,  I  leam'd  a  trick  t'other  day,  to  brine 
a  boy  o'er  tlie  thigh  finely :  If  he  come,  i'faith  I'u 
tickle  him  with  it 

[Mendacio  comei  running  back  in  great  haste. 

Alen,  As  I  am  a  rascal.  Nam,  they  are  all 
coming.  I  see  master  Register  trudging  hithet^ 
as  fast  as  his  three  feet  will  carry  up  his  four 
ages.  [Exit  Mendacio, 

SCENE  IV. 
Memoria,  Anamnestes. 

Mem,  Ah  you  leaden-heeled  rascal ! 

Anam,  Here  'tis,  sir;  I  have  it,  I  have  it. 

Mem,  Is  this  all  the  haste  you  make  ? 

Anam,  An't  like  your  worship,  your  clog-head 
Oblivio  went  before  me,  and  foiled  the  trail  of 
your  footsteps,  that  1  could  hardly  undertake  the 
quest  of  your  purse,  forsooth. 

Mem.  You  might  have  been  here  long  ere  this: 
come  hither,  sirrah,  come  hither ;  what,  must  you 
go  round  about?  goodly,  goodly,  you  are  so  fuU 
of  circumstances. 

Anam,  In  truth,  sir.  I  was  here  before,  and 
misbiug  you,  went  back  into  the  city,  sought  you 
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in  every  ftle-hoose,  xod,  taTern,  diciDg-hoiise,  ten- 
nis-court, stews,  and  such  like  pla^s,  likelj  to 
find  Toor  worship  in. 

Mem.  Ha,  yillain,  am  I  a  man  likely  to  be 
fonnd  in  sach  places,  ha  ? 

Ananu  No,  no,  sir;  bat  I  was  told  by  ray  lady 
Lingua's  page,  that  your  worship  was  seeking  me, 
therefore  I  enquired  for  vou  in  those  places  where 
I  knew  you  would  ask  for  me,  an  it  please  your 
worship. 

Mem*  I  remember  another  quarrel,  sirrah ;  but 
welly  welly  I  have  no  leisure. 

SCENE  V. 

COMHUKIS  SeHSUS,  LlNOVA,  PhaVTASTES,  ME- 
MORY, AVAMMESTES. 

Cmn.  Sen.  Lingua,  the  Senses,  by  our  appoint- 
ment, anon  are  to  present  their  objects  before  us; 
seeing  therefore  they  be  not  in  readiness,  we  li- 
cense you  in  the  mean  while,  either  in  your  own 
p«raoci,  or  by  yaur  advo^r^te,  to  speak  what  you 
can  for  yuurseJf, 

IJn.  My  lord,  if  I  should  bring  before  your 
honour  all  my  friends,  rc^dy  to  importune  you  in 
toy  behalf,  I  should  Imve  50  many  rhetoricians, 
logicians^  kwy^ri,  nnd  uhich  is  more,  so  many 
womtn  10  attend  me,  that  this  grove  would  hard- 
Ij  contain  the  company ;  wherefore,  to  avoid  the 
tedtoasncssj  I  will  lay  the  whole  cause  upon  the 
tip  of  mine  own  tongticr. 

Com.  Sen.  Be  as  brief  as  the  necessity  of  our 
itiort  time  requires. 

Zis,  My  lord,  thgugh  the  imbeciUilas  of  my 
feeble  Eex  mii^ht  draw  me  back  from  this  tribu- 
nal^ with  the  httbtniMr  to  i^it^  iimoris  and  the  Co' 
itnii^ihrii,  no twith attending  being  so  fairly  led 
oil  with  the  gracious  ftr^iitcufit  of  your  juitiuime 
fitttM^nK '  especially  so  atpremente  spur^  con- 
gU  $pr(midi  necetsita  mia  pugerUe^  I  wiU,  without 
^  help  of  orators,  commit  the  totam  talutem  of 
my  action  to  the  volutabilitati  ta;*  yvfeuiuUi9 
TJvyvfi  which  avec  vottre  bonne  platMeur^  I  will  fi- 
nish with  more  than  LaamicA  brevUate. 

Com.  Sen.  What's  this  ?  here's  a  gallemaufry  of 
speech  indeed. 

Mem.  I  remember,  about  the  year  1603,  many 
osed  this  skew  kind  of  language;  whidi,  in  my 


opinion,  is  not  much  anUke  the  man,  Platonj,  '^ 
the  son  of  Lagus,  King  of  Egypt,  brought  for  a 
spectacle,  half  white,  Imlf  black. 

Com,  Sen.  I  am  persuaded  these  same  language- 
makers  have  the  very  quality  of  cold  in  their  wit, 
that  freezeth  all  heterogeneal  languages  together, 
congealing  English  tin,  Grecian  gold,  Roman  lat^ 
ten '♦  all  m  a  lump. 

Phan,  Or  rather,  in  my  imagination,  like  yoor 
fantastical  gull's  apparel,  wearmg  a  Spanish  felt, 
a  French  dublet,  a  Granado  stocking,  a  Dutch 
slop,  an  Italian  cloak,  with  a  Welch  freeze  jerkin. 

Com,  Sen.  Well,  leave  your  toying,  we  cannot 
pluck  the  least  feather  from  the  soft  wing  of 
time.  Therefore,  Lingua,  go  on,  but  in  a  less 
formal  manner ;  you  know  an  ingenious  oration 
must  neither  swell  above  the  banks  with  insolent 
words,  nor  creep  too  shallow  in  the  ford  with 
vulgar  terms;  but  run  equally,  smooth,  and  chear- 
ful,  through  the  clean  current  of  a  pure  style. 

Lin.  My  lord,  this  one  thing  is  sufficient  to 
confirm  my  worth  to  be  equal  or  better  than  th« 
Senses,  whose  best  operations  are  nothing  till  I 
polish  them  with  perfection ;  for  their  knowledge 
is  only  of  things  present,  quickly  sublimed  with 
the  deft "  file  of  time ;  whereas  the  tongue  is 
able  to  recount  things  past,  and  often  pronounce 
things  to  come,  by  this  means  re-edifying  such 
excellencies,  as  time  and  age  do  easily  depopu- 
late. 

Com.  Sen.  But  what  profitable  service  do  yon 
undertake  for  our  dread  Queen  Psyche  ? 

Lin.  O  how  I  am  ravished  to  think  how  infi- 
nitely she  hath  graced  me  with  her  most  accepta^ 
ble  service !  But  above  all,  which  you,  master 
Register,  well  remember,  when  her  highness,  ta- 
king my  mouth  for  her  instrument,  with  the  bow 
of  my  tongue  struck  so  heavenly  a  touch  upon  my 
teetli,  that  she  charmed  the  veiy  tigers  asleep, 
the  listening  bears  and  lions  to  couch  at  her  feet, 
while  the  hills  leaped,  and  the  woods  danced  to 
the  sweet  harmonv  of  her  most  angelical  accents. 

ilfem.  I  remember  it  very  well.  Orpheus  play- 
ed upon  the  harp,  while  she  sung,  about  som« 
four  years  after  the  contention  betwixt  Apollo 
and  Pan,  and  a  little  before  the  excoriation  of 
Marsyas. 

Anam,  By  the  same  token  the  river  Alpbeusp 
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at  that  ame  parsoine  his  heloved  Are^asa,  db- 
cbaDnel'd  himself  of  his  former  course,  to  be  par- 
taker of  their  admirable  concert,  and  the  music 
being  ended,  thrust  himself  headlong  into  earth, 
the  next  way  to  follow  his  amoroi}S  chace :  if  you 
go  to  Arcadia,  you  shall  see  his  coming  up  again. 

Com.  Sen,  Forward,  lingua,  with  your  reason. 

Un,  How  oft  ha(h  her  excellency  enoployed 
me  as  ambassador  in  her  most  urgent  afinirs  to 
foreign  kings  and  emperors?  I  may  say  to  the 
Gods  themselves.  How  many  bloodless  battles 
have  my  persuasions  attidned,  when  the  Senses 
forces  have  been  vanquished  ?  how  many  rebels 
have  I  reclaimed,  when  her  sacred  authority  was 
little  regarded?  Her  laws,  without  exprobatinn 
be  it  spoken,  had  been  altogether  unpublished, 
her  will  unperformed,  her  illustrious  deeds  unre- 
nowned,  had  not  the  silver  sound  of  my  trumpet 
filled  the  whole  circuit  of  the  universe  with  her 
deserved  fame.  Her  cities  would  dissolve,  traffic 
would  decay,  friendships  be  broken,  were  not  mv 
speech  the  knot,  Mercury  and  Mastique,  to  bind, 
defend,  and  glew  them  together.  What  should  I 
say  more  ?  I  can  never  speak  enough  of  the  un- 
speakable praise  of  speech,  wherein  I  can  find  no 
other  imperfection  at  all,  but  that  the  most  ex- 
quisite power  and  excellency  of  speech  cannot 
sufficiently  express  the  exquisite  power  and  ex- 
cellency of  speaking. 

Com.  Sen,  lingua,  your  service  and  dignity  we 
confess  to  be  great;  nevertheless  these  reasons 
prove  you  not  to  have  the  nature  of  a  Sense. 

Lin,  By  your  ladyship's  favour,  I  can  soon 
prove  that  a  sense  is  a  faculty,  by  which  our  queen 
sitting  in  her  privy  chamber  hath  intelligence  of 
exterior  occurrences.  I1iat  I  am  of  this  nature, 
I  prove  thus.    The  object  which  I  challenge  i$~^ 

Enter  Appetitits  in  hatte* 

Appe,  Stay,  stay,  my  lord;  defer,  I  beseech 
joUf  defer  the  judgment 

Cam.  Sen,  Who's  this  that  boldly  interrupts  us? 

Appe,  My  name  is  Appetitus,  common  servant 
to  the  pentarchy  of  the  Senses,  who,  understand- 
ing that  your  honour  was  handling  this  action  of 
lingua's,  sent  me  hither  thus  hastily,  most  hum- 
bly requesting  the  bench  to  consider  these  arti- 
cles they  allege  against  her,  before  you  proceed 
to  jndgmenL 

Com,  Sen,  Hum,  here's  ^ood  stuff;  master  Re- 
gister, read  them.  Appetitus,  you  may  depart, 
and  bid  your  mistress  make  convenient  speed. 

Appe.  At  your  lordship's  pleasure. 

[Exit  Appetitus. 


Mem,  I  remember  diat  I  forgot  my  specta« 
cles;  I  left  them  in  the  S49th  page  of  Hall's 
Chronicles^  where  he  tells  a  great  wonder  of  a 
multitude  of  mice,  which  had  almost  destroyed 
the  country;  but  that  there  resorted  a  great 
mighty  flight  of  owls,  that  destroyed  them.  Anam- 
nestes,  r€»iid  these  articles  distinctly. 

Anam,  Art.  1.  Imprimis,  We  accuse  linnia 
of  high  treason  and  sacrilege  against  the  most  ho- 
nourable commonwealth  of  letters;  for,  under 
pretence  of  profiting  the  people  with  transla- 
tions, she  hath  most  vilely  prostituted  the  hard 
mysteries  of  unknown  languages  to  the  pruphane 
ears  of  the  vulgar. 

Phan.  This  is  as  much  as  to  make  a  new  bell 
in  the  upper  world ;  for  in  hell  they  say  Alexan* 
der  is  no  better  than  a  oobler,  and  now  by  these 
translations  every  cobler  is  as  familiar  with  Alex.- 
ander  as  be  that  wrote  his  life. 

Anam.  Art.  S.  Item,  that  she  hath  wrongful]/ 
imprisoned  a  ladv  called  Veritas. 

Art.  3.  Item,  that  she's  a  witch,  and  exerdseth 
her  tongue  in  exorcisms. 

Art.  4.  Item,  that  she's  a  cemmon  whore,  and 
lets  every  one  lie  with  her. 

Art.  5.  Item,  that  she  rails  on  men  in  aothori- 
ty,  depraving  their  honours  with  bitter  iests  and 
taunts;  and  that  she's  a  backbiter,  setting  strife 
betwixt  bosom  friends. 

Art.  6.  Item,  that  she  lends  wives  weapons  to 
fight  against  their  husbands. 

Art.  7.  Item,  that  she  maintains  a  train  of  pra- 
ting petty-foyers,  prouling  sumners,^^  smooth- 
tongued bawds,  artless  empirics,  hungry  para- 
siteai,  news-carriers,  janglers,^^  and  such  like  idle 
companions,  that  delude  the  comiQonaltj. 

Art  8.  Item,  that  she  made  rhetoric  wanton, 
logic  to  babble,  astronomy  to  lie. 

Art  9.  Item,  that  she's  an  incontinent  tell-tale. 

Art  10.  Item,  which  is  the  last  and  worst,  that 
she's  a  woman  in  every  respect,  and  for  these 
causes  not  to  be  admitted  to  the  dignity  of  a 
Sense.  That  these  articles  be  true,  we  pawn  our 
honours,  and  subscribe  our  names. 

1.  Visus.      4.  Olfactus. 

3.  GuSTUS. 

2.  AuniTus.      5.  Tactus. 
Com.  Sen.  lingua,  these  be  shrewd  allegations, 

and,  as  I  think,  unanswerable.  I  will  defer  the 
judgment  of  your  cause  till  I  have  finished  the 
contention  of  the  Senses. 

Idn,   Your  lordship  must  be  obeyed.    But 
as  for   them,   most  ungrateful   and  perfidious 
I  wretches— 
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Com.  Sen.  Good  words  become  you  better ; 
jou  may  depart  if  yoa  will,  till  we  send  for  you. 
Anamnestes  run,  remember  Visos,  \is  time  he 
were  ready. 

Anam.  I  go.  [Exit  Anamnestes,  €t  redit,]— 
He  stays  here  eipecting  your  lordship's  pleasure. 

SCENE  VI. 

A  Page  carrying  a  Scutcheon  Argent,  charged 
with  an  Eagle  displayed  proper ;  then  Vises, 
wdth  a  Fan  of  Peacock  $  Feat  hen;  nert  Lu- 
men, with  a  Crown  of  Bayt,  and  a  Shield  with 
a  Bright  Sun  in  it^  apparelled  in  lUiue ;  then 
a  Page  hearing  a  Shield  before  C<ELt7M,  clad 
in  Azure  Taffdta,  dimpled  with  Stars,  a  Crown 
of  Stan  on  hii  Head,  and  a  Scarf  resembling 
the  Zodiac  overthwart  the  Shoutders ;  next  a 
Paju  clad  in  Green^  with  a  Terrestrial  Globe 
heftre  Terra  tii  a  Green  Velvet  Gown,  stuck 
with  Branches  and  Flowers,  a  Crown  of  Tur- 
rets  upon  her  Head,  in  her  Hand  a  Key  ;  -then 
a  Herald,  leading  in  his  Hand,  Colour,  clad  in 
changeable  Silk,  with  a  Rainbow  out  of  a  Cloud 
on  her  Head;  last,  a  Boy.  Visus  marshalleth 
his  Show  about  the  Stage,  and  presents  it  before 
the  Bench. 

Visxjs,  Lumen,  Ccelum,  Phantastes,  Com- 
munis Sensus,  Memory. 

Vis.  Lo  here  the  objects  that  delight  the  si^ht ! 
The  goodliest  objects  that  man's  heart  can  wish  ! 
For  all  things,  that  the  orb  first  moveable 
Wraps  in  the  circuit  of  his  lar^e-stretchM  arms. 
Are  subject  to  the  power  Qf  Visus*  eyes. 
That  you  may  know  what  prdfit  light  doth  bring, 
Note  Lumen  s  words,  ttiat  speaks  next  following. 

Lum.  Light,  the  fair  grandchild  to  the  glorious 
sun. 
Opening  the  casements  of  the  rosy  mom. 
Makes  the  abashed  heavens  soon  to  shun 
The  ugly  darkness  it  embraced  before ; 
And,  at  his  first  appearance,  puts  to  flight 
The  utmost  relics  of  the  hell-bom  night. 
This  heavenly  shield,  soon  as  it  is  displayed, 
Dismays  the  vices  that  abhor  the  light ; 
To  wanderers  by  sea  and  land  gives  aid  ; 
Conquers  dismay,  recomforteth  affright ; 
Rouseth  dull  idleness,  and  starts  sofl  sleep, 
And  all  the  world  to  d^ly  labour  keeps. 
This  a  true  looking-glass  impartial. 
Where  beauty's  selfoerself  doth  beautify 
With  native  hue,  not  artificial. 
Discovering  falsehood,  opening;  verity : 
The  day's  bright  eye  colours  distinction. 


Just  judge  of  measure  and  proportion. 
The  only  means  by  which  each  mortal  eye 
Sends  messengers  to  the  wide  firmament^ 
That  to  the  longing  soul  brings  presently 
High  contemplation  and  deep  wonderment ; 
By  which  aspirement  she  her  wings  displays, 
And  herself  thither  whence  she  came  upraise. 

Phan.  What  blue  thing's  that,  that's  dappled 
so  with  stars  ? 

Vis.  He  represents  the  heaven. 

P^an.  In  my  conceit  it  were  pretty,  if  he  thun* 
dered  when  he  speaks. 

Vis.  Then  none  could  understand  him. 

CcU.  Tropic,  colures,  the  eauinocdaly 
The  zodiac,  poles^  and  line  eclipticaly 
The  nadir,  zenith,  and  anomalies, 
The  azimuth  and  ephimerides, 
Stars,  orbs,  and  planets,  with  tbeir  motions^ 
The  oriental  regradations, 
Excentrics,  epicyctes,  and — and— and — 

Phan.  How  now,  Visus^  is  your  heaven  at  ■ 
stay  ? 
Or  is  it  his  motus  trepidationis  that  makes  him 

stanamer  ? 
I  pray  you.  Memory,  set  him  a-gate  '*  again. 

Mem.  1  remember  when  Jupiter  made  Amphi- 
trio  cuckold,  and  lay  with  his  wife  Alcmena, 
Coelum  was  in  this  taking  for  three  days  space, 
and  stood  still  just  like  him  at  a  nonplus. 

Com.  Sen.  Leave  jesting,'  you'll  put  the  fresh 
actor  out  of  countenance. 

CaL  Excentrics,  epicyctes,  and  aspects, 
In  sextile,  trine,  and  quadrate,  which  efiects 
Wonders  on  earth :  also  the  oblique  part 
Of  signs,  that  make  the  day  both  long  and  shorty 
The  constellations,  rising  cosmical, 
Setting  of  stars,  chronic,  and  heliacal. 
In  the  horizon  or  meridional. 
And  all  the  skill  in  deep  astronomy, 
Is  to  the  soul  derived  by  the  eye. 

Phan.  Visus,  you  have  made  Ccelum  a  heaven-, 
ly  speech,  past  earthly  capacity ;  it  had  been  as 
good  for  him  he  had  thunderea.  fiut  I  pray  you, 
who  taught  him  to  speak,  and  use  no  action  ? 
methinks  it  had  been  excellent  to  have  tamed 
round  about  in  his  speech. 

Vis.  He  hath  so  many  motions,  he  knows  not 
which  to  begin  withal. 

Phan,  Nay,  rather  it  seems  he's  of  Copemicus's 
opinion,  and  that  makes  him  stand  still. 

[Terra  comes  to  the  midst  of  the  Stage, 
stands  still  a  while,  saith  nothing,  and 
steps  back. 

Com.  Sen.  Let's  hear  what  Terra  can  say— just 
nothing. 

Vis.  And  't  like  your  lordship,  'twere  an  inde^ 
corum  Terra  should  speak. 


"  J^gaU-^i.  e. ««  foini:.    Oate,  id  the  Northern  Dialect,  ligilifies  a  way  i  so  that  «-ra/f  U  at  or  ap«» 
Ike  way,"— Ray's  Collection  of  Local  Words,  p.  13.  edit.  1740. 
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Mem.  Yoa  an  d^otifed;  for  I  raaKambar 
when  Phaeton  niled  the  Sun, — ^I  ihaU  never  for- 
get him,  be  was  a  very  pretty  yonfh|— rhe  Earth 
opened  her  mouth  wide,  and  fpoke  a  vety  good 
upeedtt  to  Jupiter. 

Anam.  By  the  same  tokeo  Niluf  hid  his  head 
fhexij  he  could  never  find  it  since* 

Pkan.  You  know,  Memory,  that  was  an  ex* 
treme  hot  ^y,  and  'tis  likely  Terra  sweat  muc^ 
and  so  took  cold  presently  af to-^  tl^t  ev«r  siaoe 
she  hath  lost  her  voice. 

Herald.  A  Canton  Ermins  added  to  tbe  fteld. 
Is  a  sure  sign  tbe  man  that  bore  theae  anas 
Was  to  his  prince  as  a  defensive  shield, 


Saving  him  from  the  force  of  nreseoc  a 

PAoa.  I  kno^  this  fellow  of  old,  tis  a  herald: 
Miny  a  centaur,  chimera,''  barnacle,^  crocodile, 
hippotame,  and  such  like  toys,  hath  he  stolen  a«t 
of  tbe  shop  of  my  invention,  to  shape  new  coats 
for  his  upstart  gentlemen.-*£ither  Africa  must 
breed  more  monsters,  or  you  make  fewer  gentle 
men,  Mr  Herald,  for  you  have  spent  all  my  de- 
vices already :  but  since  you  aic  hera,  let  me  adc 
you  a  question  in  your  own  profession;  how 
comes  it  to  pass  that  the  victorioiu  arms  of  Eng- 
land, quartered  with  the  conquered  coat  of  France, 
are  not  placed  on  the^  dexter  side,  but  give  the 
flower-de-luce  the  better  hand  f 

Herald,  Because  that  the  three  lions  are  one 
coat,  made  of  two  French  dukedoms,  Normandy 
and  Aquitain ;  but  I  pray  you,  Visus,  what  jay  is 
diat,  that  follows  him  ? 

Vk.  Tb  Color,  an  object  of  mine,  subject  to 
his  CffMnroandraenti 

Pkam.  Why  speaks  he  not? 

1^  He  is  so  badiful,  he  dares  not  speak  for 
blushing: 
What  thingis  that?  tell  me  without  deUy. 

A  Bo^.  That's  notlung  of  itself,  vet  every  way 
As  like  a  man  as  a  thing  like  may  be ; 
And  yet  so  unlike  as  clean  contrary. 
For  in  one  point  it  every  way  doth  miss. 
The  right  side  of  it  a  man's  (eft  side  is; 
Tb  lighter  than  a  feather,  and  withal 
It  fills  no  place,  nor  room,  it  is  so  smalL 

Cam.  Sen.  How  now.  Visas,  have  yon  brought 
a  boy  with  a  riddle  to  pose  us  all  ? 

Pkan.  Pose  us  all,  and  I  here?  that  were  a 
jest  indeed!  My  lord,  if  he  have  a  Sphinx,  I  have 
an  CEdipus^  assure  yoorselC  Let's  hear  it  once 
ag^ 


Bay.  MThat  thing  is  diat,  lir,  Sec 

Paaa.  This  snch  a  knotty  eniema  ?  Why,  my 
lord,  I  think  'ds  a  woman :  for,  first,  a  wonwn  is 
nothing  of  herself;  and,  again,  she  is  likest  a  man 
of  any  thing. 

Cam.  Sen.  But  wherein  is  she  unlike  ? 

Pkan^  In  every  thing ;  in  peevishness,  m  folly. 

Jiink  In  pnde^  deceit,  prating,  lying,  QQKing» 
coyness,  spite,  hsite,  sir. 

Phan.  And  in  many  more  such  vices :  Now  he 
may  well  sajr,  tbe  left  side  a  man's  right  side  is ; 
for  a  cross  wife  is  always  contrary  to  her  husband, 
ever  contradictiug  what  he  wisbeth  for,  like  to  the 
verse  in  Martini,  Velle  tuum. 

Mem.  Velk  iuwn  nolOf  Dindyme,  nolle  vola. 

Pkan.  Lighter  than  a  feather;  doth  any  man 
make  question  of  that  ? 

Mem.  They  need  not ;  for  I  remember  I  sufr  a 
cardinal  weigh  them  once,  and  the  woman  was 
found  three  graios  lighter. 

Cam.  &»«  Tis  strange,  for  I  have  seen  gentle- 
women wear  feathers  oftentimes;  can  they  carry 
heavier  things  than  themselves  ? 

Mem.  O,  sir,  I  remember,  'tb  their  only  de- 
light to  do  so. 

Cam.  Sen.  But  how  apply  you  the  last  vers^  It 
fills  no  place,  sir? 

Phan.  By  my  faith,  that  spoils  all  the  former, 
for  these  farthingab  take  up  ail  the  room  now*a- 
days.  Tb  not  a  woman,  questionless.»Shall  I 
be  put  down  with  a  riddle  ?^Sirrah,  HeuKsis, 
search  the  comers  of  your  conceit,  and  find  it  me 
quickly. 

Heu.  Hmjp  fufpus,  ti^ttn*  I  have  it;  'tb  a 
man's  face  m  a  looking-glass. 

PAaa.  My  lord,  'tb  so  indeed.  Sirrah,  let's  see 
it.    For  do  you  see  my  right  eye  here? 

Com.  Sen.  What  of  your  eye  ? 

Phan.  O  Lord,  sir,  this  kind  of  frown  b  etcel- 
lent,  especially  when  'tb  sweetened  with  such  a 
pitesing  smile. 

Cam. Sen.  Phantastes! 

Phan.  O,  sir,  my  left  eye  is  my  right  in  the 
glass,  do  you  see  ?  By  these  lips  my  g^ers  hang 
so  n^y  1  my  eloves  and  shoes  become  my  hands 
and  feet  so  wdl ! — ^Heuresis,  tie  my  shoe-strings 
with  a  new  knot; — thb  point  was  scarce  well 
trusfed ;— so,  'tb  excellent.  Looking-glasses  were 
a  passing  invention;  I  protest,  tbe  fittest  books 
for  ladies  to  study  on. 


^  Chimera  -A  monster  feigned  to  have  tbe  head  of  a  lion,  the  belly  of  a  goat,  and  the  tall  of  a  dmgoa. 

^  Bamaele^**  If  at  any  time,  in  Rolls  and  Alphabets  of  Anns,  you  meet  with  this  term,  you  muit  not 
npprebcad  it  to  be  that  row!,  which,  ia  berbarous  Latine,  they  call  Btmlde,  and  more  properly  (from 
the  Greek)  ChauOofx ;  a  creature  well  known  In  Scotland,  yet  rarely  used  la  arms  i  bat  an  Imtnimeat 
med  by  farrievi  to  carb  and  coaaumd  an  unruly  horse,  and  temed  Pastomldes."— QiMOiis's  ialrodMClta 
ad  LaUnam  BUmmiam,  16B2,  p.  1, 
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Mem.  Take  heed  yoa  fall  not  in  loire  with 
yourself.  Pbantastes,  as  I  remember, — Anam- 
nestes,  who  wa8*t  that  died  of  the  looking  dis- 
ease? 

Anam,  Forsooth,  Narcissus,  by  the  same  token 
he  was  turned  to  a  dafibdil ;  and  as  he  died  for 
love  of  himself,  so,  if  you  remember,  there  was 
an  old  ill-favoured,  precious-nosed,  babber-lip- 
ped,  beetle-browed,  bleer-eyed,  slouch-eared  slave, 
that,  looking  himself  by  chance  in  a  glass,  died 
forpure  hate. 

Fhan,  By  the  lip  of  my — I  could  live  and  die 
with  this  face ! 

Com.  Sen,  Fie,  fie,  Phantastes,  so  effeminate  ! 
for  shame,  leave  off' ! — Visus,  your  objects,  I  must 
needs  say,  are  admirable,  if  the  house  and  instru- 
ment be  answerable ;  let*s  hear  therefore,  in  brief, 
your  description. 

Vii.  Under  the  forehead  of  mount  Cephalon, 
That  over-peers  the  coast  of  Microcosm, 
All  iu  the  shadow  of  two  pleasant  groves. 
Stand  my  two  mansion-bouses ;  both  as  round 
As  the  clear  heavens ;  both  twins,  as  like  each 

other 
As  star  to  star ;  which,  by  the  vulgar  sort, 
For  their  resplendent  composition. 
Are  named  the  bright  eyes  of  mount  Cephalon ; 
With  four  fair  rooms  those  lodgings  are  contrived. 
Four  goodly  rooms,  in  form  most  spherical. 
Closing  each  other  like  the  heavenly  orbs; 
The  first  whereof,  of  nature's  substance  wrought, 
As  a  strange  muat  the  other  to  defend, 
Is  trained  moveable  by  art  divine. 
Stirring  the  whole  com'pacture  of  the  rest : 
The  second  chamber  is  roost  curiously 
Composed  of  burnished  and  transparent  horn, 

Fhan.  That's  matter  of  nothing.  1  have  known 
many  have  such  bed-chambers. 

Mem,  It  may  be  so ;  for  I  remember  being 
ouce  in  the  town's  library,  I  read  such  a  thing  in 
their  great  book  of  monuments,  called,  Cornuco- 
pia, or  rather  their  Copiacornu. 

Vis.  The  third's  a  lesser  room  of  purest  glass; 
The  fourth's  smallest,  but  passeth  all  the  former 
In  worth  of  matter ;  built  most  sumptuously, 
"With  walls  transparent  of  pure  crystalline. 
This  the  soul's  mirror,  and  the  body's  guide. 
Love's  cabinet,  bright  beacons  of  the  realm. 
Casements  of  light,  quiver  of  Cupid's  shafts, 
Wherein  I  sit,  and  immediately  receive 
The  species  of  things  corporeal ; 
Keeping  continual  watch  and  centinel, 
Z/i&i  foreign  hurt  invade  our  Microcosm^ 


And  warning  give,  if  pleasant  things  approach. 
To  entertain  them.    From  this  costly  room 
Leadeth,  my  lord,  an  entry  to  your  house. 
Through  which  I  hourly  to  yourself  convey 
Matters  of  wisdom  by  experience  bred  : 
Art's  first  invention,  pleasant  vision. 
Deep  contemplation,  that  attires  the  soul 
In  gor^ous  robes  of  flowing  literature : 
Then  if  that  Visus  have  deserved  best. 
Let  his  victorious  brow  with  crown  be  blest. 

Coifi.  Sen,  Anamnestes,  see  who's  to  come  next. 

Anam.  Presently,  my  lord. 

Phan.  Visos,  I  wonder  that  amongst  all  your 
objects,  you  presented  us  not  with  Plato's  idea, 
or  the  sight  of  Nineveh,  *'  Babylon,  London,  or 
some  Sturbridge-fair  monsters ;  tliey  would  have 
done  passing  well ;  those  motions,  in  my  ima^- 
nation,  are  very  delightful. 

Vis,  I  was  loth  to  trouble  your  honours  with 
such  toys,  neither  could  I  provide  them  in  so 
short  a  time. 

Qmt,  Sen,  We  will  consider  your  worth ;  mean- 
while we  dismiss  you. 

[Visus  leads  his  Show  about  the  Stage,  and 
so  goeth  out  with  it, 

SCENE  VIL 

AUDITUS,  &C. 

Aud,  Hark,  hark,  bark,  hark !  peace,  peace,  O 
peace !  O  sweet,  admirable,  swan- like,  heavenly ! 
Hark !  O  most  mellifluous  strain !  O  what  a  plea- 
sant close  was  there  !  O  fall,^  most  delicate  ! 

Com,  Sen,  How  now,  Phantastes,  is  Auditus 
mad? 

Phan,  Let  him  alone,  his  musical  head  is  al- 
ways full  of  odd  crotchets. 

Aud,  Did  you  mark  the  dain^  driving  of  the 
last  point,  an  excellent  maintainmg  of  the  song? 
By  the  choice  timpan  of  mine  ear,  I  never  heard 
a.  better !  hist,'st,  'st,  hark !  why  there's  a  cadence 
able  to  ravish  the  dullest  stoic ! 

Com,  Sen,  I  know  not  what  to  think  on  him. 

Aud,  There,  how  sweetly  the  plain  song  was 
dissolved  into  descant,  and  how  easily  they  came 
off  with  the  last  rest !  Hark,  hark !  the  bitter 
sweetest  achromatic ! 

Com,  S^.  Auditus! 

AtuL  Thanks,  sood  Apollo,  for  this  timely 
grace ;  never  could'st  thou  in  fitter  hour  indulge 
it !  O  more  than  most  musical  harmony !  O  most 
admirable  concert !  Have  you  no  ears  ?  do  you 
not  hear  this  music  ? 


^'  The  tight  ofNinewh — 4  celebrated  puppet-show,  often  mentioned  by  writers  of  the  times  by  the 
name  of  the  Motion  of  Nineveh.  See  Ben  Jonson*8  Bartholomew  Fairy  A.  5.  8. 1.  Wit  at  Sevtral  Weapons f 
A  1.  Every  Woman  in  Humour,  1609,  Sigp.  H,  and  The  Cutter  qf  Coleman  Utreetf  A.  5.  S«  9« 

•*  Ofall,  most  delicate  /—bo,  in  Twelfth  Night,  A.  1.  S.  I : 

**  Jhat  strain  again ;  it  bad  a  dying /af^"    S« 
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Pkan.  It  miiy  b^  gbod,  bo^  in  my  opioiooy 
dker  rest  too  long  in  th«  beginning. 

Aud,  Are  jou  then  deaf?  do  you  not  yet  perceive 
the  wondrouf  sound  the  heavenly  orbs  do  make 
witb  their  continoal  motion?  Hark,  hark  !  O  ho- 
ney sweet ! 

Com,  Sen,  What  tune  do  they  play  ? 

And.  Why  such  a  tune  as  never  was,  nor  ever 
shall  be  heard.  Mark  now!  now,  mark,  now, 
bow! 

Fhan.  List,  list,  list  I 

AutL  Hark  !  O,  sweet,  sweet,  sweet ! 

Pkan.  List !  How  my  heart  envies  my  happy 
ears !  Uisht;  by  the  gold-strung  harp  of  Apollo, 
I  hear  the  celestial  music  of  the  spheres  as  plain- 
ly as  ever  Pythagoras  did.  O  most  excellent  dia- 
pason !  Good,  good ;  it  plays  Fortune  my  foe^  ^* 
as  distinctly  as  may  be. 

Com,  Sen.  As  the  fool  thinketh,  so  the  bell 
<^nketh.    I  protest,  I  hear  no  more  than  a  |K>st. 

Fkan,  What,  the  Lavolta !  «♦  Hev !  nay,  if  the 
heavens  fiddle.  Fancy  must  needs  dance.'^ 

Com,  Sen,  Pr'ythee  sit  still,  thou  must  dance 
nothing  but  the  parking  measures.  ^' — Memory, 
do  you  hear  this  harmony  of  the  spheres? 


Mem*  Not  now,  my  lord;  but  I  remember, 
about  some  four  thousand  years  ago,  when  the 
sky  was  first  made,  wc  heard  very  perfectly. 

Anatn,  By  the  same  token,  the  first  tune  the 
planets  played^  i  remember,  Venus,  tlie  treble, 
ran  sweet  division  upon  Saturn,  the  liass.  The 
first  tune  they  playea  was  Sellenger's  round ;  ^ 
in  memory'wbereof,  ever  since  it  hath  been  call- 
ed, the  beginning  of  the  world. 

Com,  Sen,  How  comes  it  wc  cannot  hear  it 
now? 

Mem,  Our  ears  are  so  well  acquainted  with 
the  sound,  that  we  never  mark  it  As  I  remem- 
ber, the  Egyptian  Catadupes  ^^  never  heard  the 
roaring  of  the  fall  of  Nilus,  because  the  noise 
was  so  familiar  unto  them. 

Com,  Sen,  Have  ^ou  no  other  objects  to  judge 
by  than  these,  Auditus  ? 

Aud,  This  is  the  rarest,  and  most  exquisite, 
Most  spherical,  divine,  angelical ; 
But  since  your  duller  ears  cannot  perceive  it, 
May  it  please  your  lordship  to  withdraw  yourself 
Unto  this  neighbouring  grove,  there  shall  you  see 
How  the  sweet  treble  of  the  chirping  birds. 
And  the  soft  stirring  of  the  moved  leaves^ 


^'  II  pUyty  Fortune  my  foe— <*  Forhme  my  foe  vras  the  begloning  of  an  old  Ballad,  in  which  were  emi« 
Bierated  all  the  misfortunes  that  fall  open  mankind  through  the  caprice  of  fortone.''  8ee  Note  on  The 
Custom  of  the  Country^  A.  1.  8.  I.  by  Mr  Tiieobald,  who  observes,  that  this  Ballad  is  mentioned  again  in 
Tke  Knight  of  the  Burning  PeetU;  and  likewise  in  a  comedy,  by  John  Tatham,  printed  1660,  called  The 
Rnmpy  or  Mirromr  of  the  Timet,  wherein  a  Frenchman  is  iotrodaced  at  the  bonfires  made  for  the  bumiog 
of  the  Romps,  and  catching  bold  of  Priscilla,  will  oblige  her  to  dance,  and  orders  the  music  to  play  For* 
twte  wffoe.    Again,  in  2bm  Eaence^  1617,  p.  S7. 

^  ne  Leoolt&^A  dance*  Sir  John  Davies,  in  bb  poem  called  Orchestra^  Stanza  70,  thus  describes 
it: 

«  Tet  is  there  one,  the  roost  deligbtfol  kind, 

A  lofty  jumping,  or  a  leaping  round, 
M^bere,  arm  in  arm,  two  dancers  are  entwined^ 
And  whirl  themselves,  witb  strict  embracements  bound* 
And  still  their  feet  an  anapeet  do  sonnd  $ 
An  anapett  is  all  their  rousic*s  song. 
Whose  first  two  feet  are  short,  and  third  is  long. 

"  As  the  victorious  twins  of  Leda  and  Jove, 

That  taught  the  Spartans  dancing  on  the  saods. 
Of  swift  l:;urofas  dance  in  heaven  above. 

Knit  and  united  with  eternal  bands. 

Among  the  stars  their  double  image  stands, 
Where  both  are  carried  witb  an  equal  pace. 
Together  jumping  in  tbeir  toroing  race." 

^'  Tatting  meosur^t— or,  as  it  is  oftener  called,  pasta  mexzo^ ''  from  patur  to  walk,  and  mttno  the  mid> 
die  or  half;  a  slow  dance,  little  differing  flrom  the  action  of  walking.  As  a  Galliard  consists  of  five  paces 
or  ban  in  the  first  strain,  and  is  therefore  called  a  Cinque  pace;  the  passu  mezsOf  which  is  a  diminutive 
of  the  Galliard,  isjnst  half  that  number,  and  from  that  peculiarity  takes  its  name."— Sir  John  Hawkins's 
History  ofOusiCy  Vol.  IV.  p.  386. 

^  SetUnger^s  round— i,  e.  St  l.eger's  round.  '<  Sellinger*s  round  was  an  old  country-dance,  and  was  not 
quite  oat  of  knowledge  at  the  beginning  of  the  present  century,  there  being  persons  now  living  wbo  re- 
member it.  Morley  mentions  it  in  bis  Introduction,  p.  118.,  and  Taylor  the  Water  Poet,  in  bis  tract,  en- 
titled, *'  Tbe  World  runs  on  Wlieels  ;*'  and  it  is  printed  in  a  Collection  of  Country  Dances,  published  by 
John  Playford  in  1679."— Sir  John  Hawkinses  History  of  Mutic,  Vol.  III.  p.  888.  where  the  notes  are 
fog  raved. 

*7  Cataduptt^Ste  Plinii  Nat,  Hist  lib.  v.  cap.  9. 
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[BitBWBB. 


Bqnoifig  Mightful  dcMOit  to  tbe  loiBd 
Of  Ihe  bafs  murmiiring  of  the  bubbling  brvok* 
Becomes  a  ooooert  of  good  instnuneiitB ; 
Wbil*  twenty  babbbng  echoes  roend  aboiit^ 
(M  of  the  ttoBj  concave  of  tbeir  iMMHfa% 


Betfoto  the  Taabbed  niMic  of  edoh  dOM, 
And  fill  your  ears  foH  with  redoubled  pteaeure. 

Cem.  8m.  I  wiH  walk  with  you  very  wiUindy, 
for  I  grow  weary  of  iktiag.  CoBe,  Matter  Re- 
gialef^  and  Matter  Phaoteam*  [Etetmt. 


ACT  IV; 


SCENEL 

MeKDACIOi  AnAMNESTES|  HfiUBKSIS. 

Men.  Pr'ythee,  Nam,  he  perwaded ;  ii^t  net 

better  to  go  to  a  feast,  than  stay  here  for  a  fray? 

Anam.  A  feast !  dott  thirik  Aoditos  will  make 


the  judges  a  feast  ? 


Why  should  be  carry  them 


Faith,  aye. 
to  his  house  else  ? 

ihiam.  Why,  sirrah,  to  bear  a  set  or  two  of 
songs :  'Slid,  his  banquets  are  nothing  but  fish; 
all  son,  soil,  solL^*  Illteachtheewi^ boy;  ne- 
ver go  thee  to  a  rausicbn's  house  for  junkets,  un* 
less  thy  stomach  hes  in  thine  ears ;  for  there  is 
nothing  but  commending  ibis  son^s  Mioate  m^ 
that  ode's  dainty  air,  this  sonnat's  sweet  air,  that 
madriKaTs  meltmg  air,  this  dirge's  mournful  air, 
this  cburcli  air,  that  chamber  air,  French  air, 
English  air,  Italian  air.  Why,  la^  they  be  pure 
cameleons,  they  feed  only  upon  air. 

Men.  Cameleons  ?  T\\  be  sworn  some  of  your 
MHere  be  rather  cunels,  for,  by  their  good  wills, 
they  win  never  leave  eating. 

Jhum.  True»  and  good  reason ;  for  they  do 
nothing  all  the  day  but  stretch  and  grate  their 
small  guts.  But  oh,  yonder's  the  ape  Heuresu ; 
let  me  go,  I  pr^ytbee. 

Men.  NaQTy  good  now  stay  a  little^  Mb  sae  hi« 
humour. 

Heu,  I  see  no  reason  to  the  cintraryv  for  we 
see  the  quintessence  of  wine  will  convert  water 
into  wine ;  whjr  therefore  should  not  the  eK&ir  of 
gold  turn  lead  into  pure  gold  ? 

Men.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  ha!  he  is  turned  chemic, 
urrah ;  it  seems  so  by  his  talk. 

Heu.  But  how  shall  I  devise  to  blow  the  Gre 
of  beech  coals  with  a  condnoal  and  equal  blast? 
Ha  ?  I  will  have  mv  bellows  driven  mm  a  wheel, 
whicli  wheel  shall  be  a  self-mover. 

Anam.  Here's  old  turning;^  these  chemics, 
seekine  to  turn  lead  into  gold,  turn  away  all  their 
own  silver. 

Heu.  And  my  wheel  shall  be  geometrically 
proportioMd  into  seven  or  nine  concave  encircled 


armSy  wherein  I  will  put  equal  poises :  hai,  bai ; 
f valuta,  iv^9xa ;  I  have  it,  I  have  it,  1  have  it,  I 
have  it ! 
Men.  Heoresis! 

Heu.  But  wfaalfs  best  to  contain  the  qoicksl- 
ver?  ha! 

Jnam*  Do  yon  reiAember  your  promise,  Heo- 
resis? 

Heu.  It  must  not  be  iron,  for  quidLsilver  a  the 
tyrant  of  metals,  and  will  soon  fret  it 
Anmn.  Heuroib,  Heuresis ! 
Heu.  Nor  brass,  nor  copper,  nor  mastlin,^  nor 
mineral :  tv^^aiKOy  iv^xa,  I  hove  it,  I  have  it,  it 
must  bo 

Anam.  You  have  indeed,  nrrah,  and  thus  much 
more  than  you  looked  for.  [Beati  kim. 

[Heurbsis  and  Akamnestes  about  tofighi, 
but  Mendacio  parti  them. 
Men.  Tou  shall  not  fight;  but  if  you  will  al- 
ways disagree,  let  us  have  words  and  no  blows. 
Heuresis,  what  reason  have  you  to  fall  out  with 
him? 

Heu.  Because  he  is  always  abusing  me,  and 
takes  tlie  upper  band  of  me  evenr  where. 

Anam.  And  why  not,  sirrah?  I  am  thy  better 
many  piace. 

Heu.  Hanre  I  beeo  the  andMr  of  tbe  seven  li- 
beral sciences^  and  Loawquently  of  aH  learning? 
have  I  been  the  patron  of  all  mechanical  devices, 
to  be  thy  inferior?  I  tell  thee,  Anamnestes,  thou 
hast  not  so  much  as  a  point  but  thou  art  behold- 
rag  to  me  fbt  it. 

Anam.  Grbod,  good :  but  what  bad  your  inven- 
tion been,  but  for  my  remembrance  ?  I  can  prove, 
that  thou  belly-sprung  invention  art  the  most  im- 
profitable  member  in  the  world ;  for  ever  since 
thou  wert  bom,  thou  hast  been  a  bloody  murder- 
er, and  thus  I  prove  it :  In  the  quiet  years  of  Sa- 
turn,— I  remember  Jupiter  was  then  but  in  his 
swaUi-bands,— thou  rentest  the  bowels  of  the 
earth,  and  broughtest  gold  to  light,  whoae  beau- 
tr,  like  Helen,  set  all  the  world  by  the  ears. 
Then,  upon  that,  thou  foundest  out  iron,  and 
pottest  weapons  in  their  hands;  and  now,  in  the 


<^<  Son,  mU,  foU— AUadmg  to  the  fidi  called  the  M«,  and  the  naiical  note  8«X. 

^  Old  lnnidV^^See  Note  43,  p.  »a 

7^  JfMllia— U  e.  a  mlied  metal,  from  the  French  word  meeUTf  to  mingle,  mix. 
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iMtpopaloai  iige»  tfaoo  taughtett  %  tcab^hiii  friar 
the  oeiliah  inventioD  of  poirdtr  and  sods. 

Hen.  Cail'st  it  hellish }  th6a  Hetty  i(  is  the  ad- 
ifthablett  inveatbii  of  aD  others;  for  whereas 
others  imitate  natiif«y  this  excels  nature  herself. 

3Uh,  True,  for  a  caanoo  will  kill  as  many  at 
one  shot,  as  thunder  doth  comasonly  at  twenty. 

An&m,  Tharefore  more  murdering  art  toou 
tlMm  the  Nght-bolt. 

H€u,  Buty  to  shew  the  stf«n|^  of  mj  oanoeit) 
I  have  found  out  a  means  to  withstand  the  stroke 
of  the  most  violent  ccdvenii.  Mendacio^  thou 
sttw^st  it  when  I  demoostrated  the  inventioii* 

Anmm.  What^somewool-{iaoks?  or  mad-walls? 
or  such  like  ? 

Mem.  Mendacio,  I  prithee  tell  it  hha,  for  I 
love  not  to  be  a  trumpeter  of  mine  own  praises, 

Ifea.  I  must  aeeds  confess  this  device  to  paes 
all  that  ever  I  heard  or  taw;  and  thus  it  was :  iirst 
he  takes  a  fsulooa^  and  chso'ges  it  without  all  de- 
ceits, wkh  dtf  powder  well  camphired;  llien  did 
he  pot  in  a  single  boUei,  and  a  grsat  qaantity  of 
drop-shot  both  round  and  laolirfmal.  This  done, 
he  sets  me  a  boj  sixty  paces  ai,  jutt  pom^blank 
over-against  the  mouth  of  the  piece.  New  m  the 
very  midst  of  the  direct  line  he  fkscene  a  post, 
upon  which  he  haiigs  me  in  a  cord,  ^'  a  siderite 
of  Herculean  stone. 

Anam.  Well,  well,  I  know  it  well,  it  was  found 
out  in  Ida,  in  the  year  of  the  world*-*— bv  one 
Magnes,  whose  name  it  retamfl^  though  viJ^ariy 
they  calt  it  an  Adamant. 

Men,  When  he  had  han^  ^his  adatnaiit  in  a 
cord;  he  comes  back,  and  gives  fire  to  the  touch^ 
hole,  BOW  the  powder  consumed  to  a  toid  viu 


Heu,  WhichishitcleMiMeiaMttare;  forirst 
shall  die  whole  machine  of  the  World,  heaven, 
earth,  sea,  and  air,  return  to  the  rtuhapen  hcose 
of  Chaos,  than  the  feast  vacuum  be  found  in  the 


Men,  The  holtet  and  drop^ffict  new  most  im^ 
petuously  from  the  fiery  throat  of  the  culverin ; 
but,  O  strange,  no  sooner  came  they  near  the 
adamant  in  the  cord,  hat  they  wei*e  ail  arrested 
by  the  seijeant  of  nature,  and  hovered  in  the  air 
round  about  it,  till  they  had  lost  the  force  of 
their  motion,  dasphig  themselves  dioae  to  the 
stooe  in  most  lovely  manner,  and  not  any  one 
flew  to  endanger  the  nHa>k ;  so  much  did  they 
remember  their  duty  to  nature,  that  ^y  forgot 
the  errand  they  were  sent  of. 

Anam,  This  is  a  very  artificial  lie. 

Men,  Nam,  believe  it,  for  I  saw  it,  and,  which 
is  more^  I  have  pracdsed  this  device  often.  Once 


when  I  had  a  quarrel  with  one  of  my  lady  Veri- 
tas'naked  knaves,  and  had  pointed  him  the  field, 
I  conveyed  into  the  heart  of  my  buckler  an  ada- 
mant; and  when  we  met,  I  drew  all  the  foins  of 
his  rapier,  whithersoever  he  intended  them,  or 
howsoever  I  guided  mine  arm,  pointed  still  to  the 
midst  of  my  buckler;  so  that  by  this  means  I 
hurt  the  knave  mortally,  and  myself  came  away 
untouched,  to  the  wonder  of  all  the  lieholders. 

Anam,  Shrah,  you  speak  metaphorically,  be- 
cause thy  wit,  Mendacio,  always  draws  men  s  ob- 
jections to  thy  fore-thought  excuses. 

Heu.  Ananmestes,*tis  troe;  and  I  hove  an  ad- 
dition to  this^  which  is,  to  make  the  boUet-sbot 
from  the  enemy  to  return  immediately  upon  the 
gonier :  but  let  all  these  pass,  aod  say  the  worst 
thou  canst  against  me. 

Anam.  I  say,  guns  were  found  out  for  the  quick 
dispatch  of  anoruility ;  and  when  thou  sawest  men 
grow  wise,  and  h^t  so  fair  a  child  as  Peace,  of 
so  foul  and  deformed  a  mother  as  War,  lest  there 
tboold  be  no  murder,  thoil  devisedst  poison. 

Men.  Nay  fie,  Nam,  urge  him  not  too  far. 

Anam,  And,  last  «id  worst,  thou  foundest  out 
cookery,  that  kills  more  than  weapons,  guns,  wars, 
or  poisons,  and  would  destroy  all,  but  that  thov 
invented'st  physic,  that  helps  to  make  away  some* 

H&i,  But,  shrrah,  besides  all  this,  I  devised 
pillories  for  such  forging  vitkias  as  thyself. 

Anam,  CaHest  me  linaia  f 

[Thej^Jigki,  and  ate  pdrUd  by  Msir^ACto. 

Men,  You  shall  not  fight  as  long  as  I  am  here. 
Give  over,  I  say. 

Heu,  Mendacio,  you  oflbr  me  great  wrong  to 
hold  me,  in  good  Aiitb  I  shall  faU  out  with  you. 

Men*  Away,  away,  away;  you  are  Invention^ 
are  you  not  ? ' 

Heu.  Yes,  sh*,  what  tfien  f 

Men,  And  you  Remmibtaiice? 

Anam,  Wefi,  sir,  well. 

Men.  Then  I  will  be  Jodidum,  the  moderator 
betwixt  you,  and  make  yoo  both  friends;  come^ 
come,  shake  hatids,  shake  haadt. 

Heu,  WeU,  wen,  if  yoo  will  needs  have  it  so. 

Anam.  I  am  in  some  sort  content 

[MEii04Gro  walkewntk  them,  hoidmg 
them  bjf  the  handi. 

Men,  Why  this  is  as  it  should  be ;  whew  Men- 
dado  hath  Invention  en  the  one  hitnd>  and  Re- 
membrance on  the  other,  as  he'll  be  sore  never 
to  be  found  with  truth  in  his  mouth ;  so  he  scorns 
to  be  taken  in  a  lie,  hai,  hai,  hai,  my  fine  wags ; 
whist ! 

Anam,  Whist ! 

Heu.  Whist ! 


71  ji  riderUe  of  Herculean  itmie.^¥nmiNw^  met.  Kb.  axzvt  e.  16^  <<  aUerftia  ob  bee  aHe  aamhie 
appettw t quldam Hlradeau :  Mmaes  iq^peltetas  est  ab  iaveatore  (ut  aacter  est  Mkander)  in  Ida  reper- 
tas.*'    8.  P. 
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SCEN£  II. 

CoillliJNrS  SeKSUS,  MEMORY,PaANTASTES,HEU- 

REsis,  Anamnestes,  take  their  placet  on  the 
Bench  at  before;  Auditus  on  the  Stas^e,  a 
Page  before  him  bearing  his  Target,  the  Field 
Sabte^  an  Heart  Or;  next  him  Tracedds,  ap- 
parelled in  black  Velvet,Jair  Butkint,  a  Faul- 
chion,  Sfc,  then  Com  edits  in  a  light-coloured 

freen  taffata  Robe,  iilk  Stockings,  Pumps, 
f  loves,  ifc. 

Com.  Sen,  They  bad  ftome  reason  that  held  the 
soul  a  harmony,  for  it  is  greatly  delighted  with 
music :  how  fast  we  were  tied  by  the  ears  to  the 
concert  of  Voice's  power !  but  all  is  but  a  little 
pleasure ;  what  prontable  objects  hath  he  ? 

Phan.  Your  ears  will  teach  you  presently,  for 
now  he  is  comine.  That  fellow  in  the  bays,  me* 
thinks  I  should  have  known  him ;  O,  *tis  Cnme- 
dus,  'tis  so,  but  he  is  become  now  a-days  some- 
thing humorous,  and  too  too  satirical,  up  and 
down,  like  his  great-grandfather  Aristophanes. 

Anam,  These  two,  my  lord,  Comedus  and  Tra- 
gedus, 
My  fellows  both,  both  twins,  but  so  unlike. 
At  birth  to  death,  weddine  to  funeral : 
For  this  that  rears  himseifin  buskins  quaint 
Is  pleasant  at  the  first,  pniud  in  the  midst. 
Stately  in  all,  and  bitter  death  at  end. 
That  in  the  pumps  doth  frown  at  first  acquain- 
tance. 
Trouble  in  the  midst,  but  in  the  end  concludes, 
Closing  up  all  with  a  sweet  catastrophe. 
This  grave  and  sad,  distained  with  brinibh  tears ; 
That  light  and  quick,  ^^  with  wrinkled  laughter 

painted ; 
This  deals  with  nobles,  kings,  and  emperors. 
Full  of  great  fears,  great  hopes,  great  enterprizes : 
This  other  trades  with  men  of  mean  condition, 
His  projects  small,  small  hopes  and  dangers  little. 
This  gorgeous,  broidered  with  rich  sentences : 
That  fair  and  purfled  round  with  merrimeuts. 
Both  vice  detect,  and  virtue  beautify, 
By  being  death's  mirror,  and  life's  looking-glass. 
^  -Com.  ^^  Salutem  jam  primum  a  principio  pro- 

pitiam, 
31ihi  atque  vobis  spectatores  nuntio. 
^  Phan,  Pish,  pish,  this  is  a  speech  with  uo  ac- 
tion ;  let's  hear  Terence, 
Quid  igiturfaciam,  &c 


Cora.  '*Quid  i^UurJaciamf  non  earn  9  ne 
nunc  quuiem. 
Cum  arcessor  ultro  f 

Phan,  Fy,  fy,  fy,  no  more  action !  lend  mm 
your  baysy  do  it  thus.  Quid  igitur,  6(c» 

[He  acts  it  after  the  old  hind  of  Panr 
tomimic  action,    - 

Com,  Sen,  I  should  judge  this  action,  Phantas- 
tea,  most  absurd,  unless  we  should  come  to  a  co* 
medy,  as  gentlewomen  to  the  ^'  Commencement, 
only  to  see  men  speak. 

Phan*  In  my  imagination  'tis  excellent;  for  in 
tills  kind  the  hand,  you  know,  is  harbinger  to  Ums 
tongue,  and  provides  the  words  a  lodging  in  the 
ears  of  the  auditors. 

Com,  Sen^  Auditus,  it  is  now  time  you  make  us 
acquainted  with  the  quality  of  the  house  you  keep' 
in,  for  our  better  help  in  judgment 

Audi.  Upon  the  sides  of  fair  mount  Cephaloo^ 
Have  I  two  houses  passing  human  skill : 
Of  finest  matter  by  dame  Nature  wrought, 
Whose  learned  fingers  have  adorned  tl^  same 
With  gorgeous  porches  of  so  strange  a  form, 
That  they  command  the  passengers  to  stay : 
The  doors  whereof,  in  hospitality. 
Nor  day,  nor  night,  are  shut,  but  open  wide, 
Gently  invite  all  comers;  whereupon 
They  are  named  the  open  ears  of  Cephalon. 
But  lest  some  bolder  sound  should  boldly  ruslv 
And  break  the  nice  composure  of  the  work, 
The  diilful  builder  wisely  hath  arranged 
An  entry  from  each  port  with  curious  twines,. 
And  crooked  meanders,  like  the  labyrinth 
ThatDedalus  framed  t'inclose  the  Minotaur; 
At  th'end  whereof  is  placed  a  cosily  portal. 
Resembling  much  the  figure  of  a  drum, 
Granting  slow  entrance  to  a  private  closet ; 
Where  daily,  with  a  mallet  in  my  hand, 
I  set  and  frame  all  words  and  sounds  that  come^ 
Upon  an  anvil,  and  so  make  them  fit 
For  the  ^^  perewiokling  porch,  that  winding  leada^ 
From  my  close  chamber  to  your  lordship's  cell. 
Thither  do  I,  chief  justice  of  all  accents. 
Psyche's  next  porter,  Microcosme's  front, 
Learning*s  rich  treasure,  bring  discipline, 
Reason's  discourse,  knowledge  of  foreign  states^ 
Loud  fame  of  great  heroes'  virtuous  deeds, 
The  marrow  of  grave  speeches,  and  the  flowers 
Of  quickest  wits,  neat  jests,  and  pure  conceits ; 
And  often  times,  to  ease  the  heavy  burthen 
Of  government,  your  lordship's  shoulders  bear,, 


^*  With  wrinkled  laughter  painted.'^o,  in  The  Merchant  of  Venice,  A.  1 .  S.  I  : 

'*  With  mirth  and  laughter  let  old  writMa  come.*' 

See  also  the  Notes  of  Bp.  Warburton  and  Dr  Farmer,  on  Lovers  Labour  Lost,  A.  5.  S.  4.-^^ 
7^  Salutem,  &c.— The  firet  lines  of  the  Prologue  to  PUutus^s  Menechmi, 
^*  Quid  igitur,  &c— See  Terence's  Eunuch,  A.  I .  S.  1. 
7'  Commeneenunt, — At  the  Universities,  when  Degrees  are  conferred. 

^^  Psrewimkling  porcA,— K  e.  a  porch,  which  has  as  many  spiral  windiogs  in  it  as  the  shell  ef  the  jptr#> 
»M2r,  or  sea  snaiL    & 
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I  thither  do  conduce  the  pleasing  naptiab 
Of  sweetest  instruments,  with  heavenly  noise. 
If  then  Auditus  have  deserved  the  best. 
Let  him  be  dignified  before  the  rest. 

Com.  Sen.  Auditus,  I  am  almost  a  sceptic  in 
diis  matter ;  scarce  knowing  which  way  the  ba- 
lance of  the  cause  will  decline.  When  I  have 
heard  the  rest,  I  will  dispatch  judgment;  mean- 
while yon  may  depart. 

[Auditus  leads  k$$  Show  about  the  Stage, 
and  then  goes  out. 

SCENE  III. 

Communis  Sensus,  Memoria,  Phantastes, 
Amamnestes,  Hepresis,  as  before;  Olfac- 
TU9  in  a  Garland  of  teveral  Flowers,  a  Page 

Sfore  him,  bearing  his  Target,  his  field  Vert,  a 
ound  Argent,  two  Boys  with  ^^  casting  Bot- 
tles, and  "^^two  Censors,  with  Incense^  another 
with  a  velvet  Cushion,  sivck  with  Flowers,  an- 
other with  a  Basket  of  Herbs,  another  with  a 
Box  of  Ointment ;  Olfactus  leads  them  about, 
and,  making  obeisance,  presents  them  before  the 
Bench. 

1  Boy.  Yoor  only  way  to  make  a  good  ^'  po- 
■mnder,  is  this ;  take  an  ounce  of  the  purest  gar- 
den mold,  cleansed  and  steeped  seven  days  in 
change  .of  motherless  rose-water,  then  take  the 
best  laodanum,  benione,  both  storaxes,  amber^ 
grease,  civet,  and  musk,  incorporate  them  toge- 
ther, and  work  them  into  what  form  you  please ; 
this,  if  your  breath  be  not  too  valiant,  will  make 
jon  smell  as  sweet  as  my  lady's  dog. 

Phan.  This  boy,  it  should  seem,  represents 
Odor,  he  is  so  perfect  a  perfumer. 

Odor.  I  do,  my  lord,  and  have  at  my  command 
The  smell  of  flowers,  and  odoriferous  drugs, 
Of  ointments  sweet,  and  excellent  perfumes. 
And  court-like  waters,  which,  if  once  you  smell, 
You  in  TOur  heart  would  wish,  as  I  suppose, 
That  all  your  body  were  transformed  to  nose: 

Phcn.  Olfactus,  of  all  the  Senses,  your  objects 
have  the  worst  luck,  they  are  always  jarring  with 
their  contraries;  for  none  can  wear  civet,  but 
'^  they  are  suspected  of  a  proper  bad  scent ; 
whence  the  proverb  springs,  **  He  smelleth  best, 
that  doth  ofnothing  smell.'' 


SCENE  IV. 

I%e  Bench  and  Olfactus,  as  before;  Tobacco 
apparelled  in  a  taffata  Mantle,  his  arms  brown 
and  naked,  BusJdns  made  of  the  peelings  of 
Osiers,  his  neck  bare,  hung  with  Indian  Leaves, 
his  face  brown,  painted  with  blue  stripes,  in  his 
note  swinei  Teeth,  on  his  head  a  painted  wicker 
Crown,  with  tobacco  Pipes  set  in  it,  plumes  of 
tobacco  Leaves,  led  by  two  Indian  Boys  naked, 
with  Tapers  in  their  hands,  Tobacco-Hixes,  ond 
Pipes  lighted. 

Phan.  Fob,  fob,  what  a  smell  is  here !  is  this 
one  of  your  delightful  objects  ? 

Olf  It  is  your  only  scent  in  request,  sir. 

Com.  Sen,  What  fiery  fellow  is  that,  which 
smokes  so  much  in  the  mouth  ? 

Olf  It  is  the  great  and  puissant  god  of  tobacco. 

Tob.  Ladochguevarroh  pufuer  Aelvaro  baggon, 
Olfia  di  quanon,  Indi  cortilo  vraggon. 

Phan,  Ha,  ha,  ha,  ha !  this,  in  my  opinion,  is 
the  tongue  of  the  Antipodes. 

Mem.  No,  I  remember  it  very  well,  it  was  the 
lan^age  the  Arcadians  spake,  that  lived  long 
before  the  moon. 

Com.  Sen.  What  signifies  it,  Olfactus? 

Olf  This  is  the  mighty  emperor  Tobacco^  king 
of  Trinidado,  that,  in  being  conquered^  conquer- 
ed all  Europe,  in  making  them  pay  tribute  for 
their  smoke. 

Tob.  Erf  range  inglues  eonde  hesingo, 
Develinfloscoth  ma  pu  cocthingo.  • 

Olf  Expel ler  of  catarrhs,  banisher  of  all  agues, 
your  guts'  only  salve  for  the  green  wounds  of  a 
nonplus. 

Tob.  All  vulcam  vercu,  Lparda  pora  si  de  gra* 
tam,  kafamala  mora,  che  Bauho  respartera,  qui' 
rara. 

Olf  Son  to  the  god  Vulcan,  and  Tellus,  kin  to 
the  father  of  mirth,  called  Bacchus. 

Tob.  Viscardonok,  pillostuphe,  pascano  tinaro* 
magas, 
Pogi  daeon  stoUisinfe,  carocibato  scnbas. 

Olf  ueuius  of  all  swaggerers,  professed  ene- 
my to  physicians,  sweet  ointment  for  .*our  teeih, 
firm  knot  of  eood  fellowship,  adamant  of  compa- 
ny, swift  wind  to  spread  the  wings  of  time,  hated 


77  Cuting  B0ttUs,^l.  e.  bottles  to  cast  or  scatter  liquid  odours.    S^ 

7»  Twco  censors  »ith  mcciim.— The  costom  of  censiog  or  d'ispcniog  fragrant  scents  seems  formerly  to 
bave  been  not  uncommon.    See  Ben  Jomoo*s  Every  Man  out  of  his  Humour,  A.  2.  S.  4* 

7*  A  pomonder.^Ponianders  were  balls  of  perfume,  formerly  worn  by  the  higher  ranks  of  people.  Dr 
Gray,  in  bis  Notes  on  Shakespeare,  Vol.  1.  p.  269,  says,  *<  that  a  Pomander  was  a  little  ball  made  of 
perfumes,  and  worn  in  the  pocket,  or  about  the  neck,  to  prevent  infection  in  times  of  plague/'  Froni 
the  above  receipt  it  appears  they  were  molded  in  different  »hape»,  and  not  wholly  confined  to  that  of 
balls;  and  the  like  direction  is  given  In  another  receipt  for  making  i»<;nianrferJ,  printed  in  Markba^*^ 
Enetish  Houtewije,  p.  151,  edit.  1631. 

^  They  are  suspected,  &c.— I^on  bene  o|et  qui  semper  bene  olct. 
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of  none  bot  those  that  know  him  not,  and  of  to 
great  deserts,  that  whoso  is  acquainted  with  him 
can  hardW  forsake  him. 

Phan.  It  seems  these  last  words  were  Very  sig- 
nificant I  promise  you,  a  |od  of  great  denomi- 
natioo ;  be  may  be  my  *'  lord  Tafipes  for  his  large 
titles. 

Com,  Sen.  Bnt  forward,  Olfactus*  as  they  have 
done  before  you,^th  your  de!»cription? 

Off,  Just  in  thji  midst  of  Ccphalon's  round  face, 
As 'twere  a  frontispiece  onto  the  bill, 
Olfactus  lod^ng  built  in  figure  long, 
Doobly  dispart^  with  two  precious  Tsults, 
The  roots  wber^f  moat  richly  are  enclosed 
With  orient  peafl^  and  spaiUiag  diaMonda 
Beset  at  th'  end  with  emmlds  and  *^  tucchis^ 
And  rubies  red,  and  flamtng  crytolites ; 
At  upper  end  whereof,  in  ooady  manoer, 
1  lay  my  head  between  two  apoageous  pillows, 
Like  fair  Adooie  "twist  the  papa  of  Venus, 
Where  I,  condtscttng  in  ana  oat  the  wind, 
Daily  exaaoine  aU  tl^  air  inspired. 
By  my  pure  searching,  if  that  k  be  pure. 
And  fit  to  serve  the  kngs  with  lively  brealb : 
Hence  do  I  likewise  mioisier  peifuase 
Unto  the  neighbour  brain,  perfuaMS  of  force 
To  cleanse  jrour  head,  and  asake  yoor  fancy  bright, 
To  refine  wit,  and  sharp  lOTtntKin, 
And  strengthen  oManory ;  from  whence  it  came, 
That  old  derotioa  incense  did  ordain 
To  make  man's  spirits  more  apt  for  things  dinne. 
Besides  a  thousand  moie  cooMnodkies^ 
In  l«eu  whereof,  your  lordshipa  I  reqnest. 
Give  me  the  croww  if  I  deaerre  it  best. 

[OLrACTtrs  leadi  kit  Compmiy  ^Ami  the 
Stage,  and  goa  out^ 

SCENE  V. 

The  Benchy  as  hrfore.  A  Page  with  a  Shield  Ar^ 
genty  an  Ape  proper  with  an  Apple ;  then  Gus- 
Tus  with  a  dfmncopia  in  hi$  hand  ;  Bacchus 
in  a  Garland  of  leavet  and  grapes,  a  while 
suitf  and  over  tt  a  thin  sarsnet  to  his  foot,  in 
his  hand  a  Spear  wreathed  with  vine  leaves,  on 
his  arm  a  Target  with  a  Tiger  ;  Ceres  with  a 
Crown  of  ears  cfCorn,  in  a  yellow  silk  Robe, 
a  hunch  of  Poppy  in  her  hand,  a  Scutcheon 
charged  with  a  Dragon, 

Com.  Sen,  In  good  tiose,  Gustos;  have  yov 
brought  your  objects? 

Ous.  My  servant  Appetitus  foUoweth  with 
them. 

Appe.  Come,  come,  Baccbns^  you  are  so  fat; 
enter,  enter. 


PhasL  Tie,  6Bf  Gmttm,  this  is  a  great  iodeo^- 
rum  to  brina  Baeobis  akoe';  yon  shonld  have 
made  Thirst  lead  hmi  by  tfoe  htind. 

Gtis.  Right,  sir;  but  men  aow*«-days  dndk 
often  when  they  be  not  dry;  besides,  I  cooid  not 
get  red-herrings  and  driad  naats  tottgoes  enoof^ 
to  apparel  him  in. 

Com,  Sen,  What,  aever  a  speech  of  him  f 

Gus.  I  put  an  octave  of  iambicks  in  faia  mootk, 
and  he  hath  drunk  k  down. 

App,  Well  done,  muscadine  and  eggs  stand 
hot !  what,  buttered  claret  ?  go  thy  way,  thou 
hadst  best,  for  blind  men  that  cannot  see  how 
wickedly  thou  look'st— how  now^  what  small  thia 
fellow  are  you  here  ?  ha? 

Boy.  Beer  forsooth,  beer  forsooth. 

App.  Beer  forsooth  ?  get  you  gone  to  the  but- 
tery, till  I  caQ  for  you ;  you  are  none  of  Bac- 
cbus's  attendants,  I  am  sure ;  he  cannot  endure 
the  smdl  of  malt  Where's  Ceres  ?  O  well,  well, 
is  the  March-pane  broken?  Ill  luck,  ill  lock, 
come,  hang't,  never  stand  to  set  it  together  agsin ; 
serve  out  fruit  there;  \Enter  Boys  wnth  a  Aii>- 
quet^  marmalade,  stQeet,occ  deliver  it  round  among 
the  Gentlewomen,  and  go  out]  what,  do  you  come 
wkh  roasl-meaft  after  apples  r  away  with  it.  Di- 
gestion, serve  out  cheese ;  what,  bat  a  penny- 
worth J  it  IS  just  the  measure  of  his  nose  that 
sold  it!  lambs  wool ;  the  meekest  meat  in  the 
world,  'twill  let  any  man  ieeoe  it  Sm^dragan 
there. 

Jfem.  O,  I  remember  this  dish  well,  it  was  first 
iwrentod  by  Pluto,  to  entertain  Proserpine  witbaL 

Phan.  I  think  not  so^  Alemory ;  for  when  Heiw 
coles  had  killed  the  flaming  dragon  of  Hemerida 
with  the  apples  of  that  orchard^  he  made  thia 
fiery  meat^  m  meraoiy  whereof  he  named  k  anap^ 
dragon. 

Cam.Sen,  Gustas, let's  hear  yoardesetiption? 

Gui.  Near  to  the  lowly  base  of  Cephaloo, 
My  hoase  is  placed  not  madi  onlike  a  cave : 
Yet  ardied  above  by  wondrous  workmsoiship^ 
With  hewn  stones  wrought  smoother  and  more 

fine 
Than  jet  or  marble  fair,  from  Iceland  brought. 
Over  the  lioor  directly  doth  incline 
A  fair  percuUis  of  oompacture  strong 
To  shut  out  all  that  may  annoy  the  state, 
Or  health  of  Microcosme ;  and  within 
Is  spread  a  long  board  like  a  pliant  tongue. 
At  which  I  hourly  sit,  and  trial  take 
Of  meats  and  drinks  needful  and  delectable : 
Twice  every  day  do  I  provision  make 
For  the  sumptuous  kitchen  of  the  commonwealth ; 
Which,  once  well  boiled,  is  soon  distributed 
To  all  the  members,  well  refreshiag  them 


•'Lord  Tappet  for  hit  large  <f//«.->Probably  some  character  notorious  in  the  University  of  Cambridga 
at  the  time  when  this  play  was  written  or  r^reseoted.    8. 
»*  Turtkit,-^\.  e.  tnrqupis.    See  Note  10  to  Alexander  and  Campatpe,  VoL  I.  p.  135. 
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With  good  supply  of  strength-renewing  food. 

Should  I  neglect  this  musing  diligence. 

The  body  of  the  realm  would  ruinate; 

Yourself,  my  lord,  with  all  your  policies 

And  wondrous  wit,  could  not  preserve  yourself. 

Nor  yoo.  Phantasies,  nor  you.  Memory ; 

Psyche  herself,  were't  not  that  I  repair 

Her  crazy  house  with  props  of  nourishment. 

Would  soon  forsake  us :  for  whose  dearest  sake 

Many  a  grievous  pain  have  I  sustained, 

By  bitter  pills,  and  sour  purgations ; 

Which  if  1  had  not  valiantly  abidden, 

She  had  been  lone  ere  this  departed. 

Since  the  whole  Microoosroe  I  maintain. 

Let  me,  as  prince,  above  the  Senses  reign. 

Com,  Sen*  The  reasons  you  urge,  Gustus,  breed 
a  new  doubt,  whether  it  be  better  to  be  commo- 
dious or  necessary,  the  resolution  whereof  I  refer 
to  your  judgment;  licensing  you  mean  while  to 
depart. 

[GusTtTS  leads  hit  Show  about  the  Stage, 
and  goet  out. 

SCENE  VL 

like  Bench  at  before;  Tactus,  a  Pa^ 
Aim  bearing  hit  Scutcheon^  a  tortette  i 

Tac.  Ready  anon,  forsooth !  the  devil  she  will ! 
Who  would  M  toiled  with  wenches  in  a  show  ? 

Com, Sen,  Why  in  such  anger, Tactus?  what's 
the  matter  ? 

Tac  My  lord,  I  had  thought  as  other  Senses 
did, 
By  sight  of  objects  to  have  proved  my  worth ; 
Wherefore  considering,  that  of  all  the  things 
That  please  me  most,  women  are  counted  diief, 
I  had  thought  to  have  represented  in  my  show 
The  ^ueen  of  pleasure,  Venus  and  her  son, 
Leadm^  a  gentleman  enamoured. 
With  hift  sweet  touching  of  his  mistress*  lips, 
And  gentle  griping  of  her  tender  hands. 
And  divers  pleasant  relislies  of  toucli. 
Yet  all  contained  in  the  bounds  of  chastity. 

Phan.  Tactus,  of  all  I  long  to  see  your  objects ; 
How  comes  it  we  have  lost  uose  pretty  sports  ? 

Tac.  Thus  'tis ;  five  hours  ago  I  set  a  dozen 
maids  to  attire  a  boy  like  a  nice  gentlewoman ; 
but  there  is  such  doing  with  their  looking-glasses, 
pinning,  unpinning,  setting,  unsetting,  formings 
and  conformings ;  painting  blue  veins  and  cheeks ; 
such  stir  with  sticks  and  combs,  cascanets,  dres> 
sines,  purls,  falls,  squares,  busks,  bodies,  scarfs, 
neoLlaoes,  carcanets,  rebatoes,  borders,  tires,  faoi^ 
palisadoes,  pafb,  rufl&,  cuffs,  mufl^  pusles,  fusles, 
partlets,  frislets,  bandlets,  fillets,  croslets,  pendu- 
lets,  amulets,  annulets,  bracelets,  and  so  many 
lets,  that  yet  she's  scarce  drest  to  the  girdle ;  and 
now  there  is  such  calling  for  fardingales,  kirtles, 
busk-points,  shoe-ties,  ore.  that  seven  pedlars' 
shops,  nay,  all  Sturbridge  fair,  will  scarce  furnish 
her.  A  ship  is  sooner  rigged  by  far,  than  a  gen- 
itewoman  made  ready.' 

VOL.  11, 


Phan,  Tis  strange,  that  women,  being  so  mu- 
table. 
Will  never  change  in  changing  their  apparel. 

Com.  Sen.  Well,  let  them  pass ;  Tactus,  we  are 
content 
To  know  your  dignity  by  relation. 

Tac*  The  instrument  of  instruments,  the  hand, 
Courtesv's  index,  chamberlain  to  nature. 
The  boay*s  soldier,  and  mouth's  caterer. 
Psyche's  ereat  secretary,  the  dumb's  eloquence, 
The  blindman's  candle,  and  his  forehead's  buck- 
ler. 
The  minuter  of  wrath,  and  friendship's  sign. 
This  is  my  instrument :  nevertheless,  my  power 
Extends  itself  far  as  our  queen  commands. 
Through  all  the  parts  and  climes  of  Microcosroe.' 
I  am  tne  root  of  life,  spreading  my  virtue 
By  sinews,  that  extend  from  head  to  foot, 
To  every  living  part. 
For  as  a  subtle  spider  closely  sitting 
In  centre  of  her  web  that  spreadeth  round, 
Tf  the  least  fly  but  touch  the  smallest  thread, 
She  feels  it  instantly ;  so  dotli  myself. 
Casting  my  slender  nerves,  and  sundry  nets, 
O'er  every  particle  of  all  the  body. 
By  proper  skill  perceive  the  difference 
Of  several  qualities,  hot,  cold,  moist,  and  dry ; 
Hard,  soft,  rough,  smooth,  clammy,  and  slippcrjr : 
Sweet  pleasure,  and  sharp  pain  profitable, 
That  makes  us,  wounded,  seek  for  remedy. 
By  these  means  do  I  teach  the  body  fly 
From  such  bad  things  as  may  endanger  it. 
A  wall  of  brass  can  be  no  more  defence 
Unto  a  town,  than  1  to  Microoosme. 
Tell  me,  what  sense  is  not  beholding  to  me  ? 
The  nose  is  hot  or  cold,  the  eyes  do  weep. 
The  ears  do  feel,  the  taste's  a  kind  of  touching. 
Thus,  when  1  please,  I  can  command  them  all. 
And  make  them  tremble  when  I  threaten  them. 
I  am  the  eldest,  and  biggest  of  all  the  rest, 
The  chiefest  note,  and  first  distinction. 
Betwixt  a  livins  tree  and  living  beast ; 
For  though  one  bear,  and  see,  and  smell,  and  taste. 
If  he  wants  touch,  he  is  counted  but  a  block. 
Therefore, my  lord,  grant  me  the  royalty; 
Of  whom  there  is  such  great  necessity. 

Com,  Sen,  Tactus,  stand  aside;  you,  sirrah, 
Anamnestes,  tell  tlie  Senses  we  expect  their  ap- 
pearance. 
Anam.  At  your  lordship's  pleasure. 

lExit  Anamnestes. 

SCENE  VII. 

Cottifi7Nis  SiNSUs  Pbantastes,  Memorta, 
Heuresis,  Anamnestes,  upon  the  Bench  con- 
tutting  among  themtelves.  Visus,  Auditus^ 
Tactus,  Gustus,  and  Olfactus,  every  one 
with  hit  Shield  upon  hit  arm.  Lingua  and 
MsNDACio  with  them. 

Com,  Sen.  Though  you  deserve  no  small  pun- 
ishment for  these  uproars,  yet^  at  the  request  of 
these  my  assistants,  I  remit  it;  and  by  the  power 
2  F 
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of  judgment  our  gracious  sovereign  Psyche  hath 
given  me,  thus  I  determine  of  your  controversies : 
hum !  By  your  former  objects,  instruments,  and 
reasons,  I  conceive  the  state  of  Sense  to  be  di- 
vided into  two  parts,  one  of  commodity,  the  other 
of  necessity,  both  which  are  either  for  our  queen 
or  for  our  country;  but  as  the  soul  is  more  ex- 
cellent than  the  body,  so  are  the  Senses  that 
profit  the  soul  to  be  estimated  before  those  that 
are  needful  for  the  body.  Visus  and  Auditus, 
serve  yourselves.  Master  Register,  give  roe  the 
crown;  because  it  is  better  to  he  welt,  than  simply 
to  be ;  therefore  I  judge  the  crown  by  right  to 
belong  to  you  of  the  commodity's  part,  and  the 
robe  to  you  of  the  necessity's  side :  and  since  you, 
Visus,  are  the  author  of  invention,  and  you,  Au- 
ditus,  of  increase  and  addition  to  the  same,  seeing 
it  is  more  excellent  to  invent  than  to  augment ; 
I  establish  you,  Visus,  the  better  of  the  two,  and 
chief  of  all  the  rest;  in  token  whereof,  I  bestow 
upon  you  thb  crown,  to  wear  at  your  liberty. 

Vis,  I  most  humbly  thank  your  lordships. 

Com,  Sen,  But  lest  I  should  seem  to  neglect 
you,  Auditus,  I  here  chuse  you  to  be  the  lords' 
intelligencer  to  Psyche  her  majesty;  and  you, 
Olfactus,  we  bestow  upon  you  the  chief  priest- 
hood of  Microcosme,  perpetually  to  oflfer  incense 
in  her  majesty's  temple.  As  for  you,  Tactus, 
upon  your  reasons  alleged,  I  bestow  upon  you 
the  robe. 

Tac,  I  accept  it  most  gratefully  at  your  just 
hands,  and  will  wear  it  in  the  dear  remembrance 
of  your  good  lordship. 

Com,  Sen,  And  lastly,  Gustus,  we  elect  you 
Psyche's  only  taster,  and  great  puneyor  for  all 
her  dominions,  both  by  sea  and  land,  in  her  realm 
of  Microcosme. 

Gut,  We  thank  your  lordship,  and  rest  well 
content  with  equal  arbitrement. 

Com,  Sen,  Now  for  you.  Lingua. 

lAn.  I  beseech  your  honour  let  roe  speak ;  I 
will  neither  Uouble  the  company,  nor  ofiend  your 
patience. 

Com,  Sen,  I  cannot  stay  so  long;  we  have 
consulted  about  you,  and  find  your  cause  to  stand 
upon  these  terms  and  conditions.  The  number 
of  the  Senses  in  this  little  world  is  answerable  to 
the  first  bodies  in  the  great  world :  now,  since 
there  be  but  five  in  the  universe,  the  four  ele- 
ments and  the  pure  substance  of  the  heavens ; 
therefore  there  can  be  but  five  Senses  in  our 
Microcosme,  correspondent  to  those ;  as  the  sight 
to  the  heavens,  hearing  to  the  air,  touching  to  the 
earth,  smelling  to  the  fire,  tasting  to  the  water. 


by  which  five  means  only  the  understaiiding  is 
able  to  apprehend  the  knowledge  of  all  corporeal 
substances ;  wherefore  we  judge  you  to  be  no 
Sense  simply;  only  thus  much  we  from  hence- 
forth pronounce,  that  all  women  for  your  sake 
shall  have  six  Senses,  that  is,  seeing,  hearing 
tasting,  smelling,  touching,  and  the  last  and  femi- 
nine sense,  the  sense  of  speaking. 

Gut,  I  beseech  your  lordships  and  your  assis- 
tants, the  only  cause  of  onr  friendship,  to  grace 
nay  table  with  your  most  welcome  presence  this 
night  at  supper. 

Com,  Sen.  1  am'sorry  I  cannot  sta^  with  you ; 
you  know  we  may  by  no  means  omit  our  daily 
attendance  at  the  court,  therefore  I  pray  you 
pardon  as. 

Gnt.  I  hope  I  shall  not  have  the  denial  at  your 
hands,  my  masters,  and  you  vaj  ladv  Lingua; 
come,  let  us  drown  all  our  anger  in  a  bowl  of  ^ 
hippocras. 

[Exeunt  Sensus  Omnet  extenoret. 

Com.  Sen.  Come,  master  Register,  shall  we  walk  ? 

Mem,  I  pray  you  stay  a  little.  Let  me  see ! 
ha,  ha,  ha,  ha,  ha ! 

Fhan,  How  now,  Memory,  so  merry?  what, 
do  vou  trouble  yourself  with  two  palsies  at  ono^ 
shaking  and  laughing? 

Mem,  'Tis  a  stranee  thing  that  men  will  so 
confidently  oppose  tnemselves  against  Plato's 
great  year. 

Fhan,  Why  not? 

Mem,  Tis  as  true  an  opinion  as  need  be ;  for 
I  remember  it  vciy  readily  now,  that,  this  time 
49,000  years  ago,  all  we  were  in  this  very  place^ 
and  your  lordship  judged  the  very  same  contro- 
versy, after  the  very  same  manner,  in  all  respects 
and  circumstances  alike. 

Com,  Sen.  lis  wondrous  strange. 

Anam,  By  the  same  token  you  held  your  staff 
in  your  right  hand,  just  as  you  do  now ;  and  Mr 
Phantastes  stood  wondering  at  you,  gaping  as  wide 
as  you  see  him. 

Phan,  Ay,  but  I  did  not  give  you  a  box  on 
the  ear,  sirrah,  49,000  years  ago,  did  I  ?  [5^iy9.] 

Anam,  I  do  not  remember  that,  sir. 

Pkan,  This  time  Plato's  twelvemonth  to  come, 
look  you  save  your  cheeks  better. 

Com,  Sen.  But  what  entertainment  had  we  at 
court  for  our  long  staying  ? 

Mem,  Let's  go.  Til  tell  you  as  we  walk. 

Phan,  If  I  do  not  seem'^  praiiker  now  than 
I  did  in  those  days.  111  be  hanged. 

[Exeunt  Omnet  interiores  Seksus,  manei 
Lingua. 


*^  riippocrofSee  Note  2^  to  The  Honest  Whore,  Vol.  T.  p.  530. 
^*  PranA-er— i.  e.  finer,  more  gaudily  dressed,    8o,  In  IVilif  ieguUt 


htguUed : 


•  come  nune,  gather : 


A  crown  of  reset  shall  adorn  my  head, 
111  prank  myself  with  flowers  of  the  prime  ; 
And  thus  1*11  spend  away  my  primrose  time.*' 
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SCENE  VIIL 

LlKGUAy  MeNDACIO* 

Xm.  Why  this  is  good.    By  Common  Sense's 

meansy 
Lingua,  thou  hast  framed  a  perfect  comedy. 
They  are  all  ^pod  friends,  whom  thou  mad*st 

enemies; 
And  I  am  half  a  Sense :  a  sireet  piece  of  senrice 
I  promise  you !  a  fair  step  to  preferment ! 
Was  this  the  care  and  latK)ur  thou  hast  taken 
To  bring  thy  foes  together  to  a  bai^quet, 
To  lose  thy  crown,  and  be  deluded  thus ! 
Well^  now  I  see  my  cause  is  desperate, 
The  judgment's  past,  sentence  irrevocable, 
Therefore  FU  be  content  and  clap  my  hands, 
And  ^ve  a  Plaudite  tp  tlieir  proceedings. 
What,  shall  I  leave  my  hate  begun,  unperfect? 
So  foully  vanquished  by  the  spiteful  Senses  ? 
Shall  I,  the  ambassadress  of  Gods  and  men. 
That  puUed  froud  Phoebe  from  her  brightsome 

sphere. 
And  dark*d  Apollo's  countenance  with  a  word, 
Baising  at  pleasure  storms,  and  winds,  and  earth« 

quakes, 
Be  over-crowed,  and  breathe  without  revenge  ? 
Yet  they,  forsooth,  base  slaves,  must  be  preferred , 
And  deck  themselves  with  my  right  ornaments. 
Doth  the  all-knowing  Phoebus  see  this  shame 


Without  redress?  will  not  the  heavens  help  me? 
Then  shall  hell  do  it ;  my  enchanting  tongue 
Can  mount  the  skies,  and  in  a  moment  fsll 
From  the  pole  arctic  to  dark  Acheron, 
I'll  make  them  know  mine  anger  is  not  spent; 
Lingua  hath  powcf  to  hurt,  and  will  to  do  it.—- 
Mendacio,  come  hither  quickly,  sirrah« 

Men*  Madam. 

Lin,  Hark,  hither  in  thine  ear. 

Men,  Why  do  you  '*  whisht  thus  ?  here's  none 
to  hear  you. 

Lin.  I  dare  not  trust  these  secrets  to  the  earth, 
E'er  since  she  brought  forth  reeds,  whose  bab- 
bling noise 
Told  all  the  world  of  Midas'  asses  ears. 
[She  whiipert  him  in  the  ear,]    Dost  understand 
me? 

Men*  Ay,  ay,  ay, — never  fear  that — there's  a 
jest  indeed — 
Pish,  pish, — Madam — do  you  think  me  so  fool- 
ish?-. 
Tut,  tut,  doubt  not. 

lAn,  Tell  her,  if  she  do  not — 

Men,  Why  do  you  make  any  question  of  it? — 
what  a  stir  is  here — 
I  warrant  you— presently.        [Exit  Mendacio. 

Lin.  Well,  I'll  to  supper,  and  so  closely  cover 
The  rusty  canker  of  mine  iron  spite. 
With  golden  foil  of  goodly  semblances. 
But  if  I  do  pot  trounce  them [Exit  Lingua. 


ACT,  V. 


SCENE  L 

Mendacio,  with  a  Bottle  in  his  hand. 

Men.  My  lady  lingua  is  just  like  one  of  these 
lean-witted  comedians  who,  disturbing  all  to  die 
£fth  act,  bring  down  some  Mercury  or  Jupiter  in 
ao  en^ne,  to  make  all  friends  :  so  she,  but  in  a 
contrary  manner,  seeing  her  former  plots  dispur- 
posed,  sends  me  to  an  old  witch  called  Acrasia, 
to  help  to  wreck  her  spite  upon  the  Senses :  the 
old  hsLE,  after  many  an  encircled  circumstance, 
and  often  naming  of  the  direful  Hecate  and  De- 
mosorgon,  gives  me  this  bottle  of  wine,  mingled 
with  such  hellish  drugs  and  forcible  words,  that 
whosoever  drinks  of  it  shall  be  presently  posses- 
sed with  an  enraged  and  mad  kmd  of  an^r. 


SCENE  n. 

Mendacio,  Crapula,  Appetitus  crying. 

Men.  What's  this,  Crapula  beating  Appetitus 
out  of  doors?  ha! 

Cra,  You  filthy  long  crane,  you  meagre  slave, 
will  you  kill  our  guests  with  blowing  continual 
hunger  in  them?  the  Senses  have  overcharged 
their  stomachs  alreadjr,  and  you,  sirrah,  serve 
them  up  a  fresh  appetite  with  every  new  disli  t 
thev  had  burst  their  guts  if  thou  hadst  stayed  hue 
a  thought  longer.  Begone,  or  I'll  set  thee  away ; 
begone,  ye  gnaw-bone,  raw*bone  rascal. 

[Beats  him. 

Men.  Then  my  device  is  clean  spoiled.  Ap* 
petitus  should  have  been  as  the  bowl  to  present 


J  Ckast  Mayd  in  Cheaperide^  16S8,  p.  48 : 

*^  I  hope  to  see  thee  wench  within  these  few  yeeres 
Cirkled  with  children,  pranking  up  a  girle. 
And  putting  jewels  in  their  little  eares. 
Fine  iport  I  faith.", 

«5  F^AttA^-l.  e;  whisper,  or  become  silent.    As  in  Pierce  PeniUste  hu  SupplicaHtm  to  the  JH»ell^  1592, 
p.  15.    •♦  But  whist,  these  arc  the  works  of  darknesse,  and  may  not  be  talkt  of  in  the  day-tim*5." 
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this  medicine  to  the  Senses,  and  now  Craputa 
hath  beaten  him  out  of  doors;  what  shall  I  do  ? 

Cra.  Away,  sirrah.  [Beats  him. 

Appe.  Well,  Crapula,  well;  I  have  deserved 
better  at  your  hands  than  so ;  I  was  the  man  you 
know  firKt  brought  you  into  Gustus's  service;  I 
lined  your  guts  there,  and  you  use  me  thus  ?  but 
grease  a  fat  sow,  &c. 

Cra.  Dost  thou  talk  ?  hence,  hence ;  avaunt, 
cur;  a  vaunt,  YOU  dog!  Ffxit  Crapula. 

Appe^  The  belching  *^  goi^beliy  hath  well  nigh 
killed  me;  I  am  shut  out  of  doors  finely;  well, 
this  is  my  comfort,  1  may  walk  now  in  liberty  at 
my  own  pleasure. 

Men»  Appetitus,  Appetitus ! 

Appe.  Ah?  Mendacio,  Mendacio. 

Men.  Why,  how  now  man,  how  now?  how 
is^t  ?  canst  not  speak  ? 

Appe,  Faith,  J  am  like  a  bag-pipe,  that  never 
sounns  but  when  the  belly  is  full. 

Men,  Thou  empty,  and  com'st  from  a  feast  ? 

Appe.  From  a  fray.  I  tell  thee,  Mendacio,  I 
am  now  just  like  the  ewe  that  gave  suck  to  a 
wolfs  whelp ;  I  have  nursed  up  n^y  fellow  Cra- 
pula so  long,  that  he's  grown  stroi^  enough  to 
beat  mc. 

Men,  And  whither  wilt  thou  go,  now  thou  art 
banished  out  of  service  ? 

Appe.  Faith,  Fll  travel  to  some  college  or  other 
in  an  univer&jty. 

Afen.  Whyso? 

Appe,  Because  Appetitus  is  well-beloved  a- 
mongst  scholars ;  for  there  I  can  dine  and  sup 
with  them,  and  rise  again  as  good  friends  as  we 
sate  down.  1*11  thither  questionless. 

Men.  Hear'st  thou?  give  roe  thy  hand:  by 
thjs  hand  1  love  thee :  go  to  then ;  thou  sbalt  not 
forsake  thy  masters  thus,  I  say  thou  shalt  not. 

Appe,  Alas !  i  am  very  loth ;  but  how  should 
I  help  It? 

Men,  Why,  take  this  bottle  of  wine,  come  on; 
go  thy  ways  to  them  again. 

Appe,  Ha,  ha,  ha,  what  good  will  this  do  ? 

Men.  This  is  the  Nepenthe  that  reconciles  the 
Gods  I  do  but  let  the  Senses  taste  of  it,  and  fear 
not,  they^l  love  thee  as  well  as  ever  they  did. 

Appe,  I  pray  thee,  where  hadst  it  ? 

Men,  My  lady  gave  it  me  to  bring  her :  Mer^ 
cury  stole  it  from  Hebe  for  her:  thou  knowe^t 
there  were  some  jars  betwixt  her  and  thy  mas- 
ters, find  witli^this  drink  she  would  gladly  wash 
out  all  the  relicks  of  their  disagreement  Now, 
because  I  love  thee,  thou  shalt  have  the  grace  of 
presentingit  to  them,  and  so  come  in  favour  again. 

Appe.  It  smells  well,  I  would  fain  begin  to  them. 

Men.  Nay,  stay  no  longer,  lest  they  have  sup- 
ped before  thou  come. 


Appe,  Mendacio,  how  shall  I  requite  thy  in- 
finite courtesy  ? 

Men,  "StLj,  pray  thee  leave,  go  catch  occanon 
by  the  foretop :  but  hear*st  thou  ?  as  soon  as  it 
is  presented,  '^  round  my  lady  Lingua  in  the  ear, 
and  tell  her  of  it. 

Appe,  I  will,  1  will :  adieu,  adieu,  adieu. 

[Exit  Appetitus. 

SCENE  III. 
Mendacio  9olus, 

Men-  Why,  this  is  better  than  I  could  have 

wished  it ; 
Fortune,  I  think,  is  fallen  in  love  with  mc, 
Answering  so  right  mine  expectadon. 
By  this  time  Appetite  is  at  the  table, 
And  with  a  lowly  cringe  presents  the  wine 
To  his  old  master  Gustus :  now  he  takes  it, 
And  drinks  perchance  to  lingua ;  she  craftily 
Kisses  the  cup,  but  lets  not  down  a  drop. 
And  gives  it  to  the  rest :  'tis  sweft,  theyll  swal- 

Ic^w  it. 
But  when  'tis  once  descended  to  the  stomadi. 
And  sends  up  noisome  vapours  to  the  brain, 
Twill  make  them  swagger  gallantly ;  they'll  rage 
Most  strangely,  or  Acrasia*s  art  deceives  her; 
When  if  my  lady  stir  her  nimble  tongue, 
And  closely  sow  contentious  words  amongst  them, 
O  what  a  stabbing  there  will  be  \  what  bleeding  i 

SCENE  IV. 

Lingua,  Mendacio. 

Lin,  What  art  thou  there,  Mendacio  ?  pretty 
rascal ! 
Come  let  me  kiss  thee  for  thv  good  deserts. 
Me7t.  Madam,  does*t  take  r  have  t^ey  al^  tast- 
ed it? 
Lin,  All,  all,  and  all  are  well  nigh  mad  already : 
O  hpw  they  stare,  and  swear,  and  fume,  and 

brawl ! 
Wrath  give^  them  weapons;  pots  and  candlesticks. 
Joint-stools  and  trenchers,  fly  about  the  room, 
Like  to  the  bloody  banquet  of  the  centaurs. 
B.ut  all  the  sport  is  to  see  what  several  thoughts 
The  potion  works  in  their  imaginations. 
Fo^  Visui  thinks  himself a  ha,  ha,  ha,  ha,  ha, 

SCENE  V. 

Appetitus,  Mendacio,  Lingua; 

Appe,  Soho,  Mendacio  \  soho,  soho  ! 

Men,  Madam,  I  doubt  they  come ;  yonder  is 
Appetitus :  yoit  had  best  be  gone,  (est  in  their 
outrage  they  should  injure  you.   [Exit  Lingua.] 


^  Gor-belh^'u  e.  glutton  j  one  wbose  paunch  is  disteoded  by  food.  See  Note  on  King  Henry  IV •  IM . 

Pl.  V   p.  3Ui.  edit  1778.    8. 

?7  Bound  my  Uxdy  Lingua  in  the  ear^u  c.  whi?pcr.    See  Note  12  to  The  Spmish  Tragtdy^  Vol.  I.  p,  41  % 
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How  oowy  Hunger?  how  dost  thoo,  my  fine  maj- 
pole,  ha? 

Jppe.  1  mar  well  be  called  a  may-pole :  for  the 
Senses  do  nothing  but  dance  a  roornce  about  me. 

Men.  Why,  what  ails  them  ?  are  they  not,  as 
I  promised  thee,  friends  with  thee? 

'^ppc  Friends  with  me!  nay,  rattier  frenzy: 
I  never  knew  them  in  such  a  case,  in  all  my  life. 

Men,  Supe  they  drank  too  much,  and  are  mad 
for  love  of  thee. 

Jippe^  They  waqt  Common  Sense  amongst 
diem.  There's  such  a  hnrly  burly,  Auditus  is 
fitark  deaf,  and  wonders  why  men  speak  so  sofUy 
that  he  cannot  hear  them.  Visus  hath  drunk  him- 
self stark  blind,  and  therefore  ima^neth  himself 
to  be  Polyphemus:  Tactus  is  racing  nuul,  and 
cannot  be  otherwise  persuaded,  but  he  is  Her- 
oileBjfMrent ;  there's  such  conceits  amongst  them. 

SCENE  vr. 

VyuSy  Appetitus,  Mbvpacio. 

Vh.  O  that^'  I  could  but  find  the  villain 
Outis, 
Ootis  the  villain,  that  thus  blinded  me ! 

Men,  Who  is  this?  Visas? 

^/le.  Ay,  ay,  ay ;  otherwise  called  Polyphemus* 

Vie,  By  heaven's  bright  sun,  the  day's  most 
glorious  eve 
That  lightneth  all  the  world  but  Polypheme, 
And  by  mine  eve  4hat  once  was  answerable 
Unto  niat  sun,  but  now^s  extinguished— 

Men,  He  can  see  to  swear,  methinks. 

Vis.  If  I  but  once  lay  hands  upon  the  slave. 
That  thus  hath  robbed  me  of  my  dearest  jewel, 
ni  rend  the  miscreant  into  a  thousand  pieces, 
And  gnash  his  trembling  members  'twixt  my  teeth; 
Drinking  his  live-warm  blood  to  satisfy 
The  boilmg  thirst  of  pain  and  furiousness, 
That  thus  exasperates  great  Polypheme. 

Men.  Pray  thee,  Appetitus,  see  how  he  grasps 
lor  that  he  would  be  loth  to  find. 

Appe.  What's  that?  a  stumbling  block  ? 

Vis,  These  hands,  that  whilom  tore  up  sturdy 
oaks, 
And  rent  the  rock  that  dashed  out  Acis'  brains, 
Both  in  the  stole  bliss  of  my  Galatea, 
Serve  now,  O  misery !  to  no  better  use, 
But  for  bad  guides  to  my  unskilful  feet. 
Never  accustomed  thus  to  be  directed. 

Men.  As  I  am  a  rogue,  he  wants  nothing  but  a 
wheel  to  make  him  the  true  picture  of  Fortune ; 
how  sayest  ?  what,  shall  we  play  at  blind-man's- 
buff  with  him? 

Appe.  Ay,  if  thou  wilt,  but  first  FU  try  whether 
)ie  can  see  ? 

Vis,  Find  mc  out  Outis,  search  the  rocks  and 
woodsy 


The  hills  and  dales,  and  all  the  coasts  adjoining, 
That  I  may  have  him,  and  revenge  my  wrong. 
Appe.   Visas,  methinks  your  eyes  are  well 

enough. 
Vis.  What's  he  that  calls  me  Visus?  do'st  not 
know— — 
[They  run  about  hinty  playing  wiih  kim^  and 
abusing  hinu 
Jppe,  To  him,  Mendado,  to  him. 
MejL  There,  there,  Appetitus,  he  comes,  he 
comes ;  ware,  ware,  he  comes ;  ha,  ha,  ha,  ha, 
[Visus  stumbies^ falls  down^  and  sUs  stUL 

SCENE  VIL 

Mehoacio,  Appetitus,  Tactus  with  a  great 
Black  Jack  in  his  Hand, 

Men,  Is  this  he  that  thinks  himself  Hercules? 
Appe,  Ay,  wilt  see  me  out-swagger  him  ? 
Men,  Ay,  do,  do;  I  love  not  to  sport  with 
such  road  play-fellows:  tickle  him,  Appetitus; 
tiokle  him,  tickle  him.  [Exit  Mendacio. 

Tac.  Have  I  not  here  the  great  and  puissant 
club. 
Wherewith  I  conquered  three-chopped  Cerberus? 
Appe,  Have  I  not  here  the  sharp  and  warlike 
teeth. 
That  at  one  breakfast  quailed  thrice  three  hogs 
faces? 
Tac  And  are  not  these  Alcides'  brawny  arms, 
That  rent  the  lion's  jaws«  and  kill'd  the  boar? 

Appe.  And  is  not  this  the  stomach  that  defeated 
Nine  yards  of  pudding,  and  a  cank  of  pyes  ? 

Tac  Did  not  I  crop  the  seven-fold  hydra's  crest^ 
And  with  a  river  cleansed  Augeus's  stable? 
Appe,  Did  not  I  crush  a  seven-fold  custard's 
crust. 
And  with  my  tongue  swept  a  wcll-fumish'd  table? 
Tac  Did  not  these  feet  and  hands  o'ertake 
and  slay 
The  nimble  stag  and  fierce  impetuous  bull? 
Appe  Did  not  this  throat  at  one  good  meal 
devour 
That  stag's  sweet  venison,  and  that  strong  boll's 
beef? 
Tac  Shall  Hercules  be  thus  disparaged  ? 
Juno  !  you  pouting  quean,  yon  louring  trull. 
Take  heed  I  take  you  not;  for  by  Jove's  thunder 
I'll  be  reyenged. 

[Appetitus  draws  Visus  backward  from 
Tactus. 
Appe.  Why  Visus,  Visus^  will  you  be  kilfd? 
away,  away.  [Exit  Visua 

Tac,  Who  have  we  here?  see,  see  the  giant 
Cacus 
Draws  an  ox  backward  to  his  thievish  den. 
Hath  this  device  so  long  deluded  me? 
Monster  of  men,  Cacus,  restore  my  cattlcy 
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Or  imtantlj  IHI  crush  thy  idle  coicomb, 
And  dash  thy  doltish  brains  against  thy  cave. 

Appe,  Cacus !  1  Cacus  ?  ha,  ha,  ha«  Taotus,  yoa 
mistake  rne, 
I  am  yburt  to  command,  Appetitus. 

Tac.  Art  Appetitus?  ThuuVt  so ;  ran  quickly, 
villain ; 
Fetcli  a  nvhole  ox  to  satisfy  my  stomach. 

App^*  Fetch  an  ass  to  keep  you  company. 

Tac,  Then  down  to  hell,  tell  Pluto,  prince  of 
devils. 
That  great  Alcides  wants  a  kitchen  wench 
To  turn  his  spit.    Command  him  from  myself, 
To  send  up  Proserpine ;  shell  serve  the  turn. 

Jppe,  1  must  find  you  meat,  and  the  devil  find 
you  cooks ; 
Which  is  the  next  way  ? 

Tac.  Follow  the  beaten  path,  thou  canst  not 
miss  it. 
lis  a  wide  causey  that  condncteth  thither, 
An  easy  tract,  and  down  hill  all  the  way. 
But  if  the  black  prince  will  not  send  her  quickly, 
But  still  detain  her  for  his  bed-fellow, 
Tell  him  1*11  drag  him  from  his  iron  chair. 
By  the  steel  tresses,  and  then  sew  him  fast 
With  the  three  furies  in  a  leathern  bag, 
And  thus  will  drown  them  in  the  ocean. 

J  He  pours  the  Jack  of  Beer  upm  Appetitus. 
ppe.  You  had  better  keep  him  alive  to  light 
tobacco-pipes,  or  to  sweep  chimneys. 

Tac,  Art  thou  not  gone  ?  nay,  then  Til  send 
thy  soul 
Before  thee ;  'twijl  do  thy  message  sooner. 

[Beats  him. 
Jppe.  Hercules,  Hercules,  Hercules !  do  not 
you  hear  Orophale  ? 
Hark  how  she  calls  you,  hark  ! 

7>ic.  Tis  she  indeed,  I  know  her  sugared  voice. 
Omphale,  dear  commandress  of  my  life, 
My  thoughts'  repose,  sweet  centre  of  my  cares, 
Where  all  my  hopes  and  best  desires  take  rest ! 
Lo  \  where  the  mighty  son  of  Jupiter 
Throws  himself  captive  at  your  conquering  feet ; 
Do  not  disdain  my  voluntary  humbleness : 
Accept  my  service,  bless  me  with  commanding, 
I  will  perrorm  the  hardest  impontion, 
And  run  through  twelve  new  labours  for  thy  sake. 
Qmphale,  dear  commandress  of  mv  life ! 
Appe,  Do  you  not  see  how  she  beckons  to  you 
to  u>lIow  her  ? 
lock  how  she  holds  her  distaff,  look  ye  ? 

Tac,  Where  is  she  gone,  that  I  may  follow  her  ? 
pmphale.  stay,  stay,  take  thy  Hercules  ! 
Jppe,  There,  there,  man,  you  are  right. 

[Exit  Tactus. 

SCENE  vnr. 

Appetitus  solus. 

Jppe.  What  a  strange  temper  are  the  Senses  in  I 
Uow  come  tlieir  vrits  ttiUi  topsy-turvy  tum'd.^ 


I  Hercules  Tactus,  Visus  Polypheme, 
Two  goodly  surnames  have  they  purchased. 
Bv  the  rare  ambrosian  of  an  oyster  pye. 
They  have  got  such  proud  imaginations, 
That  I  could  wish  I  were  mad  for  company : 
But,  since  my  fortunes  cannot  stretch  so  high, 
ril  rest  contented  with  this  wise  estate. 

SCENE  DC. 

Appetitus,  Auditus  with  a  Candlestick. 

« 

Jppe.  What,  more  anger  ?  Auditus  got  abroad 
too? 

JudL  Take  this  abuse  at  base  Olfactus*  hands  f 
What,  did  he  challenge  me  to  meet  me  here, 
And  is  not  come  ?  well,  Fll  proclaim  the  slave. 
The  vilest  dastard  that  e'er  broke  his  word : 
But  stay,  vender's  Appetitus. 

Jppe,  I  pray  you,  Auditus,  what  ails  you  ? 

Judi,  Ha,  ha ! 

Jppe*  What  ails  you  ?  « 

Judi,  Ha !  what  say'st  thou  ? 

Jppe.  Who  hath  abused  you  thus  ? 

JudL  Why  dost  tbou  whisper  thus?  Canst  not 
speak  out  ? 

Jppe,  Save  me,  I  had  clean  forgotten ;  why  are 
you  so  angry,  Auditus? 

JudL  Bite  us  I  who  dare  bite  us? 

Jppe.  I  talk  of  no  biting;  I  say,  what's  the 
matter  between  Olfactus  and  ^ou  ? 

JudL  Will  Olfactus  bite  me?  do  if  he  dares; 
would  he  would  meet  me  here  according  to  his 

fromise !  Mine  ears  are  somewhat  thick  of  late ; 
pray  thee  speak-out  louder. 
Jppe,  Ha,  ha,  ha,  ha !  this  is  fine  iYaith :  ba, 
ha,  ha !  Hear  you,  have  you  lost  your  ears  at 
supper  ? 

JudL  Excellent  cheer  at  supper,  I  confess  it; 
But  when  'tis  sauced  with  sour  contentions, 
And  breeds  such  quarrels,  'tis  intolerable. 

Jppe,  Pish,  pish,  this  is  my  question ;  hath  your 
supper  qMil'd  your  hearins? 

JudL  Hearing  at  supper!  tell  not  me  of  hearing; 
But  if  thou  saw'st  Olfactus,  bring  me  to  him. 
Jppe,  1  ask  you  whether  you  have  lost  your 

hearing  ? 
JudL  O  dost  thoa  hear  them  ring?  what  % 
grief  is  this 
Thus  to  be  deaf,  and  lose  such  harmony  ? 
Wretched  Auditus,  now  shalt  thou  never  hear 
The  pleasing  changes  that  a  welUtuned  cord 
Of  trouling  bells  will  make,  when  they  are  tru^ 
rung. 
Jppe.  Here's  a  do  indeed !  I  tliink  he's  mad, 
as  well  as  drunk  or  deaf. 
JudL  Ha,  what's  that? 
Jppe.  I  say  ^ou  have  made  me  hoarse  with 

speaking  so  loud. 
JudL  Ha,  what  say'st  thou  of  a  creaking  crowd  ? 
Jppe.  I  am  hoarse,  I  tell  you,  and  my  head 
^chc8. 
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Audi.  Ob,  I  onderstand  tbee !  the  first  crowd  ^^ 
was  made  of  a  horee-head. 
'Tis  true,  the  finding  of  a  dead  horse-head 
Was  tlie  first  inyentiou  of  string  instruments, 
Whence  rose  the  gitteme,  yial,  and  the  lute ; 
Though  others  think  the  lute  was  first  devised, 
In  imitation  of  a  tortoise  back. 
Whose  sinewsy  parched  by  Apollo's  beams, 
Echo'd  about  the  concave  of  the  shell : 
And  seeing  the  shortest  and  smallest  gave  shrill- 
est sound. 
They  found  out  frets,  whose  sweet  diversity, 
Well  touched  by  the  skilful  learned  fingers, 
Raiseth  so  strange  a  multitude  of  chords. 
Which  their  opinion  many  do  confirm, 
Because  Testudo  signifies  a  lute. 
But  if  I  by  no  means— ^ 

Appe,  Nay,  if  you  begin  to  critic  once,  we  shall 

never  have  done. 
[Exit  Appetitus,  and  carries  away  Auditus 
perforce. 

SCENE  X. 

Ckapvla,  a  Fat'BelUedSlave^  Clothedin  a  Light 
Veil  of  Sarmety  a  Garland  (f  Vine-kaves  on 
his  Head,  &c.  Somnus  in  a  Mantle  of  Black 
Cobweb  Lawn  down  to  the  Foot,  over  a  Duih^ 
Coloured  Taffeta  Coaty  and  a  Crown  of  Pol- 
py-Topt  on  hit  Heady  a  Company  of  Darh-Co' 
loured  Silk  Scarfs  in  one  Handy  a  Mace  rfPop" 
pyinthe  other^  leaning  his  Head  upon  a  Pil*, 
law  on  Crapula's  Shoulders, 

Cra,  Somnns,  good  Somnns,  sweet  Somnus, 

come  apace ! 
Sam,  Hei  oh,  oh;  are  you  sure  they  be  so? 
oho,  oho,  oho;  hei,  waw  ! 
What  good  can  I  do  ?  ou,  hoh,  haw  ! 

Cra.  Why  I  tell  you,  unless  you  help 

[Souvvs  falls  down  and  Sleeps, 
Soft  son  of  night,  right  heir  to  quietness, 
labour's  repose,  life's  best  restorative, 
Digestion's  careful  nurse,  blood's  comforter, 
Wit's  help,  thought's  charm,  the  stay  of  Micro- 

cosme. 
Sweet  Somnns,  chiefest  enemy  to  care : 
My  dearest  friend,  lift  up  thy  lumpish  head. 
Ope  thy  dull  eyes,  shake  off  this  drowsiness, 
Rouse  up  thyself. 
Sam,  O  Crapula !  how  now,  hpw  now !  oh,  oh, 
how :  who's  there  ? 
Crapula,  speak  quickly,  what's  the  matter  ? 
Vra*  As  I  told  you,  the  noble  Senses^  peers  of 
Microcosmc, 
Will  elVsooD  fall  to  ruin  perpetual. 
Unless  your  ready  helping  hand  recure  them : 
Lately  tbey  banquetted  at  Gustus'  table. 
And  there  fell  mad,  or  drunk,  I  know  not  whether; 


So  that  it's  doubtful  in  these  outrageous  fit% 
That  they'll  murder  one  another. 

Som,  Fear  it  not; 
If  they  have  'scaped  already,  bring  me  to  tkem^ 
Or  them  to  me ;  I'll  quickly  make  them  know 
The  power  of  my  large-stretch'd  authority. 
These  cords  of  sleep,  wherewith  I  wont  to  bind 
The  strongest  arms  that  e'er  resisted  me. 
Shall  be  the  means,  whereby  I  will  correct 
The  Senses  outrage  and  distemperature; 

Cra,  Thanks,  gentle  Sonmus,  I'll  go  seek  them 
out. 
And  bring  them  to  yon  as  soon  as  possible. 

Som,  Dispatch  it  quickly.  Jest  I  fall  asleep,  for 
want  of  work. 

Cra.  Stand  still,  stand  still !  Visus,  I  think, 
comes  yonder. 
If  you  think  good,  begin  and  bind  him  first : 
For,  he  made  fas^  the  rest  will  soon  be  quiet 

[Exit  Crapula. 

SCENE  XI. 
Visus,  Somnus. 

Vis.  Sage  Telemus,  I  now  too  late  admire 
Thy  deep  foresight  and  skill  in  prophecy. 
Who  whilome  told'st  me,  that  in  time  to  como 
Ulysses  should  deprive  me  of  my  sight. 
And  now  the  slave  that  march'd  in  Outis'  name. 
Is  proved  Ulysses;  and  by  this  device 
Hath  'scaped  my  hands,  and  fled  away  by  sea^ 
Leaving  me  desolate  in  eternal  nisht. 
Ah,  wretched  Polypheme !  wberes  all  thy  hope^ 
And  longing  for  thy  beauteous  Galatea  ? 
She  scorn'd  thee  once,  but  now  she  will  detest 
And  loath  to  look  upon  thy  dark'ned  face : 
Ay  me  most  miserable  Poiyphemus ! 
But  as  for  Ulysses,  heaven  and  earth 
Send  vengeance  ever  on  thy  damned  head. 
In  just  revenge  of  my  great  injury. 

[SoMNus  hinds  him. 
Who  is  he  that  dares  to  touch  me  ?  Cyclops,  come. 
Come  all  ye  Cyclops,  help  to  rescue  me. 

[SoMNUS  charms  him,  he  Sleeps. 

Som.  There  rest  thyself,  and  let  a  quiet  sleep 
Restore  thy  weak  imaginations. 

SCENE  XIL 

LinouA,  Somnus,  Visus* 

Lin.  Ha,  ha,  ha !  oh  how  my  spleen  is  tickled 
will]  this  sport. 
The  madding  Senses  make  about  the  woods ! 
It  cheers  my  soul,  and  makes  my  body  fat. 
To  laugh  at  their  mischances;  ha,  ha,  ha,  ha! 
Heigh  ho,  the  stitch  hath  caught  me,  oh  my  heart ! 
Would  I  had  one  to  hold  my  sides  awhile, 


*^  The  first  crowd— See  nete  18  to  Alexander  and  CampaspCf  Vol.  I.  p.  140. 
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That  I  might  laugh  afresh :  Oh  4iow  they  run. 
And  chafe,  and  swear,  aud  threaten  one  another  ! 
[SoMNus  bindt  her. 
Ay  me,  out,  alas !  ay  me,  help,  help,  who's  this 

that  binds  me  ? 
Help,  Mendacio,  Mendacio,  help ;  here's  one  will 
ravish  me. 
Som.  Lingua,  content  yourself,  you  must  be 

bound. 

Lin,  What  a  spite's  this !  are  my  nails  pared 

so  near?  Can  I  not  scratch  his  eyes  out?  what 

have  I  done  ?  what !  do  you  mean  to  kill  me  ? 

murder,  murder^  murder !  [She  falls  asleep. 

SCENE  XIU. 

GuSTUS,  with  a  Voiding  Knife^^  in  his  Hand; 
SoMNUS,  Lingua,  Visus. 

Gut.  Who  cries  out  murder  ?  what,  a  woman 
slain ! 
My  Lady  Lingua  dead  ?  Oh,  heavens  unjust ! 
Can  you  behold  this  fact,  this  bloody  fact, 
And  shower  not  fire  upon  the  murderer  ? 
Ah  peerless  Lingua,  mistress  of  heavenly  words, 
Sweet  tongue  of  eloquence,  the  life  of  fame, 
Heart's  dear  enchantress  !  what  disaster,  fates ! 
Have  reft  this  jewel  from  our  commonwealth  ? 
Gustus,  the  ruby  that  adorns  the  ring, 
Lo  here  defect,  how  shalt  thou  lead  thy  days, 
Wanting  the  sweet  companion  of  thy  life. 
But  in  dark  sorrow  and  dull  melancholy  ? 
But  stay,  who's  this  ?  inhuman  wretch ! 
Blood-thirsty  miscreant !  is  this  thy  handy  work  ? 
T6  kill  a  woman,  a  harmless  lady  ? 
Villain,  prepare  thyself;  draw,  or  Fll  sheathe  my 

faulchion  in  thy  sides. 
There,  take  the  guerdon  ^°  fit  for  murderers. 

[Gustus  qffers  to  run  at  Somnus;  butf  being 
suddenly  charmed,  falU  asleep. 

Som.  Here's  such  a  stir !  I  never  knew  the  Senses 
in  such  disorder. 

Lin.  Ha,  ha,  ha;  Mendacio,  Mendacio!  see 
how  Visus  hath  broke  his  forehead  against  the 
oak  yonder,  ha,  ha,  ha ! 

Som*  How  now  ?  Is  not  Lingua  bound  suffici- 
ently ?  I  have  more  trouble  to  make  one  woman 
sleep,  than  all  the  world  besides,  they  are  so  full 
of  tattle. 

SCENE  XIV. 

SovNus,  Crapula,  Lingua,  Visus,  Gustus, 
AuDiTUS  puUing  Olfactus  by  the  Nose  ;  and 
Olfactus  wringing  Auditus  by  the  Ears. 

Audi.  Oh  mine  ears»  mine  ears,  mine  ears  ! 


Olf.  O  my  nos6,  my  nose,  my  nose ! 

C'ra.  Leave,  leave,  at  length,  these  base  con^ 
tentions ;  Olfactus,  let  him  go. 

Olf*  Let  him  first  loose  my  nose. 

Cra.  Good  Auditus,  give  over. 
*    Audi.  I'll  have  his  life  that  sought  to  kill  me. 

Som.  Come,  come,  I'll  end  this  quarrel ;  bind 
him,  Crapula.  V^^  ^^  *^  ^A* 

SCENE  XV. 

Tactus,  with  the  Robe  in  his  Handf  SoMMUSt 
Crapula,  Lingua,  Gustus^  Olfactus,  Vf- 
sus,  Auditus. 

Tac.  Thanks,  Dejanira,  for  thy  kind  remem- 
brance, 
Tis  a  fair  shirt,  I'll  wear  it  for  thy  sake. 

Cra,  Somnus,  here's  Tactus^  worse  than  dl  his 
fellows; 
Stay  but  a  while,  and  yon  shall  see  him  rage ! 

Som,  What  will  he  do  ?  see  that  he  escapes  va 
not 

Tac.  Tis  a  good  shirt,  it  fits  me  pasnng  well ; 
Tis  very  warm  indeed;  but  what's  the  matter? 
Methinks  I  am  somewhat  hotter  than  I  was^ 
My  heart  beats  faster  than  'twas  wont  to  d<^ 
My  brain's  enflamed,  my  temples  ache  extremely  ; 

oh,  oh ! 
Oh  what  a  wild-fire  creeps  among  my  bowels ! 
Etna's  within  my  breast,  my  marrow  fries, 
And  runs  about  my  boues;  oh  mj  sides !  oh  ray 

sides ! 
My  sides,  my  reins,  my  bead,  my  reins,  my  head ; 
My  heart,  my  heart,  my  liver,  rov  liver,  oh ! 
I  bum,  I  burn,  I  bum ;  oh  how  I  bum 
With  scorching  heat  of  implacable  fire ! 
I  burn  extreme  with  flames  unsufferable. 

Som.  Sure  he  doth  but  try  how  to  act  Hercules. 

Tac.  Is  it  this  shirt  that  boils  me  thus  I  oh 
heavens ! 
It  fires  me  worse,  and  beats  more  furiously 
Than  Juve's  dire  thunderbolts !  oh  miserable  ! 
They  bide  less  pain  that  bathe  in  Phlegeton  I 
Could  not  the  triple  kingdom  of  the  world, 
Heaven,  earth,  and  hell,  destroy  great  Hercules? 
Could  not  the  damned  sprights  of  hateful  Juno, 
Nor  the  great  dangers  of  my  labours,  kill  me  f 
Am  I  the  mighty  son  of  Jupiter, 
And  shall  this  poison'd  linen  thus  consume  me  ? 
Shall  I  be  burut  f  Villains,  fly  up  to  heaven. 
Bid  Iris  muster  up  a  troop  or  clouds. 
And  shower  down  cataracts  of  rain  to  cool  me  ; 
Or  else  V\\  break  her  speckled  bow  ia  pieces. 
Will  she  not  ?  no,  she  hates  me  like  her  mistress.. 


^9  Voiding  knife.— \  voiding  knife  was  a  long  one  used  by  our  indelicate  ancestors  to  sweep  hooct, 
&c.  from  the  table  into  the  voider ^  or  basker,  in  which  broken  meat  was  carried  from  the  table*    8. 
^^  Gtt«rdo«— St©  ^otc  46  to  The  Spmisk  Tragcdyy  Vol.  I.  p.  479. 
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Wfaj  then  descend,  you  rogues,  to  the  ?ile  deep, 
Fetch  Neptune  hither,  charge  him  bring  the  sea 
To  quench  these  flanies,  or  else  the  world's  fair 

frame 
Will  be  in  greater  danger  to  be  bnmt, 
Than  when  proud  Phaeton  ruled  the  sun's  rich 
chariot 
Soiii.  ru  take  that  care  the  world  shall  not  be 
burnt, 
If  Somnus^  cords  can  hold  yon.  [Sommus  binds  km. 
Toe,  What  Vulcan's  this  that  offers  to  enchain 
A  greater  soldier  than  the  God  of  War  ? 

Som.  He  that  each  night,  with  bloodless  battle, 
conquers 
Hie  proudest  conqueror  that  triumphs  by  wars. 
Crtu  Now,  Somnus,  there's  but  only  one  re- 
maining, 
That  was  the  aumor  of  these  outrages. 

Som,  Who's  that?  is  he  under  my  command? 
Cra.  Yes,  yes,  yes,  'tis  Appetitus;  if  you  go 
that  way,  and  look  about  those  thickets,  ill  go 
hither,  and  search  this  grove,  1  doubt  not  but  to 
find  him. 

Sam,  Content. 

[Exeunt  Somnus  and  Crapula. 

SCENE  XVI. 

Appetitus  Ibascibilis,  with  a  WiUow  %n  hit 
Handy  pulied  up  by  the  Roots,  Somnus,  Cba- 
PULA.     I7te  Senses  all  asleep^ 

Appe*  So  now's  the  time  that  I  would  gladly 
meet 
These  madding  senses  that  abused  me  thus ; 
What !  haunt  me  like  an  owl  ?  make  an  ass  of  me  ? 
No,  they  shall  know  I  scorn  to  serve  such  masters. 
As  cannot  master  their  affections. 
Their  iniuries  have  chanted  my  nature ; 
Now  111  be  no  more  caU'd  hungry  parasite. 
But  henceforth  answer  to  the  wrathful  name 
Of  angry  Appetite.    My  choler's  up ; 
Zephyrus,  cool  me  quickly  with  thy  fan, 
Or  else  I'll  cut  thy  cheeks :  why  this  is  brave. 
Far  better  than  to  fan  at  Oustus'  table 
For  a  few  scraps ;  no,  no :  such  words  as  these— 
By  Pluto  stab  the  villain,  kill  the  slave : 
By  the  infernal  hags,  I'll  hough  the  rogue,'' 
And  paunch  the  nucal  that  abused  me  thus ; 
Such  words  as  these  fit  angry  Appetite. 


Enter  Cbapula. 

Cra*  Somnus,  Somnus,  come  hither^  come  hi-, 
ther  quiddy,  he's  here,  he's  here. 

Appe.  Ay  marry  is  he,  sirrah,  what  of  that  base 
miscreant,  Crapula  ? 
Cra,  O  gentJe  Appetitus ! 
Anpe,  You  muddy  gulch,  '^  darest  look  me  in 
the  race,  while  mine  eyes  sparkle  with  revengeful 
fire  ?  [Beats  him. 

Cra.  Good  Appetitus. 
Appe,  Peace,  you  fat  bawson,''  peace, 
Seest  not  this  fatal  engine  of  my  wrath  ? 
Villain,  I'll  maul  thee  for  thine  old  offences. 
And  grind  thy  bones  to  powder  with  this  pestle : 
You,  when  I  had  no  weapons  to  defend  me, 
Could  beat  me  out  of  doors ;  but  now  prepare, 
Make  thyself  ready,  for  thou  shalt  not  'scape. 
Thus  doth  the  great  revengeful  Appetite, 
Upon  his  fat  foe  wreck  his  wrathful  spite. 
[Appetitus  heaveth  up  his  Club  to  brain  Cra- 
pula; but  Somnus  in  the  mean  time  catchy 
eth  him  behind,  and  binds  him* 
Sam,  Why,  how  now,  Crapula? 
Cra*  Am  I  not  dead  ?  is  not  my  soul  departed  ? 
Som,  No,  no,  see  where  he  lies  that  would  have 
hurt  thee  ?  fear  nothing. 

[Somnus  lays  the  Senses  all  in  a  Circle,  Feet 
to  Feet,  and  wafts  his  Wand  over  them. 
So  rest  YOU  all  in  silent  quietness ; 
Let  nothing  wake  you  till  the  power  of  sleep. 
With  his  s^^eet  dew,  cooling  your  brains  enflamed, 
Hath  rectified  the  vain  and  idle  thoughts. 
Bred  by  your  surfeit  and  distemperature : 
Lo,  here  the  Senses,  late  outrageous. 
All  in  a  round  together  sleep  like  friends ; 
For  there's  no  difference  'twixt  the  king  and  clown. 
The  poor  and  rich,  the  beauteous  and  deform'd, 
Wrapt  in  the  veil  of  night,  and  bonds  of  sleep  ;j 
Without  whose  power,  and  sweet  dominion. 
Our  life  were  hell,  and  pleasure  painfulness. 
The  sting  of  envy,  and  the  dart  of  love, 
Avarice*  talons,  and  the  fire  of  hate, 
Would  poison,  wound,  distract,  and  soon  consume 
The  heart,  the  liver,  life,  and  mind  of  man; 
The  sturdy  mower,  that  with  brawny  arms 
Wieldeth  the  crooked  scythe,  in  many  a  swath. 
Cutting  the  flowery  pride  on  the  velvet  plain. 
Lies  down  at  night,  and  in  the  w^y  folds 
Of  his  wife's  arms  forgets  his  labour  past. 


'<  ru  hough  the  ro^«— i.  e.  hamstring  him.    S. 

^  Chilch—FooL  **  Gralcbin,  q.  d.  a  Oulckin^  L  e.  parvus  Gale,  kin  enim  minuit.  Alladit,  It.  Guuio, 
StaltOB,  hoc  aotem  procul  dubio  a  Teat  Oeck,  Stultos  ortmn  docit."— Skinnbr.  Morio  explahis  Ouceio,  a 
goll,  a  sot,  a  nhioie,  a  meacock.  Ben  Jonson  uses  the  word  in  Tfu  Poetaster,  A.  S.  S.  4.  "  Come,  we 
must  have  you  torn  fiddler  again,  slave,  get  a  base  violio  at  your  biM^k,  and  march  in  a  tawny  coat,  with 
ope  sleeve,  to  goose-fair  {  then  youH  Imow  us,  yonll  see  us  then,  you  will,  gukh,  you  will.*' 

93  Bowton— fiowstn,  io  some  coaoties,  signifies  a  badger.  I  think  I  have  beard  the  vulgar  Irish  use  it 
10  express  buikiness.  Mr  Chatterton,  in  the  poems  of  the  Pseudo  Rowley,  has  it  more  than  once  in  this 
sense.    As  Baweyn  olyphantes^u  e.  bulky  elephants,    S. 
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The  punful  mariner,  and  careful  smiA, 
Tbe  toiling  plowman,  all  artificers, 
Most  humbly  yield  to  my  dominion ; 
Without  due  rest  nothing  is  durable. 
Lo,  thus  doth  Somnus  conquer  all  the  world 
With  his  most  awful  wand,  and  half  the  year 
Reigns  o*er  the  best  and  proudest  emperors. 
Only  the  nurslings  of  the  Sisters  nine 
Rebel  against  me,  scorn  my  great  command ; 
And  when  dark  night  from  her  bedcwy  wings, 
Drops  sleepy  silence  to  the  eyes  of  all, 
They  only  wake,  and  with  unwearied  toil. 
Labour  to  £nd  the  Via  Lactea, 

I  bat  leads  to  the  heaven  of  immortality ; 
nd  by  the  lofty  towering  of  their  minds, 
Fleflged  with  the  feathers  of  a  learned  muse, 
They  raise  themselves  upto  the  highest  pitch, 
Marrying  base  earth  and  heaven  in  a  thought. 
But  thus  I  punish  their  rebellion. 
Their  industry  was  never  yet  rewarded ; 
Better  to  sleep,  than  wake  and  toil  for  nothing. 
[Exeunt  Somnus  and  Crapula. 

SCENE  XVII. 

The  Jive  Sentet,  Lingua,  Appetitus,  all  asleep, 
ftnd  dreamingf^H AVTASTESy  Heuresis. 

Audi.  So  ho,  I(^)ckwood ;  so,  ho,  Rockwood ; 
Rockwood,  your  or^an :  hey.  Chanter,  Chanter ; 
by  Acteon's  head -tire  it's  a  very  deep-mouthed 
dog,  a  most  admirable  cry  of  hounds ;  look  here, 
again,  again>  there,  there,  there,  ah  '*  ware  coun- 
ter. 

Vh.  Do  you  see  the  full  moon  yonder,  and 
not  the  man  in  it  ?  why,  methinks  'tis  too,  too 
evident,  I  see  his  dog  very  plain,  and,  look  you, 
just  under  his  tail  is  a  thorn-bush  of  furs. 

Gut.  ^m\\  make  a  £ne  tooth-pick,  that  lark's 
heel  thereto  do  not  bum  it. 

F/^n.  Boy,  Heuresis,  what  thinkst  thou  I  think 
when  I  think  nothing? 

Heu,  And  it  please  you,  sir,  I  think  you  are  de- 
vising how  to  answer  a  man  that  asks  you  no- 
thing. 

Pkan,  Well  guesaed,  boy ;  but  yet  thou  mis- 
took'st  it ;  for  I  was  thinking  of  the'  constancy  of 
woipen.  [Appetitus  snoret  aloud.]  Beware,  sii^ 
rah,  Uke  heed ;  I  doubt  me  there's  8om<s  wild 
boar  lodged  hereabout:  how  now?  methinks 
these  be  the  Senses ;  ha  ?  in  my  conceit  the  elder 
brother  of  death  has  kissed  them. 


Tttc.  Oh,  oh,  oh,  I  am  stabb'd,  I  am  stabb'd ! 
hold  your  hand,  oh,  ob,  oh ! 

Pkan.  How,  now  ?  do  they  talk  io  their  sleep  ? 
are  they  not  awake,  Heuresis  ? 
Ueu.  No,  questionless  they  be  all  fast  asleep. 
Gus.  Eat  not  too  many  of  those  apples,  thejr 
bo  very  flative. 

O^  Foh,  beat  ont  this  dog  here;  fob,  was  it 
you,  Appetitus  ? 

Audi.  In  faith  it  was  most  sweetly  winded, 
whosoever  it  was ;  the  warble  is  very  good,  and 
the  horn  is  excellent 

Tac,  Put  on,  man,  put  on;  keep  your  head 
warm,  'tis  cold. 

Phan.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  ha !  st'  Heuresis,  stir  not, 
sirrah. 

Appe.  Shut  the  door,  the  pot  runs  over,  urrah ; 
Cook,  that  will  be  a  sweet  pasty,  if  you  nibble 
the  venison  so. 

Out.  Say  you  so  ?  is  a  marrow-pie  the  Helena 
of  meats?  giv€  me't;  if  I  play . not  Paris^  hang 
me.    Boy,  a  clean  trencher. 

Appe.  Serve  up,  serve  up ;  this  is  a  fat  rabbity 
would  1  might  have  the  maiden-head  of  it ;  come, 
give  me  the  fish  there ;  who  hath  meddled  with 
these  maids,  ha  ? 

Olf.  Fie,  shut  yoqr  snuffers  closer  for  shame ; 
'tis  the  worst  smell  that  can  be. 

Tac.  O  the  cramp,  the  cramp,  the  cramp,  my 
leg,  my  leg! 

Ling,  I  must  abroad  presently,  reach  me  my 
best  necklace  presently. 
Pkan,  Ah,  Lingua,  are  you  there  ? 
Audi  Here  take  this  rope,  and  I'll  help  the 
leader  close  with  the  second  bell :  fie,  fie,  there's 
a  goodly  peal  clean  spoiled. 

Vis.  rii  lay  my  life  that  gentlewoman  is  paint- 
ed :  well,  well,  J  know  it;  mark  but  her  nose : 
do  you  not  see  the  complexion  crack  out  ?  I  must 
confess  'tis  a  good  picture. 

Tac  Ha,  ha,  ha !  fie,  I  pray  yon  leave,  yoa 
tickle  me  so :  oh,  ha,  ha,  ha !  take  away  your 
hands,  I  cannot  endure ;  ah,  you  tickle  me,  ah, 
ha,  ha,  ha,  ah ! 

Fis.  Hai,  rett,  rett,  rett,  now  bird,  now, — ^look 
about  that  bush,  she  trust't  her  thereabout,-.here 
she  is,  ware  wing  cater,  ware  wing,  avaunt. 
Lin4  Mum,  mum,  mum,  mum. 
Phan,  'St,  sirrah,  take  heed  you  wake  ber  not. 
Heu.  I  know,  sir,  she  is  fast  asleep,  for  her 
mouth  is  shut. 


9^  Wart  emmter. — Cmmler  h  a  term  belonging  to  the  chase.  Turberville,  in  his  Book  of  Hunting ,  1675, 
p.  94S,  says,  *'  When  a  honnde  baoteth  backwardes  tbe  same  way  that  tbe  chase  is  come,  then  we  say 
he  buotetb  counter.  And  if  he  bunt  any  other  chase  than  that  which  he  first  undertoo|(e,  we  say  he  hunt* 
fth  change,*^ 

So,  in  Hamlety  A.  4.  S.  5 : 

''  How  cheerfully  on  the  false  trail  they  cry  f 
O,  this  is  counter,  you  false  Danish  dogs.*^ 


Sec  Dr  Johnson^s  Note  on  this  passage. 
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Lin.  This  'tis  to  Tentare  upon  such  ancertain- 
ties,  to  loee  so  rich  a  crown  to  no  end !  well, 
well. 

PhoH,  Ha,  ha,  ha !  we  shall  bear  anon  where 
she  lost  her  maiden*head :  'st,  boj,  mj  lord  Vice- 
gerent and  master  Register  are  hard  by,  run 
qoickly;  tell  them  of  Uiis  accident,  wish  them 
come  softlj.  [Exit  Heuresis. 

Lin.  Mendacio,  never  talk  farther,  I  doubt  'tis 
past  recovery ;  and  my  robe  likewise,  I  shall  ne- 
ver have  them  again !  well,  well. 

Phan.  How?  her  crown  and  her  robe,  never 
recover  them  ?  hum,  was  it  not  said  to  be  left  by 
Mercnry?  ba!  I  conjecture  here's  soine  knave- 
ry,—fast  locked  with  sleep,  in  good  faith.  Was 
that  crown  and  garment  vours,  linffua  ? 

Xin.  Ay  marry  were  they,  and  that  somebody 
hath  felt,  and  shall  feel  more,  if  I  live. 

Phan^  O  strange,  she  answers  in  her  sleep  to 
my  question !  but  how  come  the  Senses  to  strive 
for  it? 

Lin.  Why,  I  laid  it  on  purpose  in  their  way, 
that  they  might  fall  together  by  the  ears. 

Pkan,  Wuit  a  strange  thing  is  this ! 

SCENE  xvni. 

Tke  SenteSf  Appetitus  and  Lingua  asleep. — 

PHAKTA8TE8,  COMMUNIS  SeNSUS,  MeMORIA, 
AlTAMNESTES. 

Phan.  Hush,  my  lord,  softly,  softly ;  here's  the 
jiotablest  piece  of  treason  discovered ;  how  say 
you  ?  JJoffUL  set  all  the  Senses  at  odds,  she  hath 
confessed  it  to  me  in  her  sleep. 

Ccm.Stn.  Is't  possible,  master  Register?  did 
yon  ever  know  any  talk  in  their  sleep  ? 

Mem.  I  remember,  my  lord,  many  have  done 
90  very  oft;  but  women  are  troubled  especially 
with  this  talking  disease ;  many  of  them  have  I 
heard  answer  in  their  dreams,  and  tell  what  they 
did  ail  day  awake. 

Anam.  By  the  same  token,  there  was  a  wan- 
ton maid,  that,  being  asked  by  her  mother,  what 
such  a  one  did  with  her  so  late  one  night  in  such 
a  room,  she  presently  said,  that — 

Menu  Peace,  you  vile  rake-bell,  is  such  a  jest 
£t  /or  this  company  ?  no  more  I  say,  sirrah. 

Phan.  My  lon^  vrill  you  believe  your  own 
ears  ?  yon  shall  hear  her  answer  me  as  directly 
and  truly  as  may  be.  Lingua,  what  did  you  with 
the  crown  and  garments  ? 

lAn.  I'll  tell  thee,  Mendacio. 

Phan.  She  thinks  Mendacio  speaks  to  her; 
mark  now,  mark  how  truly  she  will  answer :  what 
•ay  you,  madam  ? 


Xtn.  I  say,  Phantastes  is  a  fo<»lish  transparent 
gull;  a  mere  fanatic  ^'nupson,  in  my  imagina- 
tion not  worthy  to  sit  as  a  judge's  assistant. 

Com,  Sen.  Ha,  ha,  ha !  how  truly  and  directly 
she  answers. 

Phan.  Faw,  faw,  she  dreams  now,  she  knows 
not  what  she  says.  Ill  try  her  once  again :  ma- 
dam I  what  remedy  can  you  have  for  your  great 
losses? 

Xifi.  O,  are  you  come,  Acrasia  ?  welcome,  wel- 
come ;  boy,  reach  a  cushion,  sit  down,  goud  Acra- 
sia:  I  am  so  beholdhig  to  you, your  potiou  wrought 
exceedingly ;  the  Senses  were  so  mad,  did  not  you 
see  how  they  raged  about  the  woods  ? 

Com.  Sen,  Hum,  Acrasia !  is  Acrasia  her  con- 
federate ?  my  life,  that  witch  hath  wrought  some 
villainy— [Lingua  riseth  in  her  s/eep,  and  walk* 
eM.J-T*How's  this?  is  she  asleep?  have  you  seen 
one  walk  thus  before  I 

Mem.  It  is  a  very  common  thing,  I  have  seen 
many  sick  of  the  peripatetic  disease. 

Anam.  By  the  same  token,  my  lord,  I  knew  one 
that  went  abroad  in  his  sleep,  bent  his  bow,  shot 
at  a  magpie,  killed  her,  fetched  his  arrow,  came 
home,  locked  the  doors,  and  went  to-bed  again. 

Com.  Sen.  What  should  be  the  reason  of  it  ? 

Mem.  I  remember  Scaliger  told  me  the  rea- 
son once,  as  I  think  thus :  the  nerves  that  carry 
the  moving  faculty  from  the  brains  to  the  thishs, 
legs,  feet,  and  arms,  are  wider  far  than  the  other 
nerves ;  wherefore  they  are  not  so  easily  stopt 
with  the  vapours  of  sleep,  but  are  night  and  day 
ready  to  perform  what  fancy  shall  command 
them* 

Com.  Sen.  It  may  be  so ;  but,  Phantastes,  en- 
quire more  of  Acrasia. 

Phan.  What  did  you  with  the  potion  Acrasia 
made  you  ? 

Lin*  Gave  it  to  the  Senses,  and  made  them  as 
mad  as — well,  if  1  cannot  recover  it — let  it  go ; 
I'll  not  leave  them  thus.    [She  lies  down  again. 

Com,  Sen.  Boy,  awake  tlic  Senses  there. 

Anam.  Ho,  ho,  Auditus,  up,  up ;  so,  ho :  01- 
factus,  have  at  your  nose ;  up  Visus,  Gustus,Tac- 
tns,  up :  what,  can  you  not  feel  a  pinch  ?  have  at 
you  with  a  pin. 

Tac.  Oh,  you  stab  me^  oh  ] 

Com.  Sen.  Tactus,  know  you  how  you  came  hi- 
ther? 

Tac.  No,  my  lord,  not  I ;  this  I  remember, 
We  supp'd  with  Gustus,  and  had  wine  good  htore. 
Whereof  I  think  I  tasted  liberally. 
Amongst  the  rest,  we  drunk  a  composition 
Of  a  most  delicate  and  pleasant  relish. 
That  made  our  brains  somewhat  irregular. 


fs  ZVujpf  <m.-*See  Note  3)2,  p.  S06. 
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SCENE  XIX. 

The  Senses  awaken  Lingua  asleep,  Communis 
Sensus,  Memory,  Phantastes,  Anamnes- 
T£Sy  Heuresis  drawing  Crapula; 

Heu.  My  lord,  here's  a  fat  rascal  was  lurking 
in  a  bush  very  suspiciously ;  his  name  he  says  is 
Crapula. 

Com.  Sen.  Sirrah,  speak  quickly  what  you  know 
of  these  troubles. 

Cra.  Nothing,  my  'lord,  but  that  the  Senses 
were  mad,  and  that  Somnus,  at  my  request,  laid 
them  asleep,  in  hope  to  recover  tbem. 

Com.  Sen.  Why  then  'tis  too  evident,  Acrasia, 
at  Lingua's  request,  bewitched  the  Senses ;  wake 
her  quickly,  Heuresis. 

Ldn.  Heigh  ho,  out,  alas,  aye  me,  where  am  I  ? 
how  came  I  here  ?  where  am  I  ?  ah; 

Com.  Sen,  Lingua,  look  not  so  strangely  upon 
the  matter;  you  have  confessed  in  your  sleep, 
that  with  a  crown  and  a  robe  you  have  disturbed 
the  Senses,  using  a  crafty  help  to  enrage  them ; 
can  you  deny  it  ? 

Lin.  Ay  me,  most  miserable  wretch?  I  be- 
seech your  lordship  forgive  me. 

Com.  Sen,  No,  no,  'tis  a  fault  unpardonable.— > 
[He  consults  with  Memory. 

Phan.  In  mv  conceit,  Lingua,  you  should  seal 
up  your  lips  when  you  go  to-hed,  these  feminine 
tongues  be  so  glib. 

Com.  Sen.  Visus,  Tactus,  and  the  rest,  our  for- 
mer sentence  concerning  you,  we  confirm  as  irre- 
vocable, and  establish  the  crown  to  you  Visus, 
and  tlie  robe  to  you  Tactus;  but  as  for  you,  Lin- 
gua— 

Lin.  Let  me  have  mine  own,  howsoever  you 
determine,  I  beseech  you. 

Com.  Sen.  That  may  not  be ;  your  goods  are 
fallen  into  our  hands;  my  sentence  cannot  be  re- 
called ;  you  may  see,  those  that  seek  what  is  not 
theirs,  oftentimes  lose  what's  their  own  :  there- 
fore. Lingua,  granting  you  your  life,  I  commit 
you  to  close  prison  in  Gustus's  house,  and  charge 
you,  Gustus,  to  keep  her  under  the  custody  of 
two  strong  doors,  and  every  day  till  she  come  to 
eiehty  years  of  age  see  she  be  well  guarded  with 
thirty  tall  watchmen,  without  whose  licence  she 
shall  bv  no  means  wag  abroad ;  nevertheless,  use 
her  lady-like,  according  to  her  estate. 

Phan.  I  pray  you^  my  lord,  add  this  to  the  judge- 


ment ;  that  whensoever  she  obtaineth  licence  to 
walk  abroad,  in  token  the  tongue  was  the  cause 
of  her  ofienoe,  let  her  wear  a  velvet  hood,  made 
just  in  the  fashion  of  a  great  tongue ;  in  my  con- 
ceit 'ds  a  very  pretty  emblem  of  a  woman. 

Tac.  My  lord,  she  hath  a  wild  boy  to  her  paee^ 
a  chief  agent  in  this  treason^  his  name's  Menda> 
do. 

Com.  Sen.  Ha !  well,  I  will  inflict  this  ponisb- 
ment  on  him  for  this  time ;  let  him  be  soundly 
whipt,  and  ever  af^,  though  he  shall  strengthen 
his  speeches  with  the  sinews  of  truth,  yet  none 
shall  believe  him. 

Phan.  In  my  imagination,  my  lord,  die  day  is 
dead  to  the  great  toe,  and  in  my  conceit  it  grows 
dark,  by  which  I  conjecture  it  will  be  cold,  and 
therefore,  in  my  fancy  and  opinion,  'tis  best  to  re- 
pair to  our  lodgings. 

[&eHnt  onmesj  pntter  Anamnestes 
and  Appetitu?. 

SCENE  XX. 

Anamnestes,  Appetitus  asleep  in  a  comer. 

Anam,  What's  this?  a  fellow  whispering  so 
closely  with  the  earth?  so,  ho,  so, ho,  Appetitus? 
faith  now  I  think  Morpheas  himself  hath  been 
here;  up  with  a  pox  to  you,  up  you  ^lusk;  I 
have  such  news  to  tell  thee,  sirrah :  all  the  Sen* 
ses  are  well,  and  Dngua  is  proved  guilty :  up,  up^ 
up ;  I  never  knew  him  so  rest  asleep  in  my  life. 
[Appetitus  snoris.]  Nay,  then,  have  at  vou 
afresh.  [Jogs  km. 

Appe.  Jog  me  o^  again,  and  111  throw  this 
whole  mess  of  pottage  in  your  face ;  cannot  one 
stand  quiet  at  the  dres^r  for  you? 

Anam.  Ha,  ha,  ha !  I  think  'ds  imposnble  for 
him  to  sleep  longer  than  lie  dreams  of  his  vic- 
tuals. What,  Appedtus,  up  quickly,  quidcly  up, 
Appedtus;  quickly,  sirrah.  [Jogs  him. 

Appe.  111  come  presently,  but  I  hope  you'll 
stay  till  they  be  roasted ;  will  you  eat  them  raw  ? 

Anam.  Roasted  ?  ha,  ha,  ha^  ha !  up,  up,  up^ 
away. 

Appe.  Reach  the  sauce  quickly ;  here's  no  su- 
gar, whaw,  whaw,  oh,  ou,  oh ! 

Anam.  What,  never  wake  ?  [Jogs  him.]  wilt  ne- 
ver be? 
Then  I  must  try  another  way,  I  see: 

[Exeunt. 


^  Luik-^huk  is  idU,  laty,  sM^uL    Minahieu  derives  it  from  the  Fr.  Lasche,  desidlotis. 
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EPILOGUE. 

Judicious  friends,  it  is  so  late  at  nigbt^ 
I  cannot  waken  hungry  Appetite : 
Then  since  the  close  upon  Lis  rising  stands. 
Let  me  obtain  this  at  your  courteous  hands^ 
Try  if  the  friendly  opportunity 
Of  your  good-will  ana  gracious  plaudite. 
With  the  thrice  welcome  murmur  it  shall  keep. 
Can  beg  thb  prisoner  from  the  bands  of  sleep. 

Plaudite. 
[Upon  the  Plaudite,  Appetitus  amakeif  and  runt 
in  after  Anamnestes. 
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MERRY  DEVIL  OF  EDMONTON. 


One  Kirhndfif  a  booJuellerf  who,  in  the  hut  century,  made  diligent  enquiry  after  oldplaaf$,  haikf 
won  what  authority  I  am  unable  to  toy,  ascribed  this  pUn/  to  Shakespeare,  if  a  judgment  mtuf  be 
jermed  tf  the  author  from  the  internal  evidence,  it  certmnfy  will  not  be  assigned  to  our  great  drt^ 
matic  nard,  being  in  every  respect  very  unworthy  his  genius.  There  are,  haofever,  many  other  ctr- 
cumstancesfrom  which  it  may  be  collected,  that  some  other  tvriter  must  take  the  merit  or  dishonour 
of  the  performance*  Coxeter, '  says,  that^  in  an  old  MS.  qf  this  play,  he  had  seen  it  assigned  to 
liiehael  Drayton  ;  and  Oldys,  in  his  MS.  Notes  to  Langbaine,  speaks  to  the  same  effect.  But,  I 
beUeve,  some  other  author  must  be  still  sought  for  ;  as  from  the  entry  in  the  Books^  eftht  Stationer^ 
Company,  m  the  year  160R»  when  it  was  first  published,  it  appears  that  the  initial  letters  of  the  antr 
thors  name  were  T.  B.  It  had  been  acted  h^ore  that  time,  being  mentioned  in  the  Blacke  Booke 
byT,M.i604i.  ^  Give  him  leave  to  see  The  Merry 'Defi\o£'Edm\inUmx  or,  A  Wonum  Killed  with 
Kindnesse;^  and  that  it  was  a  favourite  performance^  may  be  concluded  from  the  following  lines  in 
Ben  Jonson*s  Prologue  to  The  t>evll  is  an  Ass : — 

**  — —  If  yoa*n  come 
To  tee  new  plays,  pray  yoa  afford  m  room, 
And  shew  this  but  the  same  foce  yon  baTe  done. 
Tour  dear  delight.  Tax  Dxtil  of  Eomohton.*^ 


DRAMATIS  PERSONiE. 


Sir  Arthur  Clare. 

jSiV  Richard  Mounchemset. 

Sir  Ralph  Jerhincham. 

Hekry  Clare. 

Raymond  Mouncbenset. 

Frank  Jebmihgham. 

Sir  John. 

Banks. 

Smug. 

Bilbo, 

Host. 

Brian. 


Sexton. 

Fryer  Hildersbam. 

Benedic. 

Chamberlain* 

Fabel. 

CoREB,  a  Spirit. 

Lady  Clare. 

MiLLISENT. 

Abbess. 

Nuns  and  Attendants. 


5  Conpanioii  to  the  Plftj^hoiiie. 


I  Shakeipcarey  VoU  I.  p.  96a  edit.  1778. 
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MERRY  DEVIL  OF  EDMONTOIS. 


THE   PROLOGUE. 


YouK  silence  and  attention,  worthy  friends, 
That  your  free  spirits  may  with  more  pleasing 

sense 
Kelish  the  life  of  this  our  active  scene : 
To  which  intent,  to  cahn  this  marm'ring  breath. 
We  ring  this  round  with  our  invoking  spells ; 
If  that  your  listening  ears  be  yet  prepared 
To  entertain  the  subject  of  our  play, 
Lend  us  your  parience. 
rris  Peter  Fabel,'  a  renowned  scholar. 
Whose  fame  hath  still  been  hitherto  foi^t 
]^  all  the  writers  of  this  latter  age* 
Id  Middlesex  his  birth  and  his  abode, 
Not  full  seven  miles  from  this  ^reat  famous  city; 
That  for  his  fame  in  flights  and  magic  won. 
Was  called.  The  Merrv  Fiend  of  Edmonton. 
If  any  here  make  doubt  of  such  a  name, 
In  Edmonton,  yet  fresh  unto  this  day. 
Fixed  in  the  wall  of  that  old  ancient  church. 
His  monument  rematneth  to  be  seen  : 
His  memory  yet  in  the  mouths  of  men, 
That  whilst  he  lived  he  could  deceive  the  devil. 


Imagbe  now,  that  whilst  he  is  retired 
From  Cambridge,  back  unto  his  native  homei 
Suppose  the  silent,  sable-visaged  night, 
Casts  her  black  curtain  over  all  the  worid ; 
And  whilst  he  sleeps  within  his  silent  bed. 
Toiled  with  the  studies  of  the  passed  day. 
The  very  time  and  hour  wherem  that  spirit, 
That  many  ^^ears  attended  his  command. 
And  often  dmes  'twixt  Cambric^  and  that  town 
Had  in  a  minute  borne  him  through  the  mr, 
By  composition  'twixt  the  fiend  and  him. 
Comes  now  to  claim  the  scholar  for  his  due. 

[Draws  the  Curtain* 
Beliold  him  here  laid  on  his  restless  couch ! 
His  fatal  chime  prepared  at  his  head. 
His  chamber  guarded  with  these  sable  slights. 
And  by  him  stands  that  necromantic  chair, 
In  which  be  makes  his  direful  invocations. 
And  binds  the  fiends  that  shall  obey  his  wilL] 
Sit  with  a  pleased  eye,  until  you  know 
The  comic  end  of  our  sad  tragic  show; 


T%e  Chme  goet ;  in  which  time  Fabel  it  often 
teen  to  ttare  about  Aim,  and  hold  up  hit  Handt, 
fab.  What  means  the  rolling  of  this  fatal 
chime? 

O  what  a  trembling  horror  strikes  my  heart ! 


My  stiffened  hair  stands  upright  on  my  head, 
^  As  do  the  bristles  of  a  porcupine. 

Enter  Cobeb,  a  Spirit. 

Cor.  Fabel,  awake !  or  I  will  bear  thee  hence 
Headlong  to  hell ! 


^  *Ti$  Teter  Ftf*«Z.— **  Here  (I.  e.  at  Edmondton)  lieth  interred  under  a  leemelie  tombe  without  in- 
scription, the  body  of  Fetw  FabeU,  (as  the  report  goes,)  upon  whom  this  fable  was  fathered,  that  he  by 
his  wittie  devises  broiled  the  devil! :  belike  he  was  some  ingenious  conceited  gentleman,  who  did  use 
some  sleicbte  trickcs  for  his  owne  disports.  He  lived  and  died  in  the  raigne  of  Henry  the  Seventh,  saith 
the  booke  of  his  merry  pranks."  fVeever'$  Funeml  Monumentt^  fol.  1631,  p.  514.  Nordcn  says,  *•  There 
Is  a  fable  of  one  Peter  fabeU  that  lyeth  in  the  same  church  also,  who  is  saide  to  have  beguiled  the  devill 
by  pollicie  for  money."    Speculum  BrUannU^  Middlesex,  p.  18. 

*  Js  do  the  brittles  of  a  porcupine, — So,  hi  Hamlet ^  A.  I .  S.  5  : 

**  And  each  particniar  hair  to  stand  on  end, 
*<  Like  quills  upon  the  fretful  porcopioe." 
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THE  MERRY  DEVIL 


[Anonymous. 


Fab.  Ha,  ha !  why  dost  thou  wake  me  ? 
Coreby  is  it  thou  ? 
Cor,  Tis  I. 
Fab,  I  know  thee  well;  I  hear  the  watchful 


With  hollow  howling,  tell  of  thy  approach  : 
The  lights  burn  dim,  aflfirighted  with  thy  presence; 
And  this  distempered  and  tempestuous  night 
Tells  me  the  air  is  troubled  with  some  deviL 
Cor.  Come, art  thou  ready? 
Fab.  Whither,  or  to  what? 
Cor.  Why,  scholar,  this  is  the  hour  my  date 
expires;  . 

I  must  depart,  and  come  to  claim  my  due. 
Fab.  Hah !  what  is  thy  due  ? 
Cor.  Fabel,  thyself. 

Fab.  O  let  not  darkness  bear  thee  speak  that 
word,         ,  ,         . 
Lest  that  with  force  it  hurry  hence  amain, 
And  leave  the  world  to  look  upon  my  woe: 
Yet  overwhelm  me  with  this  globe  of  earth, 
And  let  a  little  sparrow,  with  her  bill. 
Take  but  so  much  as  she  can  bear  away ; 
That  every  day  thus  losing  of  my  load, 
I  may  again,  in  time,  yet  liope  to  rise. 

Cor.  Didst  thou  not  write  thy  name  with  thine 
own  blood? 
And  drew'st  the  formal  deed  'twixt  thee  and  me  ? 
And  is  it  not  recorded  now  in  hell  ?  .... 

Fab.  Why  com'stthou  in  this  stem  and  hornd 
shape? 
Not  in  familiar  sort  as  thou  wast  wont  f 

Cor.  Because  the  date  of  thy  command  is  out, 
And  I  am  master  of  thy  skill  and  thee. 

Fab.  Coreb,  thou  angry  and  impaUent  spint, 
I  have  earnest  business  for  a  private  fnend ; 
Reserve  me,  spirit,  until  some  fartlier  nme. 
Cor.  I  will  not  for  the  mines  of  all  the  eartli. 
Fab.  Then  let  me  rise,  and  ere  I  leave  the 
world. 
Dispatch  some  business  that  I  have  to  do ; 
And  in  mean  time  repose  thee  in  that  chair. 
Car.  Fabel,  I  will.  [Sits  down. 

Fab.  O  that  this  soul,  that  cost  so  dear  a  price 
As  the  dear  precious  blood  of  her  Redeemer, 
Inspired  with  knowledge,  should  by  that  alone, 
Which  makes  a  man  so  mean  unto  the  powers, 
Even  lead  him  down  into  the  depth  of  hell ; 
When  men  in  their  own  pride  strive  to  know  more 
Than  roan  should  know  ! 
For  this  alone  God  cast  the  angels  down. 
The  infinity  of  arts  is  like  a  sea. 
Into  which  when  man  will  take  in  hand  to  sad 


Farther  than  reason  (which  should  be  his  pilot) 
Hath  skill  to  guide  him ;  losing  once  his  compass, 
He  falleth  to  such  deep  and  dangerous  whirlpools, 
As  he  doth  lose  the  very  sight  of  haven : 
The  more  he  strives  to  come  to  quiet  harbour. 
The  farther  still  he  finds  himself  from  land. 
Man  striving  still  to  find  the  depth  of  evil, 
Seeking  to  ^  a  god,  becomes  a  devil. 
Cor.  Come,  Fabel,  hast  thou  done  ? 
Fab.  Yes,  yes,  come  hither. 
Cor.  Fabel,  I  cannot 
Fab.  Cannot !  what  ails  your  hoUowness? 
Cor.  Good  Fabel,  help  me. 
Fab.  Alas!  where  lies  your  grief  ? — Some  aqua 
vita,' 
The  devil's  very  tick,  I  fear  hell  die. 
For  he  looks  very  ill. 

Cor.  Darest  thou  deride  the  minister  of  dark* 
ness? 
In  Lucifer's  ereat  name,  Coreb  conjures  thee 
I  To  set  him  fice. 

Fab,  I  will  not  for  the  mines  of  all  the  earth, 
Unless  thou  give  me  liberty  to  see 
Seven  years  more^  before  thou  seize  on  me. 
Cor.  Fabel,  I  give  it  thee. 
Fab,  Swear,  damned  fiend. 
Cor.  Unbind  me,  and  by  hell  I  will  not  touch 
thee 
Till  seven  years,  from  this  hour,  be  full  expired. 
Fab.  Enough,  come  out. 
Cor.  A  vengeance  take  thy  art ! 
Live,  and  convert  all  piety  to  evil; 
Never  did  man  thus  over-reach  the  deviL 
No  time  on  earth,  like  Phaetontic  flames. 
Can  have  perpetual  being.    Ill  return 
To  my  infernal  mansion :  but  be  sure. 
Thy  seven  years  done,  no  trick  shall  make  me 

tarry; 
But,  Coreb,  thou  to  hell  shalt  Fabel  carry. 

Fab.  Then  thus  between  us  two  this  variance 
ends; 
Thou  to  thy  fellow-fiends,  I  to  my  friends. 

\Ex€tmt. 

Enter  Sir  A  ethue  Cl  ake,  Doecas  his  Ladu,  Mn.* 
LisENT  his  Daughter^  young  Haeey  Claee  ;v 
the  Men  booted^  the  Uentlewomen  in  cloaks 
and  ^  sqfB'guards ;  Blague,  the  merry  Host  qf 
the  George^  comes  in  with  them. 

Host.  Welcome,  good  knight,  to  the  George  at 
Waltham ;  my  freehold,  my  tenements,  goods,  and 
chattels.    Madam,  here's  a  room  is  the  very  Ho- 


5  Sfl/V-^uariff.— Safeguards  are  outward  petticoats,  still  worn  by  the  wives  of  fanners,  &c.  who  ride 

'^^Tlv^arc  called  w,  says  Mioshieo,  voce  Saw-^uarrf,  because  they  guard  the  other  clothes  from  soUing. 
They  arc  rocntionwl  several  times  iu  The  B4>aring  Qirl : 
Again,  iu  Ram' Alley y  A.  1.  S.  1. 

«  On  yi  ith  your  clook  end  tj/e-guariy  you  arrant  drab." 


Anonymous.] 
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mer  and  IUmIa  of  a  lod^hg,  it  bath  none  of  the 
four  elements  in  it;  I  built  it  out  of  the  centre, 
and  I  drink  ne'er  the  less  seek. — Welcome,— ^my 
little  waste  of  maidenheads :  what,  1  serve  the 
good  duke  of  Norfolk. 

CiarC'  God  a  raercy^  my  gobd  host  Blf^ue : 
Thou  hast  a  good  seat  here. 

Host,  'lis  correspondent,  or  so:  there's  not  a 
^  Tartariair, 
Nor  a  carrier, shall  breathe  upon  yoar  geldings; 
Tbay  have  villaioous  rank  feet,  the  rogues, 
And  ihcy  shall  not  s«vent  in  my  linen  : 
Knights  and  lords  too  have  been  drunk  in  my 

house, 
I  thank  the  Destinies. 

Har.  Pr'ythee,  good  sinful  inn-keeper,  will 
that  cormption,  thine  hostler,  to  look  well  to  my 
geldings  ^  Hay  !  a  pox  of  tliese  rushes. 

Host.  You,  St  Dennis^  your  gelding  shall  walk 
withoot  doors,  and  cool  hi»  feet  for  his  master's 
sake.  By  the  body  of  Sc  Oeorge,  I  have  an  ex- 
cellent intellect  to  go  steal  some  venison :  now 
when  wast  thou  in  tfe^  forest  ? 

Ear.  Away,  you  stale  mess  of  white  broth. — 
Come  hither,  sister,  let  me  help  you. 

Clare.  Mine  host,  is  not  sir  Kichard  Moun- 
chensey  come  yet,  according  to  our  appmntment 
when  we  last  dined  here  ? 

Host,  The  knight's  not  yet  apparent — marry 
here's  a  fore-  runner  that  summons  a  parley,  and 
saith  he'll  be  here  top  and  top- gallant  presently. 

Ciare.  Tis  well:  good  mine  host^go  down  and 
see  breakfast  be  provided. 

Ho$t.  Knight,  thy  breath  hath  the  force  of  a 
ivomaoy  it  takes  rae  down ;  I  am  for  the  baser 


element  of  the  kitchen:  I  retire  tike,  a  valiant 
soldier,  face  point-btnnk  to  the  foe^man ;  or  like 
a  conrtier,  that  must  not  shew  his  prince  his  pos- 
teriors :  vanish  to  know  ray  canvasadoes,  and  my 
interrogatories,  for  I  serve  the  good  duke  of  Nor- 
folk. '  [ExiU 
Clare,  How  doth  my  lady  ?  are  you  not  weary,  . 
madam? 
Come  hither,  I  mast  talk  in  private  with  you ; 
My  daughter  Millisent  most  not  over>hear. 
Mil,  Ay !  whispering !  pray  God  it  tend  to 
my  good ! 
Strange  fear  assails  my  heart,  usurps  my  blood. 
Cltire,  You  know,  our  meeting  with  the  knight 
IVIounchensey 
Is  to  assure  our  daughter  to  his  heir. 
Dor.  Tis  withoot  question. 
Clare,  Two  tedious  winters  have  passed  o*er, 
since  first 
These  couple  loved  each  other,  and  in  passion 
Glued  first  their  naked  hands  with  youthful  mois^ 

ture; 
Just  so  long,  on  my  knowledge. 
jPor,  And  what  of  this  ? 
Clare.  This  morning  should  ray  daughter  lose 
her  name, 
And  to  MounchenSe]r*s  house  convey  our  arms. 
Quartered  within  his  'scutcheon ;  the  affiance 

made 
Twixthim  and  her,  this  morning  should  be  sealed. 
Dor,  I  know  it  should. 

Clare,  *But  there  are  crosses,  wife;  here's 
one  in  Waltham, 
Another  at  the  Abbey,  and  a  third 
At  ^  Cheston ;  and  it  is  ominous  to  pass 


6  7«rfartaji.^Tartarian  seems  to  have  been  a  cant  word  for  a  thief.  In  The  Wandering  Jew^  1040, 
p.  S,  the  Hangman  sayf,  *'  I  pray  (Mr  Jew)  bestow  a  cast  of  your  office  upon  me,  (a  poor  member  of 
the  law,)  by  telling  me  my  fortnne  whether  I  shall  die  in  my  bed  or  no,  or  what  else  shall  happen  to 
me;  and  If  anv  thievlag  TarUrian  shall  break  io  upon  yoa,  i  will  with  both  hands  nimbly  lend  a  cast  of 
my  office  to  him.*' 

7  Hay  t  a  pox  •/these  rushes. — Before  the  ase  of  earpets  was  introdaeed  into  England,  it  was  custdbi- 
ary  to  strew  the  floors  of  rooms  with  rashes.    This  practice  is  oftea  mentioned. 

AnUn  of  FeversJkam,  1603 : 

**  jtles,  f  (Maine  we  strive,  for  here  his  blood  remains. 
Mos,  Why,  sirem  rushes  on  it,  can  yon  not^" 

Ben  Jonson*s  Cynthia's  Rewels,  A.  12.  S.  5.  **  That  all  the  ladles  aad  galhuits  lye  laugulshlog  upon  the 
rushes,  like  so  many  pounded  cattle  i*the  midst  of  harvest,'*  &c. 

Dekker'6  Bel-man  of  London,  Sign.  R  4 :  **  The  windowes  were  spread  with  hearbs,  the  chimney  drest 
vp  with  creene  booghes,  and  the  Jloore  stressed  with  bulrusheSf  as  if  some  lasse  were  that  morning  to  be 
married. 

See  Holiog8hed*s  Chronicle,  Vol.  II.  p.  1706. 

<  But  there  are  crosses,  &c, — So,  io  The  Merchant  of  Venice y  Stephana  says  of  Portia : 

**'  My  mistress  wiU,  befove  the  break  of  day, 
Be  here  at  Belmont :  she  doth  stray  about 
By  holy  crosses,  where  she  kneels  and  prays 
•  For  happy  wedlock  hours.** 


'  CAc'SttfR,— in  Hertfordshire,  now  called  Cheshnnt. 
VOL,  ir. 
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[Anokymousf* 


Any  of  these  without  a  pater-noftter. 
Crosses  of  love  still  thwart  this  marriage. 
Whilst  that  we  two  like  spirits  waiK  in  night. 
About  those  ston^  and  hard-hearted  plots. 

Mil.  O  God  !  what  means  my  father?  [Aiide* 

Clare,   For  look  you,  wife,  the  riotous  old 
knight 
Hath  over-run  his  annual  revenue, 
I  n  keeping  jolly  Christmas  all  the  year ; 
The  nostrils  of  his  chimiiies  are  still  stufied 
With  smoke,  more  chargeable  than  cane-tohacco ; 
nis  hawks  devour  his  fattest  dogs,  whilst  simple, 
His  leanebt  curs  eat  his  hounds*  carnon  : 
Besides,  I  heard  of  late,  his  younger  brother, 
Or  Turkey-merchant,  hath  sure  sucked  the  knight, 
By  means  of  some  great  losses  on  the  sea : 
That,  you  conceive  me,  before  God,  all  is  naught, 
His  seat  is  weak :  thus  each  thing  rightly  scanned, 
YouMI  see  a  flight,  wife,  shortly,  of  his  land. 

Mil,  Treason  to  my  heart's  truest  sovereign  : 
How  soon  is  love  smotliered  in  foggy  gain  ! 

[Aside. 

Dor,  But  how  shall  we  prevent  thtr  dangerous 
match  ? 

Clare,  I  have  a  plot,  a  trick,  and  this  it  is : 
Under  this  colour  1*11  break  o£f  the  match ; 
1*11  tell  the  knight,  that  now  my  mind  is  changed 
For  marrying  of  my  daughter ;  for  I  intend 
To  send  her  unto  *°  Cheston  nunnery. 

MIL  O  me  accurst ! 

Clare,  There  to  become  a  most  religious  nun. 

Mil,  ril  first  be  buried  quick. 

Clare,  To  spend  her  beauty  in  most  private 
prayers. 

MiL  rll  sooner  be  a  sinner,  in  forsaking 
Mother  and  father. 

Clare.  How  dost  like  my  plot  ? 


Dor.  Exceeding  well :  but  is  it  your  intent 
She  shall  continue  there? 

Clare,  Continue  there  ?  ha,  ha !  that  were  a 
jest: 
Vou  know  a  virgin  may  continue  there 
A  twelvemonth  and  a  day,  only  on  trial. 
There  shall  my  daughter  sojourn  some  three 

raontlic. 
And  ih  meantime  I'll  compass  a  fair  match 
'Twixt  youthful  Jemingham,  the  lusty  heir 
Of  sir  Kalph  Jerniogham,  dwelling  in  the  forest ; 
I  think  they'll  both  come  hither  with  Mouncheiv- 
sey. 
Dor,  Your  care  argues  the  love  you  bear  our 
child ; 
I  will  subscribe  to  any  thing  you'll  have  me. 

[Exeunt  Sir  Arthur  and  Dorcas. 
MiL  You  will  subscribe  to  it  ? — good,  'tis  well ; 
Love  hath  two  chairs  of  state,  heaven  and  bell. 
My  dear  Mounchensey,  thou  my  death  shalt  rue. 
Ere  to  tliy  heart  Millisent  prove  untrue.  [ExU. 

Enter  Blague* 

Hott.  Hostlers,  you  knaves  and  commanders, 
take  the  horses  of  the  knights  and  competitors : 
your  honourable  hulks  have  put  into  harborough, 
they'll  take  in  fresh  water  here,  and  I  have  pro- 
vided clean  chamber-pots—"  Via,  they  come  ! 

Enter  Sir  Rich^lrd  Mouncheksey,  Sir  Ralph 
Jerningham,  young  Frank  Jermingham, 
Raymond  Mounchensey,  Peter  Fabel,  and 
Bilbo. 

Ho$t,  The  destinies  be  most  neat  cbamberiaint 
to  these  swaggering  puritans,  knights  of  the  sub- 
sidy. 


'^  Che$(on  mmnery, — At  Chesbant  there  was  a  Benedictioe  Dnnnery  dedicated  to  the  Virgin  Mary,  It 
was  founded  before  the  year  1 188,  and  aagroeoted  with  lands  and  tenements  of  the  canons  of  Cathale,  in 
the  twenty-foartb  year  of  King  Henry  the  Third ;  but  yet  upon  the  general  dissolution  it  was  valued  on- 
ly at  141.  is.  per  annum.    See  EmgUmd  lUu$trated^  4to,  1764,  Vol.  I.  p.  HI8. 

"  Via — This  cant  phrase  is  common  in  the  old  plays.  Mr  Toilet  supposes  it  talten  from  the  Italian 
via,  and  to  be  used  on  ocrasioos  to  quicken  or  pluck  up  courage.  8ee  >  ote  to  Tho  Mtrry  fVivu  of  Windf 
$or,  A.  V.  S.  2.    it  here  signifies  away  !  So,  in  Edward  the  Thirds  A.  #S.  8 : 

"  Then  via  for  the  spacious  bonnds  of  France.** 


Ben  Jonson's  Devil  is  an  Ass^  A«  8.  S.  1  s 


'  let  her  go 


Eastward  Hoe,  Vol.  I. : 


Viapecunia,^ 


'  A  vaunt,  dull  flat  cap  then ! 
Via,  the  curtain  that  shadowed  Borgia ! 
There  lie,  thou  husk  of  my  envajisalled  state.^ 


Mareton*s  What  you  will,  A.  8  i 

"  Come  now,  via,  aloone  to  Celia.*' 
See  also  Mans,  Thomas,  A.  8.  S.  ?. 
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Mil,   WhUst  you  dewre  bis  grief,  mv  heart 

shall  bleed.  t^*^- 

T.  Clare*  Raymond  Moonchensey,  cotne^  be 
frolic,  friend ; 
This  is  the  day  thou  hast  expected  long. 

Ray.  Pray  God,  dear  Harry  Clare,  it  prove  so 

happy ! 
F.  Clare,  fbere's  nought  can  alter  it ;  be  mer- 
ry, lad. 
Fab,  There's  nought  shall  alter  it ;  be  lively, 
Raymond : 
Stand  any  opposition  'gainst  thy  hope, 
Art  shall  confront  it  with  her  largest  scope. 

Enter  Fabcl,  tolas, 

Fub.  Good  old  Mounchensey,  is  thy  hap  so  ill, 
That  for  thy  bounty,  and  thy  royal  parts. 
Thy  kind  alliance  should  be  held  in  scorn ; 
And  ufter  all  these  promises  by  Clare, 
Refuse  to  give  his  daughter  to  thy  son. 
Only  because  thy  revenues  cannot  reach 
To  make  her  dowage  of  so  rich  a  jointure 
As  can  the  heir  of  wealthy  Jeruingham  f 
And  therefore  is  the  false  fox  now  in  hand 

L^uuuarv  19  yxfuv  umj  uuvk.  w  svuujr    To  Strike  a  match  betwixt  her  and  the  other, 
ID  a  cellar;  a  man  shall  find  very  strange  worrls  I  And  the  old  gray-beards  now  are  close  togeth*.  r, 

[Dv  host,  let*8  serve  the  good  duke     Plotting  it  in  the  garden. 


Sir  Rich.  God  a  mercy,  good  mine  host. 

Sir  Ralph.  Thanks,  good  host  Blague. 

HMt.  Room  for  my  case  of  pistols,  that  have 
Greek  and  Latin  bullets  in  them;  let  meeting 
to  your  flanks,  my  nimble  giberalters,  and  blow 
wind  in  your  calves  to  make  them  swell  bigger. 
Ha!  Til  caper  in  mine  own  fee-simple;  away 
witli  punctilios  and  orthography,  I  serve  the  good 
duke  of  Norfolk. 

BiL  '^  Tytcre,  tu  patuUt  recubant  sub  tegmine 

Truly,  mine  host.  Bilbo,  though  he  be  somewhat 
out  of  fashion,  will  be  your  only  blade  still ;  1 
have  a  villainous  sharp  stomach  to  slice  a  break- 
fast. 

Host.  Thou  shalt  hare  it  without  any  more 
discontinuance,  releases,  or  attuurnroent — what ! 
we  know  our  terms  of  hunting,  and  the  sea  card. 

BiL  And  do  you  serve  the  good  duke  of  Nor- 
folk still? 

Host,  Still,  and  still,  and  still,  my  soldier  of  St 
Quintin's.  Come,  follow  me;  I  have'^  CharlesV 
wain  below  in  a  butt  of  sack,  'twill  glister  like 
jour  crab-fish. 

BiL  You  have  fine  schokir-like  terms;  your 
*^  Cooper's  Dictionary  is  your  only  book  to  study 


in  it :  come,  my  host, 
of  Norfolk. 

Host.  And  still,  and  still,  and  still,  my  boy>  Til 
serve  the  good  duke  of  Norfolk. 

t  Enter  Sir  Artrua  Clare  and  Harry  Clark. 

Sir  Ralph.  Good  sir  Arthur  Clare ! 

Clare.  What  gentleman  is  that?  I  know  him 

not. 
Sir  Rich,  ^s  Mr  Fabel,  sir,  a  Cambridge 
scholar. 
My  son's  dear  friend. 
'Clare.  Sir,  I  entreat  you  know  me. 
Fab.  Command  me,  sir,  I  am  affected  to  you 
For  your  Mounchensey *s  sake. 

Clare.  Ahis !  for  him, 
I  not  respect  whether  he  sink  or  swim  : 
A  word  in  private,  sir  Ralph  Jeruingham. 

Ray.  Methinks  your  father  looketh  strangely 
on  me : 
Say,  love,  why  are  you  sad  ? 

MiL  I  am  uot,  sweet; 
Pas«ion  is  strong,  when  woe  with  woe  doth  m^et 
Clare.  Shall's  into  breakfast  ?  After,  we'll  con- 
clude 
The  cause  of  this  our  coming :  in  and  feed. 
And  let  that  usher  a  more  serious  deed.     [Exit. 


Plotting  it  in  the  garden.    Is't  even  so  ? 

Raymond  Mounchensey,  tioy,  have  thou  and  I 

Thus  long  at  Cambridge  read  the  liberal  aris. 

The  metaphysics,  magic,  and  those  parts 

Of  the  most  secret  deep  phihvMphy  ? 

Have  I  so  many  melancholy  nights 

Watched  on  the  top  of  Peter-house  highest  tower? 

And  come  we  back  unto  our  native  home. 

For  want  of  skill,  to  lose  the  wench  thou  lovest  ? 

We'll  first  hang  £nvil  iu  such  rings  of  mist 

As  ne\'er  rose  from  any  dampish  fen ; 

V\\  make  the  brined  sea  to  rise  at  Ware, 

And  drown  the  marshes  unto  Stratford-bridge ; 

ril  drive  the  deer  from  Waltham  in  their  walks, 

And  scatter  them,  like  sheep,  in  every  field  : 

We  may  perhaps  be  crossed ;  but  if  we  be. 

He  shall  cross  the  devil  that  hut  crosses  me. 

Enter  Raymond  and  young  Jerningham. 

But  here  comes  Raymond,  disconsolate  and  sad ; 
And  here's  the  gallant  that  must  have  the  wench. 
Jer,  I  pr'ythee,  Raymond,  leave  these  solemn 
dumps. 
Revive  thy  spirits ;  thou  that  before  hast  been 
More  watchful  than  the  day-proclaiming  cock^ 
As  sportive  as  a  kid,  as  frank  and  merry^ 
As  mirth  bet  self. 


"*  Tytere,  &c.— The  first  line  of  Virgils  Eclogues. 

'^  Charla*$HBain — in  astroooroy,  seven  stars  in  the  comtellation  Ursa  Minor. 

'^  Coopers  l>tc(loiuir^.— A  qaibble  alluding  to  I'bomas  Cooper's  Thtsaurus  Ungva  Latina,  printed  in 
tfA.  15b4. 
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THE  MERRY  DEVIL 


[Anonymous. 


If  aoglit  in  me  may  thy  content  procure, 
It  is  thine  own,  thou  nmyst  thyself  assorc. 

Ruy,  Ha !  Jernindiam,  if  any  but  thyself 
Had  spoke  thai  word,  it  would  have  come  as  cold 
As  the  bleak  northern  winds  upon  the  face 
Of  winter. 

From  thee,  they  have  some  power  on  my  blood ; 
Yet  being  from  thee,  had  but  that  hollow  sound 
Come  from  the  lips  of  any  living  man, 
It  might  liave  won  the  credit  of  mine  ear ; 
From  thee  it  cannot. 

Jcr.  If  I  understand  thee,  I  am  a  villain « 
What !  dost  thou  speak  in  parables  to  thy  friend  ? 

Enter  young  Chkfi^, 

Come,  boy,  and  make  me  tliis  same  groaning  love, 
Troubled  with  stitches  and  the  cough  o'the  lungs, 
Tliat  wept  his  eyes  out  when  he  was  a  child, 
And  ever  since  hath  shot  at  '^  hodman-blind  t 
Make  her  leap,  caper,  jerk,  and  laugh,  and  sing, 
And  play  me  horse-tricks. 
Make  Cupid  wanton  as  his  mother's  dove; 
But,  in  this  sort,  boy,  I  would  have  thee  love. 
Fah,  Why,  how  uow,  madcap  ?  what,  my  lusty 

Frank, 
80  near  a  wife,  and  will  not  tell  your  friend  ? 
But  you  will  to  this  gear  in  '*  hugger-mugger : 
Art  thou  turned  miser,  rascal,  in  thy  loves  ? 
Jcr,  Who  I  ?  z*bfood,  what  should  all  you  see 

in  me, 
That  I  should  look  like  a  married  man  ?  ha  ? 
Am  I  bald  ?  are  my  legs  too  little  for  my  hose } 
If  I  feel  any  thing  m  my  forehead,  I  am  a  villain. 
Do  I  wear  a  night-cap  r  do  I  bend  in  the  hams  ? 
What  dost  thou  see  in  me,  that  I  should  be  towards 

marriage?  ha? 
F.  Clare,  What,  thou  married?  let  me  look 

upon  thee ; 
)logue,  who  has  given  this  out  of  ttiee  ? 
Ilow  cam*st  thou  into  this  ill  name  ?  what  com* 

pany 
Ilast  thou  been  in,  rascal  ? 

Fab.  You  are  the  man,  sir,  roust  have  Millisent, 
The  match  is  making  in  the  garden  nmv ; 
Her  jointure  is  agreed  on,  and  the  old  men, 
Your  fathers,  mean  to  launch  their  '^  busy  liags. 
Bnt  in  mean  time,  to  thrust  Mounchensey  off, 
For  colour  of  this  iiew-intejidcd  match, 
Fair  Miliisent  to  Clieston  must  he  sent. 
To  take  the  approbation  M  a  nun. 
Ne'er  look  upon  me,  lad,  the  match  is  done. 
Jcrf  JUymond  Mounchensey,  now  I  toudi  thy 

grief 


With  the  true  feeling  of  a  zealous  friend. 
And  as  for  fair  and  beauteous  Millisent, 
With  my  vain  breath  I  will  not  seek  to  '•  slubber 
Her  angeMike  perfections.    But  thou  know'st 
Tliat  E^x  hatn  the  saint  that  I  adore ; 
Where  e'er  didst  meet  me,  that  we  two  were 

jovial*. 
But  like  a  wag  thou  hast  not  laughed  at  me. 
And  with  regardless  jesting  mocked  my  love  ? 
How  many  a  sad  and  weary  summer's  night, 
My  jiighs  have  drunk  the  dew  from  off  t^  earth, 
And  I  have  taught  the  nightingale  to  wake, 
And  from  the  meadows  sprung  the  early  lark 
An  hour  before  she  should  have  Nst  to  sing; 
I  have  loaded  the  poor  minutes  with  my  moans, 
That  I  have  made  the  heavy  slow-pacecl  hours 
To  hang  like  heavy  clogs  upon  the  day. 
But,  dear  Mounchensey,  had  not  my  affection 
Seized  on  the  beauty  of  another  dame, 
Before  I'd  wrong  the  chase,  and  o'ergive  love 
Of  one  so  worthy,  and  so  true  a  friend, 
I  will  abiure-both  beauty  and  her  sigh^ 
And  will  in  love  become  a  counterfeit. 
Moun,  Dear  Jemingham,  thou  hast  begot  mj 

life, 
And  from  the  mouth  of  helj,  where  now  I  sat, 
I  feel  my  spirit  rebound  against  the  stars; 
Thou  h«Bt  conquered  me,  dear  friend,  in  my  free 

soul. 
There  time,  nor  death,  can  by  their  power  con- 

troul. 
.  Fah,  Frank  Jemingham,  diou  »rt  a  gallaot  boy ; 
And  were  he  not  my  pupil,  I  would  say, 
He  were  as  fine  a  metal  d  gentleman. 
Of  as  free  spirit,  and  as  fine  a  temper, 
As  is  in  England  ;  and  he  is  a  man 
That  very  richly  may  deserve  thy  love. 
But,  noble  Clare,  this  while  of  (mr  discourse, 
What  may  Mounchenscy's  honour  to  thyself 
Exact  upon  the  measure  of  thy  grace  ? 

F.  Clare,  Raymond  Mounchensey,  I  would 

have  thee  know, 
Fie  does  not  breathe  this  air. 
Whose  love  I  cherish,  and  whose  soul  I  love. 
More  than  Mounchensey's : 
Nor  ever  in  my  life  did  see  the  man 
Whom,  fur  his  wit  apd  many  virtuous  parts^ 
I  think  more  worthy  of  my  sister's  love. 
But  since  the  matter  grows  unto  this  pa^s, 
I  must  not  seem  to  cross  my  father's  will ; 
But  when  thou  list  to  visit  her  by  night. 
My  horse  is  saddled,  and  the  stable  door 
Stands  ready  for  thee ;  use  them  at  thy  pleasure : 


"  iTw/fmfln-&//iid.— That  is,  as  Mr  Stccvens  supposes,  hlind  m  ,   « 

edit.  1778. 

■^  IJtig^er  muffger — See  Note  to  *Tu  pity  $he^s  a  Whore, 
*'  So  the  Quarto*?,  Mr  Dodsley  reads  our«y. 

"  A/i»Wer— Sec  Note  13  (o  The  First  Part  ofjcronimo,  VoK  L  p.  46T» 

10 


See  Note  on  Hamlet,  A.  S.  S.  4. 
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In  honest  marriage  wed  her  frankly,  boj, 
And  if  tliou  gett'sC  her,  lad,  God  give  thee  joj. 

Moun.  Then^  care,  awaj !  let  fate  my  faJl 
pretend, 
Backed  with  the  favonrs  of  to  trae  a  friend. 

Fab.  Let  us  alone,  to  bustle  fur  the  set ; 
For  age  and  craft,  with  wit  and  art  have  met. 
ril  make  my  spirits  to  dance  such  nightly  jtggs 
Along  the  way  *twizt  tliis  and  Tot'nam  Cross, 
The  carrier's  jades  shall  cast  their  heavy  packs, 
And  the  strong  hedges  scarce  shall  keep  them  in : 
The  milk-maids  '^  cuts  shall  turn  the  wenches  oS, 
And  lay  their  ^  dossers  tumbling  in  the  dust : 
The  frank  and  merry  London  'prentices, 
That  come  for  cream  and  lusty  country  chear, 
Shairiose  their  way;  and  scrambling  in  the  ditches 
All  night,  shall  whoop  and  hollow,  cry  and  call, 
Yet  none  to  other  find  the  way  at  all. 

Moun,  Pursue  the  project,  scholar;  what  we 
can  do 
To  help  endeavour,  join  our  lives  thereto; 

[Exeunt, 

Enter  Banks,  Sir  John,  and  Smug. 

Banks.  *'  Take  me  with  you,  good  sir  John ; 
^*  a  plague  on  thee,  Smug,  and  thou  touchest  1h 
quor  thou  art  foundered  straight — What!  are 
your  brains  always  water-mills?  must  they  ever 
run  round  ? 

Smug.  Banks,  vour  ale  is  as  a  Philistine  fox  ;— 
nouns  r  there's  nre  i'the  tail  on't; — you  are  a 
rogue  to  charge  us  with  mugs  i'the  rear-ward ; — 
a  plague  of  this  wind,  ^^  O  it  tickles  our  catas- 
trophe. 

Sir  John.  Neighbour  Banks  of  Waltham,  and 
good-man  Smug,  the  honest  smith  of  Edmonton, 
as  I  dwell  betwixt  you  both,  at  Enfield,  I  know 
the  taste  of  both  your  aje-houses ;  thev  are  good 

both,  smart  both ; Hem,  grass  and  hay, — we 

are  all  mortal,-~let*8  live  till  we  die,  and  be  mer- 
ry, and  there's  an  end. 

Banks.  Welt  said,  sir  John,  you  are  of  the  same 
Iwmour  still ;  and  doth  tbe  water  run  the  same 
^(vay  still,  boy  ? 

Smug.  Vulcan  was  a  rogue  to  him ; — Sir  John, 


lock,  lock,  lock  fast,  sir  John ;— So,  sir  John,  111 
one  of  these  years,  when  it  shall  pleaso  the  god- 
desses and  the  destinies,  be  drunk  in  your  com- 
pany ;  that's  all  now,  and  God  send  us  health  ;— 
Shall  I  swear  I  love  you  ? 

Sir  John.  No  oaths,  no  oaths^  good  neighbour 
Smug, 
Well  wet  oar  lips  together,  and  hug; 
Carouse  in  private,  and  elevate  the  heart. 
And  the  liver, and  the  lights,  and  the  lights,       * 
Mark  you  me,  within  us  for — hem — 
Grass  and  bay, — we  are  all  mortal, — let's  live  till 
we  die,  and  be  merry,  and  there's  an  end. 

Blanks.  Bnt  to  our  former  motion  about  steal- 
ing some  venison ;  whither  go  we  ? 

Sir  John.  Lito  the'forest,  neighbour  Banks,  into 
Brian's  walk,  tbe  madkeeper. 

Smug.  Blood  !  1*11  tickle  your  keeper. 

Bank*.  I'faith  thou  art  always  drunk,  when 
we  have  need  of  thee. 

Smug.  Need  of  me !  heart,  you  shall  have  need 
of  me  always,  while  there  \»  iron  in  an  anvil. 

Banks.  Mr  Parson,  may  tlie  Smith  go,  think 
you,  being  in  this  taking? 

Smug.  Go !  I'll  go,  in  spite  of  all  the  bells  in 
Waltham. 

Sir  John,  The  question  is,  ^ood  neighbour 
Banks— let  me  see,  the  moon  shmes  to-night, — 
there's  not  a  narrow  bridge  betwixt  this  and  the 
forest, — his  brain  may  be  settled  ere  night, — he 
may  go,  he  may  go,  neighbour  Banks.  Nfiw  we 
want  none  hut  the  company  of  mine  host  Blague, 
of  the  George  at  Waltham :  if  he  were  here,  our 
comfort  were  full.  Look  where  comes  my  good 
liost,  the  doke  ef  Norfolk's  man !  and  how  ?  and 
how?  A  hen — grass  and  hay— we  are  not  yet 
mortal ;  let  us  live  till  we  die,  and  be  merry,  and 
there's  an  end. 

Enter  Host. 

Host.  Ha!  my  Castiltantdialogues;  and  art 
thou  in  breath  still,  boy  ?  Miller,  d(Hh  the  match 
hold  ?  Smith,  1  see  by  thy  eyes  thou  hast  been 
reading  a  little  Geneva  print :  but  ^  wend  we 
merrily  to  the  forest,  to  steal  some  of  the  king's 


19  Otts-^l.  e.  horses.    See  Note  62  to  Gammer  Gurtm's  Neeihy  Vol.  I.  p.  1 17. 

*°  Dmjw*— I.  e.  panniers. 

^'  Take  me  with  you— Let  me  understand  yoa.  So  Falstaff  says,  *<  I  woold  yoar  grace  loou^f  take  me  Hth 
you;  llVhom  means  your  Grace?"  First  Part  of  King  Henry  iV.  A.  2.  S.2.  and  Dr  Johnson^s  and  Or 
Fanner's  Motes. 

**  Sir  John — ^This  is  one  of  tbe  many  instances  which  might  be  given  where  a  parson  Is  called  Sir. 
**  Upon  which," says  Sir  John  Hawkins,  **  it  may  be  observed,  that  anciently  it  was  the  common  designa- 
tion both  of  one  in  holy  orders  and  a  knight,  fuller,  somewhere  in  his  Church  M  istory,  says  that  anciently 
there  were  in  Isngland  more  sirs  than  knights ;  and  so  lately  as  temp.  William  and  Mary,  in  a  deposition 
in  the  Exchequer  in  a  case  of  tythes,  the  witness,  q>eakiog  of  the  curate  whom  he  remembered,  stiles  him 
Sir  IMes.  Vide  Gibson's  View  of  the  State  of  the  Churches  of  Door,  Home- Lacy,  &c.  p.  Sd."  Note  to 
The  Merrp  Wivts  of  Windsor,  A.  I.  8.  I.  edit.  1718. 

^^  O  ii  tickles  our  c<rfflrfropAe— This  expression  is  used  by  Falstaff,  m  the  Second  Part  of  King  Henry 
IV.  A.«.  8.  1. 

^  fVend— See  Note  16  to  Tancred  and  Gisn}unda% 
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deer?  ril  meet  you  at  the  time  appointed.  Away, 
I  have  knighta  and  colonels  at  my  house,  and 
raust  tend  the  ^^  Hungarians.  If  we  be  scared 
in  the  forest,  well  meet  in  the  church  porch  at 
Enfield ;  is*t  correspondent  ? 

Banks.  *Tis  well :  but  how  if  any  of  us  should 
be  taken  ? 

Smug.  He  shall  have  ransom  by  my  sword. 

Hoit.  Tush,  the  knaves  keepers  are  my  ^  bona 
•ocias,  and  my  pensioners — Nine  fo'clock— Be 
valiant,  my  little  Gogmagogs ;— I'll  fence  with  all 
the  justices  in  Hertfordshire—rU  have  a  buck  till 
I  die ;  I'll  slay  a  doe  while  I  live — Hcild  your 
bow  strait  and  steady;  I  serve  the  good  duke  of 
Norfolk. 

Smug,  O  rare  !  who,  ho,  ho,  boy. 

Sir  John.  Peace,  neighbour  Smug ;  yon  see^his 
boor,  a  boor  of  the  country,  an  illiterate  boor, 
and  yet  the  citizen  of  good-fellows.  Come,  let's 
provide  a  hen — grass  and  hay,— we  are  not  yet 
all  mortal ;  we'll  live  till  we  die,  aud  be  merry, 
and  there's  an  end ;  come.  Smug. 

Smug.  Good  niglit,  Waltham— who,  ho,  ho, 
boy.  [Eieunt. 

Enter  Sir  Arthub  Clare,  Sir  Richard  Moun- 
CBt^s^Y,a7id  Gentlemen  from  Breakfast  again. 

Old  Moun,  Nor  I  for  thee,  Clare,  not  of  this: 
What !  hast  thou  fed  me  all  this  while  with  ^^ 

bhalles? 
And  com'st  to  tell  me  now,  thou  lik'st  it  nolp 
Clare.  I  do  not  hold  thy  ofier  competent : 
Nor  do  I  like  the  assurance  of  thy  land, 
The  title  is  so  brangled  with  thy  debts. 

Old  Moun,  Too  good  for  thee :  and,  knight, 
thou  know'st  it  well, 
I  fawned  not  on  thee  for  thy  goods,  not  I, 
rTwas  thine  own  motion;  that  thy  wife  doth  know. 
Lady  Clare.  Husband,  it  was  so ;  he  lies  not 

in  that. 
Clare,  Hold  thy  chat,  quean. 
Old  Moun.  To  which  I  hearkened  willingly ; 
and  the  rather, 
Because  I  was  persuaded  it  proceeded 
From  love  thou  bor'st  to  me  and  to  my  boy ; 
And  gav'st  him  free  access  unto  thy  house. 
Where  he  hath  not  behaved  him  to  thy  child 
But  as  befito  a  gentleman  ^  do : 


Nor  is  my  poor  distressed  state  so  low, 
lliat  I'll  shut  up  my  doors,  I  warrant  thee. 

Clare.  Let  it  suffice,  Mounchensey,!  niislike  it; 
Nor  think  thy  son  a  match  fie  for  my  child. 

Moun.  I  tell  tbce,  Clare,  liis  blood  is  good  and 
clear 
As  the  best  drop  that  panteth  in  thy  veins : 
But  for  this  maid,  thy  fair  and  virtuous  child. 
She  is  no  more  disparaged  by  thy  baseness, 
Than  the  most  orient  and  the  precious  jewel, 
Which  still  retains  his  lustre  and  his  beauty. 
Although  a  stave  were  owner  of  the  same. 

Clare.  She  is  the  last  is  left  me  to  bestow ; 
And  her  I  mean  to  dedicate  to  God. 

Moun.  You  do,  sir  ? 

Clare.  Sir,  sir,  I  do ;  she  is  mine  own. 

Moun.  And  pity  she  is  so : 
Damnation  dog  thee  and  thy  wretched  pelf. 

[Aside, 

Clare.  Not  thou,  Mounchensey,  shalt  bestow 
my  child. 

3/ottn.  Neither  shouldst  thou  bestow  her  where 
thou  meanest. 

Clare.  What  wilt  thou  do  ? 

Moun,  No  matter,  let  that  be ; 
I  will  do  that,  perhaps,  shall  anger  thee : 
Thou  hast  wronged  my  love,  and,  by  God's  ble»* 

sed  angel. 
Thou  shalt  well  know  it. 

Clare,  Tut,  brave  not  me. 

Moun.  Brave  thee,  base  churl !  were*t  not  for 
manhood  sake— 
I  say  no  more,  but  that  there  be  some  by 
Whose  blood  is  hotter  than  ours  is. 
Which,  being  stirred,  mi|;ht  make  us  both  repent 
This  foolish  meeting.     But,  Harry  Clare, 
Although  thy  father  hath  abused  my  friendship. 
Yet  I  love  thee,  1  do,  my  noble  boy, 
I  do  i'fuith. 

lAidi/  Clare.  Ay,  do,  do,  fill  all  the  world  with 
talk  of  us,  man ;  man,  I  never  looked  for  better 
at  your  hands. 

Fub,  I  hoped  your  great  experience,  and  your 
years. 
Would  have  pcoved  patience  rather  to  your  soul. 
Than  with  this  frantic  aiid  untamed  passion 
To  whet  their  *•  skeens ;  and,  but  for  tliat 
I  hope  their  friendships  are  too  well  confirmed. 


^'  Haai^«r/aii«— The  Ho8t*8  conversation  is  almost  wholly  made  up  of  pons  and  quibbles.    He 
here  hb  fumgry  guests.    His  address  to  the  Smith  before,  on  reading  the  little  Geneva  prints  was  intended 
to  signify,  that  he  bad  been  drinking  gin. 

^  Bona  Socias — The  Quarto  of  1 6 17,  reads  bostonians;  that  of  1631,  bonasosis, 

*7  Shatles — i.  e.  shells.    The  phrase  seems  to  have  been  proverbial.    Churchyard,  in  bis  Ckalknge^  p. 
16:%  says  J 

**  Thus  all  with  shall^  or  shatles,  pe  shot  be  fed:* 

^  Skeens; — Knives  or  daggers.   Skein  is  the  Irish  word  for  a  knife.  So,  io  Solinum  and  ferssda^  1509 1 

<*  Against  the  light-fbot  Irish  have  I  serred. 
And  in  my  skin  bear  tokens  of  the  sktins^* 
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And  their  minds  tempered  with  more  kindly  heat. 
Than  for  their  froward  parent's  frowardness, 
That  they  should  break  forth  into  public  brawls: 
Howe'er  the  rouRh  hand  of  the  untoward  world 
Hath  molded  your  proceedings  in  this  matter, 
Yet  I  am  sure  the  first  intent  was  love. 
Then  since  the  first  spring  was  so  sweet  and  warm. 
Let  it  die  gently,  ne'er  kill  it  with  a  scorn. 

Kay,  O  thou  base  world  !  how  leprous  is  that 
soul 
That  is  once  limed  in  that  polluted  mod  ! 
O,  sir  Arthur !  you  have  startled  his  free  active 

spirit 
With  a  too  sharp  spur  for  his  mind  to  bear. 
TIave  patience,  sir ;  the  remedy  to  woe, 
Is,  to  leave  that  of  force  we  must  forego. 

Mil.  And  I  roust  take  a  twelvemonth's  appro- 
bation. 
That  in  the  mean  time  this  sole  and  private  life. 
At  the  year's  end  may  fashion  me  a  wife. 
But,  sweet  Mounchenscy,  ere  this  year  be  done, 
Thou'st  he  a  friar,  if  that  I  be  a  nun. 
And,  father,  ere  young  Jerningham's  1*11  be, 
I  will  turn  mad,  to  spite  both  him  and  thee. 

[Atide, 

Clare,  Wife,  come  to  horse;  and,  huswife, 
make  you  ready : 
For  if  I  live,  T  swear  by  this  good  light, 
111  see  you  lodged  in  Cheston-house  to  night. 

[ExeunL 

Mcun,  Raymond,  away,  thou  see'st  how  mat« 
ters  fall. 
Chorl,  hell  consume  thee,  and  thy  pelf,  and  all ! 

Fab.  Now,  Mr  Clare,  you  see  how  matters 
fadge:*9 
Yoor  Millisent  must  needs  be  made  a  nun. 
Well,  sir,  we  are  the  men  must  ply  the  match : 
Hold  you  your  peace,  and  be  a  looker-on : 
And  send  her  unto  Chest  on,  where  he  will, 
Y{\  send  me  fellows  of  a  handful  high 
Into  the  cloisters  where  the  nuns  frequent. 
Shall  make  them  skip  like  does  about  the  dale ; 
And  make  the  lady  prioress  of  the  house 
To  play  at  leap-frog  naked  in  their  smocks, 
Until  the  mferry  wenches  at  their  mass 
Cry  teehe,  weehee ; 

And  tickling  these  mad  lasses  in  their  flanks. 
Shall  sprawl  and  squeak,  and  pinch  their  fellow 

nuns. 
Be  Hvely,  boys,  before  the  wench  we  lose, 
I'll  make  the  abbess  wear  the  canon's  hose. 

[Exeunt. 


Enter  Harry  Clare,  Frank   JERNiNCHAif, 
Peter  Fibel,  and  Millisent. 

Hot,  Clare.  Spite  now  hath  done  ber  worst ; 
sister,  be  patient. 

Jer.  Forewarned  poor  Raymond's  company! 
O  heaven ! 
When  the  composure  of  weak  frailty  meet 
Upon  this  mart  of  dirt,  O  then  wciUl  love 
Must  in  her  own  unhappiness  be  silent, 
And  wink  on  all  deformities. 

Mil  Tis  well : 
Where's  Raymond,  brother?  Where's  my  dear 

Mouncbensey  ? 
Would  we  might  weep  together,  and  then  part, 
Our  sighing  parle  would  much  ease  my  heart. 

FoIk  Sweet  beauty,  fold  yocur  sorrows  In  the 
thought 
Of  future  reconcilement :  let  your  tears 
Shew  you  a  woman,  but  be  no  farther  spent 
Than  from  the  eyes :  for,  sweet  experience  says. 
That  love  is  firm  that's  flattered  with  delays. 

MiL  Alas,  sir,  think  you  I  shall  e'er  be  his  ? 

Fab^  As  sure  as  parting  smiles  on  future  bliss. 
Yond  comes  my  friend ;  see,  be  hath  doated 
So  long  upon  your  beauty«  that  your  want 
Will  with  a  pale  retirement  waste  his  blood ; 
For  in  true  love  music  doth  sweetly  dwell ; 
Severed,  these  less  ivorlds  bear  within  them  hell. 

Enter  Mounchemsey, 

Moun,  Harry  and  Frank,  you  are  enjoined  to 
wean 
Your  friendship  from  me,  we  must  part;  the 

breath 
Of  all  advised  cormption :  pardon  me. 
Faith,  1  must  say  so ;  you  may  think  I  love  yon, 
I  breathe  not,  rougher  spite  do  sever  us. 
We'll  meet  by  stealth,  sweet  friend,  by  stealth  yoa 

twain; 
Kisses  are  sweetest  ^ot  by  struggling  pain. 

Jer.  Our  friendship  dies  not,  Raymond. 

Moun.  Pardon  me : 
I  am  busied ;  I  have  lost  my  faculties, 
And  buried  tliem  in  Millisent^s  clear  ^es. 

MiL  Alas  !  sweet  love,  what  shall  become  of 
me? 
I  must  to  Cheston  to  the  nunnery, 
I  shall  ne*er  see  thee  more. 

Moun.  How,  sweet ! 
I'll  bcT  thy  votary,  we'll  often  meet : 
This  kiss  divides  us,  and  breathes  soft  adieu— 


*9  Fadge—l  e.  go^  proceed.  The  word  isosed  in  Nashe's  Lenten  Stt^ff,  15W :  <<  It  woold  not  fadgef  far 
then  the  market  was  raised  to  three  hondred.*' 
Again,  io  out  Lam^  by  Massloger,  &c«  A.  4.  S.  4. : 

•«  Now  it  he%\tA  to  fudge:* 
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This  be  a  double  charm  to  keep  both  trae. 
Fab.  Have  done,  yoar  fathers  maj  chance  spy 
your  parting. 
BAfote  BOC  you  by  any  neans^  good  iweetntsBy 
To  go  into  the  nunnery,  for  from  heace 
Must  we  beget  your  loves  sweet  hapfHoess:    . 
You  shall  not  stay  there  long,  your  harder  bed 
Shall  be  more  soft,  when  nun  and  maid  are  dead. 

JSn^cr  Bilbo. 

Moun.  Now,  sirrah,  what's  the  matter  ? 

BU.  Marry,  you  must  to  horse  presently ;  that 
yHlainous  old  gouty  churl,^Sir  Arthur  Clare,  longs 
till  he  be  at  the  nunnery. ' 

KCidre.  How,  sir? 

BiL  (^  I  cry  you  mercy ;  be  is  TOur  father  in* 
deed,  but  I  am  sore,  that  there's  less  affinity  be- 
twixt your  two  natures,  than  there  is  between  a 
broker  and  a  cwtparae. 

MouH.  Bring  me  my  gelcfing,  sirrah. 

BU.  Well,  nothing  grieres  me,  but  for  the  poor 
wench ;  she  must  now  cry  vale  to  lobster^  pies, 
artichokes,  and  all  sacfa  meats  of  mortality.  Poor 
g^tleworoan !  the  sign  most  net  be  in^Virgo  any 
longer  with  her,  and  that  me  grieves :  farewell. 
Poor  MilUsent 
Must  pray  and  repent; 

O  fatal  wonder ! 
She*ll  now  be  no  fatten 
Love  must  not  come  at  her, 
Yet  she  shall  be  kept  under.        [Exit. 

Jer.  Farewell,  dear  Raymond* 

H.  Clare.  Friend,  adieu. 

MiL  Dear  sweet. 
No  joy  enjoys  my  heart  till  we  next  meet. 

[EsemU. 

Pii6.  Well,  Raymond,  now  the  tide  of  discontent 
Beats  in  thy  face ;  but  ere't  be  long,  the  wind 
Shall  turn  the  flood.  We  must  to  Waltham  abbey ; 
And  as  fair  MiUisent  in  Cheston  lives 
A  most  unwiJline  nun,  so  thou  shalt  there 
Become  a  beardless  novice :  to  what  end, 
Let  time  and  future  accidents  declare : 
Taste  thou  my  sleights,  thy  love  Til  only  share. 

Moun.  Turn  friar?  C 


,  my  good  counsellor, 
let's  ^o : 
Yet  that  disguise  will  hardly  shroud  my  woe. 

[Exeunt. 

Enter  the  Priorea  of  Ciieston  with  a  Nun  or 
two;  Sir  Arthur  Clare,  Sir  Ralpo  Jer- 
HiNOBAM,  Harrt  and  Frank,  the  Lady  and 
Bilbo,  with  Millisent. 

Lady  Clare.  Madam, 
The  love  unto  this  holy  sisterhood^ 


And  our  confinned  opinion  of  your  zea^ 
Hath  truly  won  us  to  bestow  our  child 
Rather  on  this  than  any  neighbouring  cell. 

Frio.  Jesus^  daughter,  Mary's  child, 
Holy  nmtron^  woman  mild. 
For  thee  a  mass  shall  still  be  said, 
Every  sister  drop  a  bead ; 
And  those  again  succeeding  them. 
For  you  shall  sbg  a  R^uienu 

Frank.  The  wench  is  gone,  Harry,  she  is  no 
more  a  woman  of  this  world — Mark  her  well,  she 
looks  like  a  nun  already  :  what  thiuk'st  on  her  ? 

Harry.  By  my  faith,  her  face  comes  hand- 
somely to't. 
But  peace,  let's  hear  the  rest. 

Sir  At.  Madam,  for  a  twelvemonth's  approbate 
tion, 
We  mean  to  make  this  trial  of  our  child. 
Your  care,  and  our  dear  blessing,  in  mean  time. 
We  pray  may  prosper  this  intended  work. 

Frio.  May  your  happy  soul  be  blithe, 
That  so  truly  pay  your  tithe : 
He  that  many  children  gave, 
Tis  fit  that  he  one  child  bhould  have. 
Then,  fair  virgin,  hear  my  spell, 
For  I  must  your  duty  telJ. 

MiL  Good  men  and  true,  stand  together, 
And  hearyour  charge.  [Audi. 

Frio*  First,  a  mornings  take  your  book, 
The  glass  wherein  yourself  must  look ; 
Your  young  thouglits,  so  proud  and  jolly, 
Must  be  turned  to  motions  holy ; 
For  your  busk,  attires,  and  toys. 
Have  your  thoughts  on  heavenly  joys ; 
And  for  all  your  follies  past, 
You  must  do  penance,  pray,  and  fast 

Bil.  Let  her  take  heed  of  fasting;  and  if  ever 
she  hurt  herself  with  praying  Fll  ne'er  trust 
beast. 

MiL  This  goes  hard,  by'r  lady.  [Ande* 

Frio.  You  shall  ring  the  '^  sacring  bell, 
Keep  your  hours,  and  tell  your  knell. 
Rise  at  midnight  to  your  matins. 
Read  your  psalter,  smg  your  latins; 
And  when  your  blood  shall  kindle  pleasure. 
Scourge  yourself  in  plenteous  measure. 

MiL  Worse  and  worse,  by  Saint  Mary.  [Aside. 

D'ank.  Sirrah,  Hal,  bow  does  she  hold  her 
countenance  ? — well,  go  thy  ways,  if  ever  thou 
prove  a  nun.  111  t>uild  an  abbey* 

Uar.  She  may  be  a  nun ;  but  if  ever  she  pr 
an  anchoress,  1 11  dig  her  grave  with  my  nails. 

Frank.  To  her  again,  mother. 

Uar.  Hold  thine  own,  wench. 

Prto.  You  must  read  the  morning  masa^ 


irove 


^  Sacring  htlh—**  The  lUtle  bell,  which  is  mn^  to  give  notk«of  the  Ho^t  approacbhig,  when  it  U. 
carried  io  procession,  as  also  in  other  offices  of  the  Romish  chnrcb,  is  called  the  sacring^  or  comuration 
bell,  arom  the  French  word  sacrtr:'    Mr  Theobald's  Note  to  Henr^  VllL  A.  X  8.  «• 
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^'  Yoa  most  creep  onto  the  cros^ 
Pot  cold  mahes  on  your  bead, 
Have  a  bair-clocb  for  your  bed« 

BiL  Sbe  bad  ratber  have  a  man  in  her  bed. 

Prio.  Bind  yoor  beads,  and  tell  your  needs, 
Tour  bol^  aves,  and  your  creeds : 
Holy  maid,  this  must  be  done. 
If  you  mean  to  live  a  nun. 

Mil  The  lioly  maid  will  be  no  nun.      [Atide. 

;&>  Ar,  Madam,  we  have  some  business  of  im- 
port, 
And  must  be  gone ; 

Will't  please  you  take  my  wife  into  your  closet, 
Who  farther  will  acquaint  you  with  my  miud : 
Aod  so,  good  modam,  for  this  time  adieu. 

[Exeunt  Womeny  and  Sir  Artbur. 

Sir  Ralph,  Well  now,  Frank  Jemingham,  how 
say*st  tbou  ? 
To  be  brief. 

What  wilt  thou  say  for  all  this,  if  we  two. 
Her  father  and  myself,  can  bring  about. 
That  we  convert  this  nun  to  be  a  wife. 
And  tbou  the  hueband  to  this  pretty  nun? 
How  then,  my  lad  ?  ha,  Frank ;  it  may  be  done. 

Har.  Ay,  now  it  works.  [Aiide. 

Frank.  O  God,  sir !  yoo  amaze  me  at  your 
words; 
Thkik  with  joorself,  air,  what  a  thing  it  were 
To  cause  a  redose  to  renounce  her  vow ; 
A  maimed,  contrite,  and  repentant  soul. 
Ever  mortUied  with  fasting  and  with  prayer. 
Whose  thoughts,  even  as  her  eyes,  are  fixed  on 

heaven; 
To  draw  a  virgin  thus  devout  with  zeal, 
Badt  to  the  world ;  O  impious  deed ! 
Nor  by  the  canon-law  can  it  be  done. 
Without  a  dispensation  from  the  church : 
Besides,  she  is  so  prone  onto  this  life, 
As  •he'U  even  shnek  to  hear  a  husband  named. 

Biil  Ay.  ^^  a  poor  innocent  she !— -well,  here's 
^  no  knavery ; 
He  floou  the  old  fools  to  their  teeth.         [Atide. 

Sir  Ra^k.  Boy,  I  am  glad  to  hear 
Thoo  makest  sudb  scruple  of  that  conscience. 
And  in  a  man  so  young  as  is  yourself, 
I  promise  you  'tis  very  seldom  seen. 
But,  Frank,  this  is  a  tridc,  a  mere  device, 
A  slei^t  plotted  betwixt  her  father  and  uiyself. 
To  thrust  Mounchensey's  nose  besides  the  cushion; 
That  being  thus  debarred  of  all  access, 
Time  yet  may  work  him  from  her  thoughts, 


And  give  thee  ample  scope  to  thy  desires. 

BiL  A  plague  on  you  both  for  a  couple  of 
Jews !  [Aside. 

Han  How  now,  Frank,  what  say  you  to  that  ? 

Frank.  Let  me  abiie,  I  warrant  thee.— 
Sir,  assured  that  this  motion  doth  proceed 
From  your  most  kind  and  fatherly  affection, 
I  Ho  dispose  my  liking  to  your  pleasure :  % 

But  for  It  is  a  matter  of  such  moment 
As  holy  marriage,  I  most  crave  thus  much, 
To  have  some  conference  with  my  ghostly  father, 
Friar  Hildersham,  here  by,  at  Waltham  abbey. 
To  be  absolved  of  thines  that  it  is  fit 
None  only  but  my  confessor  should  know. 

Sir  Ralph.  With  all  my  lieart,  he  is  a  reverend 
man; 
And  to-morrow  morning  we  will  meet  all  at  the 

abbey. 
Where,  by  the  opinion  of  that  reverend  man. 
We  will  proceed ;  I  like  it  passing  well. 
Till  then  we  part,  boy ;  I  think  of  it,  farewell ; 
A  parent's  care  no  mortal  tongue  can  tell. 

[Efeuni^ 

£7i^er  5ir  Arthur  Clare,  and  Raymond  MouK** 
CHENSET  like  a  Friar, 

Sir  Ar.  Holy  young  novice,  I  have  told  you  now 
My  full  intent,  and  do  refer  the  rest 
To  your  professed  secrecy  and  care  3 
And  see. 

Our  serious  speech  hath  stolen  upon  the  way. 
That  w6  are  come  unto  the  abbey  gate ; 
Because  I  know  Mounchensey  is  a  fox. 
That  craftily  doth  overlook  my  doings, 
ni  not  be  seen,  not  I;  tush,  I  have  done, 
I  had  a  daughter,  but  she's  now  a  nun. 
Farewell,  dear  son,  farewell.  [Exit. 

Moun.  Fare  you  well. — Ay,  you  have  done; 
Your  daughter,  sir,  shall  not  be  lone  a  nun, 
O  my  rare  tutor !  never  mortal  braio 
Plotted  out  such  a  plot  of  policy ; 
And  my  dear  bosom  is  so  great  with  laughter. 
Begot  by  his  simplicity  and  error. 
My  soul  is  fall'n  in  labour  with  her  joy. 
O  my  friends,  Frank  Jerningham,  and  Clare ! 
Did  you  but  know  but  how  this  jest  takes  fire. 
That  good  Sir  Arthur,  thinking  me  a  novice. 
Hath  even  poured  himself  into  my  bosom ; 
O  you  would  vent  your  spleens  with  tickling  mirth. 
But,  Raymond,  peace,  and  have  an  eye  about^ 
For  fear  perhaps  some  of  the  nuns  look  out^ 


^*  Vou  must  creep  onto  the  cross. — This  popish  ceremony  is  partienlarly  ^escribed  io  an  ancient  baok 
of  the  Ceremonial  of  the  Kings  of  England,  purchased  by  the  late  Doche«8  of  Northumberland,  at  the 
tale  of  the  MSS.  of  Mr  Anstto,  Garter  King  at  Arms.  It  appears  from  this  carioux  treatise,  that  the 
bishop  and  the  dean  brought  a  crucifix  out  of  the  vestry,  aod  placed  it  on  a  cushion  before  the  altar.  A 
carpet  was  then  laid  **  for  the  khuge  to  cre^pe  to  the  cro$n  upon.**  8ee  Df  l^ercy*8  Note  to  the  Northum^ 
terland  Household  Book,  p.  436.     8, 

'*  A  poor  ianoo0ti^— 8ee  note  to/lY«  piti^  she's  a  Whore. 

3'  Uere*s  no  knaoertf'^cc  note  11  to  The  Mar/Qr  0/  (^eenborou^h. 
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Peace  and  draritj  within. 

Never  touched  with  deadly  &in ; 

I  cast  holy-water  pure 

On  this  wall,  and  ou  this  door, 

TImt  from  evil  shall  defend, 

And  keep  too  fW>ra  the  ugly  fiend ; 

Evil  .sprite,' by  night  nor  da^, 

Shall  approach,  or  come  this  way; 

Elf  nor  fairy,  by  this  grace. 

Day  nor  night  shall  haunt  this  place. 
Holy  maiden»^  [Knocks, 

Answer  within,  WIk>*s  that  which  knocks  ?  ha, 

who*9  there? 
Jfoim.  Gentle  nun,  here  is  a  friar. 

Enter  Nun, 

Nun.  A  firiar"  without?  now  Christ  ot  siv^ 
Holy  roan,  what  would*st  thou  have  ? 

M<mn.  Holy  madd,  I  hither  come 
From  friar  and  ftither  Hildereham, 
By  the  fttvoUr  and  the  grace 
Of  the  prionsss  of  this  places 
Amongst  you  all  to  visit  one 
That's  come  for  approbation; 
Before  she  was  as  now  yon  are, 
The  daughter  of  Sh*  Arthur  Clare; 
But  since  she  now  beciime  a  nun, 
3^  Called  Millisent  of  Edmonton. 

Nun,  Holy  man,  repose  you  tbere^ 
This  news  111  to  our  abbess  bear. 
To  tell  what  a  man  is  sent. 
And  your  message,  and  intent. 

JHoun.  Beoedicite. 

Nun,  Beoedicite.  [Ent, 

Maun,  Do,  my  good  plump  wench;  if  m  faH 
right, 
ni  make  your  sisterhood  one  lets  by  night. 
Now,  happy  fortune,  speed  this  merry  drift, 
I  like  a  wench  oomes  roundly  to  her  Shrift 

Enter  Lady  and  Milliseitt. 

Lad^.  HtiVe  friars  recourse  then  to  the  house 
of  nuns? 

JiliL  Madam,  it  is  the  order  of  this  place, 
When  any  virgin  comes  for  a|>probation, 
(Lest  that  for  fear,  or  such  sinister  practice, 
She  should  be  forced  to  undergo  this  veil. 
Which  should  proceed  fVom  consdenoe  and  devo- 
tion,) 
A  visitor  is  sent  from  Wnltham  boose. 
To  take  the  true  confession  of  the  mtud. 

Lady,  Is  that  the  order  ?  I  commend  it  well : 
You  to  your  shrift.  111  back  unto  the  cell.    [Exit, 

Moun,  Life  of  my  soul !  bright  angel ! 

Mil  What  means  the  friar  ? 

Moun.  O  MUlisent,  'tis  I. 

Mil,  My  heart  misgives  me;  I  should  know 
that  voice. 


You?  who  are  you ?  the  boh  Vii<gro'blee8*m« ! 
Tell  me  your  name  ?  you  shall  ere  you  cotafesrnit. 

Moun.  MouncUensey,  thy  true  friend; 

MU.  My  Raymond !  my  dear  hei^ ! 
Sweet  life,  eive  leave  to  my  distracted  soul 
To  wake  a  Tittle  from  this  sv^oon  of  jot.  - 
By  what  means  camest  thoU  to  assume  this  shapfe  ? 


Moun,  By  means  of  Peter  Fabel,  my  kind  tutor. 
Who  in  the  habit  of  Friar  Hildersham^ 
Frank  Jerninf^iam's  old  friend  and  donfessor. 
Plotted  by  Frank,  by  Fabel,  and  myself. 
And  so  delivered  to  Sir  Arthur  Clare, 
Who  brought  me  here  unto  the  abbey  gato> 
To  be  his  nun^made  daughter's  visitor. 

MiL  You  are  all  sweet  traitors  td  my  poor  old 
father. 

0  my  dear  life^  I  was  a  dreamed  to-nigh^ 
That  as  I  was  prajfing  in  my  psaltor. 
There  came  a  spirit  unto  me  as  I  kneel'd,; 
And  by  his  strong  p^irshasioils  tempted  me 
To  leave  this  nunnei7 ;  and  methbught 
He  came  in  the  most  glorious  anfeeMiapei 
That  lAortal  eye  did  ever  look  updn* 

Ha,  tliou  art  suce  that  spirit,  for  there's  no  fbrrii. 
Is  id  ihine  «ye  so  glorious  as  thine  own; 

Mowiu  O  tboo  idoktress^  that  dost  this  woribip 
To  him  whose  likeness  is  but  praiie  of  thee ! 
Thou  bright  urislettingstar,  wluch  through  tfaii  i^dil; 
For  very  envy,  makest  the  sun  look  puSe ! 

Jit/l  Well,  visitor,  lest  that  perhaps  my  motfa^ 
Should  think  the  friar  too  strict  in  his  decrees, 

1  this  confess  to  my  sweet  jjbostly  fathdr. 
If  chaste  pure  love  be  sin,  I  must  coof^ 
I  have  ofiended  three  yeiirs  now  with  thee. 

Moun,  But  do  you  yet  repent  you  of  the  vimti 

MiL  Ffaith  I  cahoot. 

Moun.  Nor  will  I  absolve  thee 
Of  that  sweet  sin,  though  it  be  venial : 
Yet  have  the  penance  of  a  thousand  kisse^ 
And  I  enioin  you  to  this  pilgrimage, 
That  in  the  evening  you  bestow  yourself 
Hefb  in  the  Walk  near  to  the  willow  ground; 
Where  III  be  ready  both  with  men  and  horse 
To  wait  your  coming,  and  conv^  you  hence 
Unto  a  lodge  I  have  in  Enfield  Chase : 
No  more  reply  if  that  you  yield  consent^ 
I  see  more  eyes  upon  our  stay  are  bent. 

MiL  Sweet  life,  far^ell,  'tiS  done,  let  Chat  sof-  . 
fice; 
What  my  tongue  fails^  I  send  thee  by  mine  eyes. 

[EaciL 
Enter  TaungCi^L^i^  and  Hkhivqukh, 

Jer,  Now,  visitor,  how  does  thb  new-made 
nun? 

F.  Clare,  Come,  come,  bow  does  she,  noble 
capuchin  ? 

Jfottu.  She  may  be  poor  in  spirit;  but  for  tlie 


3^  Called  MilU$«nt  of  Edmimton 
the  religious  hooies*    tf*  P* 


•Monks  and  mus  always  changed  their  names  wben  tbey  entered  into 
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fittby  'ds  fit  aod  plotop,  bovs.    Ab,  voms,  there 
is  a  compaoy  of  girls  would  torn  joa  all  friara. 

Jer.  But  ham,  Mouncbeniejr,  bow,  lad,  for  the 
wwdtkf 

MiMH,  Zounds^  lads,  (i'faitb  I  thank  my  holy 
babk,) 
1  have  confest  her,  and  the  lady  prioress 
Hath  ghren  me  ghostly  ooooael,  arith  her  blessing. 
•And  WW  say  |ie,  ftoys. 
If  I  be  cboae  the  vreekly  visitor? 

F.  Clare.  Blood !  she'll  have  ne'er  a  oan  an- 
bagVI  to  nng  mass  then. 

/dr.  llie  tibbot  of  Waltbav  vivll  have  as  many 
obUdran  to  pat  to  aurse,  as  he  has  calves  in  the 


Jfotm.  Welly  to  be  brief,  the  nan  will  soon  at 
9i^t  tuna  Li|4»it;  if  I  can  but  devise  to  qoit  ber 
<iifnwly  of  the  aunnery,  she  is  mine  own. 

Jer,  Bat  sirrah,  Baymond,  what  newa  of  P»- 
lerFabel  At  the  bouse  r 

Moun.  Tosh,  he  is  the  only  man,  a  necroman^ 
eer,  and  a  conjurer,  that  works  for  yoane  MouU- 
cb^is^pr  /altosatbor;  and  if  it  be  not  for  Friar 
Benedict^  that  he  can  cross  him  by  his  learned 
skill,  the  wench  is  gone;  Fabel  will  fetch  her  out 
by  veiif  JBAgic. 

£it/fr  Fabel. 

Tab,  Stands  the  wind  then^  boy  ?  luotp  them 
in  that  key,  the  wench.  4s  ours  belofie  to-morrow 
day.  Well,  Harry  and  Frank,  as  ye  are  gentle- 
men,  stick  to  us  Close  this  onos :  you  know  vonr 
latberi  have  mea  and  horse  lie  ready  stiii  at 
Cbeston,  to  watoh  jtbe  cpast  be  clear,  to  scout 
aboiit,and  ba^e  a»  eye  unto  Mounchfaosey's  walks ; 
therefore  you  two  may  liover  thereabouts,  and  no 
man  wiU  suffpact  you  for  the  matter :  be  ready 
but  tp  t»ke  ber  at  our  bands,  lei^e  us  to  ^^  scum- 
ble for  her  getting  out. 

Jer.  B^ood !  if  Sill  Hertfordshire  were  at  our 
heel«»  well  oury  ber  away  in  spite  of  them. 

T.  Clare,  But  whither,  Raymond  ? 

JIbiffkTo  Brian's  upper  loc^  in  Enfield  Chase ; 
he  is  miM  booMt  friandyiuid  a  '^  tall  keeper ;  I'll 
send  my  man  unto  him  pres^tly^  to  acquaint  him 
with  your  coming  and  Intent 

Fab,  Be  brief,  and  secret. 

Moun.  Soon  at  aighti  remember 
You  bring  your  horses  to  the  wilk>w  ground. 

Jer,  'lis  done,  no  more. 
-  Y.  Clare,  We  will  not  fail  the  hour; 


My  life  and  'fortune  now  lies  in  your  power. 

Fab.  About  our  business,  Raymond,  let's  away : 
Think  off  your  hour,  it  draws  well  off  the  day. 

[ExeunU 

Enter  Blague,  Banks,  Smug,  and  Sir  John. 

Blague.  Come,  ye  ^^  Hungarian  pilchers,  wa 
are  once  more  come  under  the  Zona  Torrida  of 
the  forest;  let's  be  resolute;  let's  fly  to  and 
again ;  and  the  devil  come,  we'll  put  him  to  his 
interrogatories,  and  not  budge  a  fool:  What! 
foot,  I'll  put  fire  into  you ;  ye  shall  all  three  serve 
the  good  duke  of  Norfolk. 

Smug,  Mine  host,  my  bully,  my  precious  con* 
sul,  my  noble  Holofecnes,  I  have  been  drunk  in 
thy  house  twenty  times  and  ten;  all's  one  for 
that :  I  was  last  night  in  the  third  heaven,  my 
brmn  was  poor,  it  had  yeast  iu't,  but  now  I  am  a 
man  of  action ;  is't  not  so,  lad  ? 

Baa^.  Why  now  thou  hast  two  of  the  liberal 
sciences  about  thee,  wit  and  reason,  thou  mayest 
serve  the  duke  of  Europe. 

Smug,  I  will  serve  the  duke  of  Christendom, 
and  do  him  more  credit  in  his  cellar,  than  all  the 
plate  in  his  buttery ;  is't  not  so,  lad  ?       - 

Sir  John,  Mine  host,  and  Smog,  stand  there; 
Banks,  you  and  your  horse  keep  together,  but  lie 
close ;  shew  no  tricks  for  fear  of  the  keeper :  if 
we  be  scared,  we'll  meet  in  the  church- porch  at 
Enfield. 

iSoiaf.  Content,  Sir  John. 

Banki.  Smug,  dost  not  thou  remexnber  the  trfSf 
thou  fellest  out  of  last  night  ? 

Smug.  Tush,  and't  had  been  as  high  as  mi  ab- 
bey, I  should  ne'er  have  hurt  myself;  I  have 
fallen  into  the  river,  coming  home  from  Walthann 
and  'scaped  drowning. 

Sir  John,  Come,  sever,  fear  no  spirits,  we'll 
have  a  buck  presently ;  we  have  watched  later 
than  this  for  a  doe,  mine  host. 

Host,  Thou  speakest  as  true  as  velvet 

Sir  John,  Why  then  come — ^grass  and  hay,  &c 

[Exeunt. 

Enter  Houng  Clare,  Jerningham,  anc^MiLLi- 

SENT. 

Y,  Clare.  Frank  Jcmingham ! 
Jer.  Speak  softly,  rogue,  how  now  ? 
Y,  Clare.  'Sfoot,  we  shall  lose  our  way,  it's  so 
dark :  whereabouts  are  wc  ? 
Jer.  Why,  man,  at  Porter's  gate ; 


^'  9anfi|Ie^1nita>i€es  of  this  word,  which  means  ahnost  the  same  as  scrttmbU^  are  given  in  a  note  on 
Shakespeare's  King  Henry  V,  8c.  I.  edit.  1778.    S. 

3^  Tail  keeper-^-See  note  28  to  Qeorge  a  Greene^  Vol.  I.  p.  451. 

37  Hungarian  otlcAer«— Hungarian  was  a  caot  term  then  frequently  in  we,  .Sec  Atr  Stevens's  note  on 
Merry  Wivet  of  Windsor,  A.  1.  8.  S.  Mr  Toilet  observes,  that  *-  the  Hungarians^  when  infidels,  overran 
Gernany  and  France,  and  would  have  invaded  England  if  they  could  have  come  to  it.  See  Stowc,  in 
'  Holiog8lied*9  Invasions  of  Ireland^  p.  5C.    Hence  their  name  might  become  a  x^rovcrb 
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The  wny  lies  right :  hark,  the  clock  strikes  at  En- 
field ;  what's  the  hoar  ? 

F.  Clare,  Ten,  the  bell  says. 
.   Jer.  A  lie's  iii's  throat,  it  was  but  eight  when 
we  set  out  of  Cheston ;  Sir  Johix  and  liis  sexton 
are  at  their  ale  to-night,  the  clock  runs  at  ran- 
flofn. 

Y.  Clare.  Nay,  as  sure  as  thou  livest,  the  vil- 
lainous vicar  is  abroad  in  the  chase  thi«  dark 
iiight ;  the  stone  priest  steals  more  venison  than 
half  the  country. 
Jer.  Millisent,  how  dost  thott  ? 
MiL  Sir,  verv  well. 
I  woiUd  to  God  we  were  at  Brian's  lodge. 
Y,  Clare.  We  shall  anon — nowns,  hark  ! 
What  means  thi»  noise  ? 
Jer.  Stay,  I  hear  horsemen. 
Y.  Clare.  I  hear  footmen  too. 
Jer.  Nay  then  I  have  it,  we  have  been  disco- 
vered. 
And  we  are  followed  by  our  father's  men. 

JiliL  Brother,  and  friend,  aias !  what  shall  we 

do  ? 
Y.  Clare.  Sister,  speak  softly,  or  we  are  descried, 
They  are  hard  upon  ns,  whatsoe'er  they  be ; 
Shadow  yourselt  behind  this  brake  of  fertv, 
We*ll  get  into  the  wood,  and  let  them  pass. 

Enter  Sir  Johx,  Blague,  Smug,  and  Bakes, 
one  after  another. 

Sir  John.  Grass  and  hay,  we  are  all  mortal ; 
the  keeper's  abroad,  and  there's  an  end. 

Banks.  Sir  John ! 

Sir  John.  Neighbour  Banks,  wrhat  news  ? 

Banks.  Zounds,  Sir  John,  the  keepers  are 
abroad ;  I  was  bard  by  'em. 

Sir  John.  Grass  and  hay,  where's  mine  host 
Blague f 

Blague.  Here,  metropolitan;  the  Philistines 
are  upon  us,  be  silent :  let  us  serve  the  good  duke 
of  Norfolk.    But  where  is  Smug  f 

Smug.  Here :  a  pox  on  you  all,  dogs ;  I  have 
killed  the  greatest  nuck  in  Brian's  walk :— Shift 
for  yourselves,  all  the  keepers  are  up ;  let*s  meet 
in  Enfield  church-porch : — Away,  we  are  all  taken 
else.  [Ejeunt. 

Enter  Brian,  vith  his  3Ian  and  his  Hound. 

Bri.  Biilph,  hear*st  thou  any  stirring? 

Bulph.  I  heard  one  speak  here  hard  by,  in  the 
bottom.  Peace,  master,  speak  low^ nouns,  if  I 
did  not  hear  a  bow  go  off  and  the  buck  bray,  I 
never  heard  deer  in  my  life. 

Brl  When  went  your  fellows  into  their  walks? 

Ralph.  An  hour  ago. 
'    Bri.  Life!  is  there  stealers  abroad,  and  we 

cannot  hear  of  them  ? 
Where  the  devil  are  my  men  to-night  ? 
Sirrah,  go  up  and  wind  toward  Buckley's  lodge : 
rtt  cast  about  the  bottom  with  my  hound, 
And  [  will  meet  thee  under  Cony-oak. 

Ralph.  1  will,  sir.  [Exit. 

Bri.  llow  now !  by  the  mass  my  hound  stays 


upon  something ;  bark,  hark.  Bowman,  hark,  haiil 
there. 
Afi(.Brother,FrankJerningham,brotherClare! 
Bri,  Peace ;  that's  a  woman's  voice— Stand  j 
who's  there  ?  Stand,  or  I'll  shooL 

MiL  O  lord !  hold  your  hands,  I  mean  no  harm, 
sir. 

BrL  Speak,  who  are  you  ? 
Mil.  I  am  a  maid,  sir— *vho?  Master  Brian? 
BrL  The  very  same :  sure  I  should  know  her 
voice — Mrs  Millisent ! 
Mil,  Ay ;  it  is  I,  sir. 

BrL  God  for  his  passion,  whtft  make  yon  here 
alone  ?  I  look'd  for  you  at  my  lodge  an  hoar  ago; 
What  means  your  company  to  leave  you  thus  ? 
Who  brought  you  hither  ? 

MiL  My  brother,  sir,  and  Master  JertiiDgham ; 
who,  hearing  folks  about  us  in  the  chase,  feared 
it  had  been  Sir  Arthur,  my  father,  who  bad  pur- 
sued us,  and  thns  dispersed  ourselves  till  they 
were  past  us. 
Brt,  But  where  be  they  ? 
MiL  They  be  not  far  off,  here  about  the  grove. 

Enter  Young  Claee  and  Jerhingham. 

Y.  Clare.  Be  not  afraid,  man ;  I  bear  Brian*t 
tongue,  that's  certain. 

Jer.  Call  softly  for  your  sister. 

Y.  Clare.  MilUseot! 

MiL  Ay,  brother,  here. 

Brt.  Master  Clare ! 

Y.  Clare,  I  told  you  it  was  Brianr. 

BrL  Who  is  that,  Master  Jemingham  ?  Yoa 
are  a  couple  of  hotshots :  does  a  man  commit  hi« 
wench  to  you,  to  put  her  to  grass  at  this  time  of 
night  ? 

Jer.  We  heard  a  noise  abou(  us  in  the  chase^ 
And  fearing  that  our  fathers  bad  pursued  us, 
Severed  ourselves. 

Y.  Clare.  Brian,  how  http'dst  thou  on  her? 

BrL  Seeking  for  stealers  that  ore  abroad  to-' 
night, 
My  hound  stay'd  on  her,  and  so  found  her  out  - 

Y.  Clare,  they  were  these  stealers  that  a^ 
frighted  us; 
I  was  hard  upon  them  when  they  horsed  their 

deer. 
And  I  perceive  they  took  me  for  a  keeper. 

Bri.  Which  way  took  they  ? 

Jer.  Towards  Enfield. 

BrL  A  plague  upon*t,  that*s  the  damn'd  priest» 
and  Blague  of  the  George,  he  that  serves  the  good 
Duke  of  Norfolk. 

[A  Noise  within.  Follow,  follow,  follow !] 

V.  Clare.  Peace;  that's  my  father's  voice. 

BrL  Nouns,  you  suspected  them,  and  now  thej 
are  here  indeed. 

MiL  Alas !  what  shall  we  do? 

BrL  If  you  go  to  the  lodge,  you  are  surelj^ 
taken : 
Strike  down  the  wood  to  Enfield  presently, 
And  if  Mounchensey  come,  1*11  send  him  to  you* 
Let  me  alone  to  bustle  with  your  fathers ; 
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I  warrant  yon  chat  I  will  keep  them  f^y 

Till  TOO  bare  quit  the  chase:  awaT.away.TEiretin^ 

Who'»  there? 

Enter  the  Knighti. 

Sir  Ba^  In  the  king's  name,  pursue  the  ra- 
Tisher. 

JBru  Stand,  or  111  shoot. 

Jiir  Jr.  Who's  there? 

BrL  I  am  the  keeper,  that  do  charge  you  stand } 
You  have  stolen  mj  deier. 

Sir  Ar.  We  stoiea  thy  deer?  we  do  pursue  a 
thief. 

Bru  You  Are  arfant  thieves,  and  ye  hare  stolen 
my  deer. 

Sir  Ar.  We  are  knights;  Sir  Arthur  Clare, 
and  Sir  Ralph  Jerningham. 

JBfi  The  more  your  shame^  that  knights  should 
be  such  thieves. 

Sir  Ar.  Who,  or  what  art  thou  ? 

BrL  My  name  is  Brian,  keeper  of  this  walk. 

Sir  Ar,  O  Brian,  a  villain ! 
Thou  hast  received  my  daughter  to  thy  lodge. 

BrL  You  have  stolen  the  best  deer  in  my  walk 
to-night ;  my  deer. 

Sir  Ar,  My  daughters- 
Stop  not  my  way. 

BrL  What  make  tou  in  my  walk  ?  you  have 
stolen  the  best  buck  m  my  walk  to-nighc. 

Sir  Ar.  My  daughter — 

BrL  Mycteer— 

Sir  Rahh.  Where  is  Moundiensey  ? 

BrL  Where  is  my  buck  ? 

&>  Ar,  I  will  complain  me  of  thee  to  the  kine. 

BrL  ril  complain  unto  the  kin^  you  spoil  his 
game;  'tis  strange  that  men  of  your  account  and 
calling  will  offer  it.  I  tell  you  true,  Sh*  Arthur 
and  Sir  Ralph,  that  none  but  you  have  only  spoil'd 
my  game. 

iSp*  Ar,  1  chai^  you  stop  us  not 

BrL  I  charee  you  both  get  out  of  my  ground : 
is  this  a  time  for  such  as  you,  men  of  place,  and 
df  your  gravity,  to  be  abroaid  a  thievmgf  'tis  a 
shame;  and  afore  God  if  I  had  shot  at  you,  I 
bad  served  you  well  enough.  [Mxeunt, 

Enter  Banks  the  Miller^  wet  on  his  Legs. 

Banki,  Foot,  here's  a  dark  night  indeed;  I 
think  I  have  been  in  fifteen  ditches  between  this 
and  the  forest — Soft,  here*8  Enfield  church :  I  am 
so  wet  with  climbing  over  into  an  orchard,  for  to 
steal  some  filberts— Well,  here  111  sit  in  the 
chun:h*pord),  and  wait  for  the  rest  of  my  con- 
torts. 


Enter  Sexidii. 

lSex4  Here's  a  sky  as  black  as  Ludfer,  God 
bless  us  1  here  was  goodman  Theophilus  boned, 
he  was  the  best  nut-cracker  that  ever  dwelt  in  En^ 
field. — Well,  'tis  nine  o'clock,  'tis  time  to  ring 
curfew.  3*  Lord  bless  us,  what  a  white  thing  is 
that  in  the  church-porch !  O  Lord,  nijr  \e&  are 
too  weak  for  my  body,  my  hair  is  too  stiff  &r  my 
night-caj^,  my  heart  fails!  this  is  the  ghost  of 
Tlieophilus  I  O  Lord,  it  follows  me,  I  cannot  say 
my  prayers,  and  one  would  give  me  a  thousand 
pound.  Good  spirit !  I  have  bowl'd,  and  drunk, 
and  followed  the  hounds  with  jou  a  thousand 
times,  though  I  have  not  the  spirit  nowto  deal 
with  you— O  Lord ! 

Enter  Priett. 

Priest.  Grass  and  hay !  tre  are  all  mortal ;  who^s 
there? 

Sex,  We  are  grass  and  hay  indeed;  I  know 
you  to  be  master  parson,  by  your  phrase. 

Priest,  Sexton? 

Sex,  Ay,  sir. 

Priest,  For  mortality's  sskt,  what's  the  matter  ? 

Sex.  O  Lord,  I  am  a  man  of  another  element ; 
master  Theophilus's  ghost  is  in  the  church-porch ; 
there  was  an  hundred  cats,  all  fire,  dancing  eten 
now,  and  they  are  clomb  up  to  the  top  of  the 
steeple;  I'll  not  into  the  belfry  for  a  world. 

Priest,  O  goodman  Solomon,  I  have  been  about 
a  deed  of  darkness  to-night;  O  Lord!  I  saw  fif- 
teen spiriu  in  the  forest  Tike  white  bulls;  if  I  lie, 
I  am  an  errant  thief :  mortality  haunts  us — grass 
and  hay !  the  devil's  at  our  heels,  and  let's  hence 
to  the  parsonage.  -   [Exeunt. 

J%e  Miller  comes  out  very  sa/tly. 

Mil  What  noise  was  that  ?  'tis  the  watch ; 
sure  that  villainous  unludcy  rogue  Smug  is  ta*en, 
upon  my  life,  and  then  all  our  knavery  comes 
out :  I  heard  one  cry,  sure— 

Enter  Host  Blague. 

Host,  If  I  go  steal  any  more  venison,  I  am  a 
parodot :  foot,  I  can  scarce  beftr  the  sin  of  my 
flesh  in  the  day,  'tis  so  heavy :  if  I  turn  not  ho- 
nest, and  serve  the  good  Duke  of  Norfolk  as  a 
true  moreterraneum  skinker  ^^  should  do,  let  me 
never  look  biglier  than  the  element  of  a  constable. 

MiL  By  the  mass,  there  are  some  watchmen ; 
I  hear  them  name  master  constable :  I  would  my 
mill  were  an  eunuch,  and  wanted  her  stones,  so  I 
were  henoe. 


5»  Well^  UiM  nine  o'cIocJt,  'tis  time  to  rin^  curfem.—Curfiw  H  derived  from  two  Frtncb  words  rowrir^ 
i.  e.  tegere^  and/eu,  i.  e.  ignis,  Wllllnm  the  Conqueror,  io  the  first  year  of  hig  reigo,  commanded  that 
lo  every  town  and  viHaice  a  bell  should  be  rung  every  night  at  eight  e" clocks  and  that  all  people  should  put 
bat  Ibeir  fire  and  candle,  and  go  to  bed.  The  riiiging  of  a  bell  io  the  evening,  is.  In  many  places,  still 
called  ringing  the  Curfew  Bell. 

3^  5A/nArer— See  Note  11  to  Grim  the  Collier  ofCroydvn, 
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HetL  Who's  there? 

Mil  Tit  the  constable,  by  this  light :  FU  steal 
hence,  and  if  I  can  meet  oiipe  host  Blague,  Fll 
teU  him  bow  Smug  is  ta'en,  and  will  him  U>  look 
to  himself.    '  [Exii. 

Host,  What  the  devil  b  that  white  thing  f  tbis 
same  is  a  church-yard,  and  I  have  heard  that 
ghosts  and  villainous  goblins  have  been  seen  here. 

Enter  Seiton  and  Priest. 

Pritii.  Grass  and  haj !  oh  that  I  coold  con- 
jure I  we  saw  a  spiiit  here  in  the  chnrcb-jFard ; 
and  in  the  (allow-field  there's  the  devil  inth  a 
man's  body  upon  his  back  in  a  white  sheet. 

Sex,  Ic  may  be  a  woman's  body,  Sir  iohn. 

Priest.  If  she  be  a  woman,  the  sheets  damn  her ; 
Lord  bless  u%  what  a  night  of  mortality  is  this ! 

Host.  Priest! 

Priet^.  Mine  host  I 

Host.  Did  you  not  see  a  spirit  all  in  white 
cross  you  at  the  stile  ? 

Sex.  Q  no,  mine  host  I  but  there  sat  one  in  the 
porch ;  I  have  not  breath  enough  left  to  bless  me 
from  the  devil. 

Host.  Who's  that? 

Priest.  The  Sexton,  almost  fritted  oat  of  his 
vnts: 
Didyou  see  Banks, or Smag? 

tiost.  No,  they  are  gone  to  Waltham,  sure.  I 
would  fain  hence;  come,  let's  to  my  house;  111 
ne*er  serve  the  Duke  of  Norfolk  in  this  fashion 
again  whilst  I  breathe.  If  the  devil  be  among 
OS,  itfs  time  to  hoist  saU,  and  cry  roomer.  Keep 
together ;  Sexton,  thou  art  secret  What !  let^s 
be  comfortable  one  to  another. 

Priest.  We  are  all  mortal,  mine  host 

Host.  True;  and  I'll  serve  God  in  the  night 
hereafter,  afore  the  Duke  of  Norfolk.    [Exeunt. 

Enter  Sir  Arthur  Clare,  and  Sir  Ralph  Jer- 
KiNQHAM,  trussing  their  pointSf  as  newly  up. 

Sir  Ralph.  Good-morrow,  gwitle  kni^t; 
A  happy  day  after  your  short  night's  rest 

5ir  Jr,  Ha,  ha.  Sir  Ralph,  stirring  so  soon  in- 
deed? 
By'r  lady,  sir,  rest  would  beve  done  right  well : 
Our  riding  late  last  night  has  made  we  drowsy ; 
Gx>  to,  KO  to,  those  days  are  gone  with  us. 

Sir  Ralph,  Sir  Arthur,  Sir  Arthur,  care  go  with 
those  days, 
Let  'em  even  go  together,  let  'em  go ; 
^is  time,  i'&ith,  that  we  were  in  our  pnves. 
When  children  leave  <^)edience  to  their  parents; 
When  there's  no  fear  of  God,  no  care,  ao  duty. 
Well,  well,  nay,  it  shall  not  do,  it  shall  not : 
No,  Mounchensey,  thoh'lt  hear  on't,  thou  shalt. 
Thou  shalt,  i'faith ;  III  hang  thy  son,  if  there  be 
law  in  England. 


A  man's  dkSLf  ravish'^  irorn  a  luinnery  I 
Thb  is  rare !  well,  tfaere'j  ooefone  for  fiiar  Hil- 
dersham. 
Sir  At.  Nay,  gentle  l^ni^^  ^o  90t  vex  thus, 
It  will  but  hurt  your  heat ; 
Yon  cannot  gr^e  more  l|ian  I  dcs  but  to  what 
end?  but  hvk  you.  Sir  Ralph,  I  was  about  to 
say  something;  it  makes  bo  matter:  but  hark 
you,  in  your  ear;  the  friar'e  a  knave:  bat  God 
foigive  me,  a  man  cannot  tell  neither;  i^foot,  I 
am  so  out  of  patience,  I  know  not  what  to  say. 
Sir  R^lph,  There's  jone  wwifc  for  the  fiiar  an 
hour  ago. 
Gomes  be  not  vet?  S'foot^  if  I  do  find  knavery 

under's  cowl, 
rU  tidile  bim,  FU  ferk  him— Here,  here,  he's 

here,  he's  here. 
Good-morrow,  friar;  good-mor^tyw,  gentle  friar. 

Enter  Hildrrskam. 

iStr  Ar,  Good-morrow,  £Mher  HiUenhaiii,  good- 
moiTOw. 

*  HiL  Good-monow,  reverend  knights,  unto  you 
both. 

Sir  Ar,  Father,  how  «ow{  you  hear  how  mat« 
tersgo; 
I  am  undone,  my  child  is  cast  away; 
You  did  your  beit,  at  least  I  think  the  best: 
But  we  are  all  cross'd ;  fladv,  all  is  dash'd. 

HiL  Alas !  good  knights,  how  nught  the  matter 
be? 
Let  me  understand  your  grief,  for  chanty. 

Sir  Ar.  Who  does  not  upiderstand  my  grief? 
Alas!  alas! 
And  yet  you  do  not :  will  the  diurdi  penntt 
A  nan,  in  approbatioo  of  her  habit. 
To  be  ravished  ?  •' 

HiL  A  holy  woman  ?  beoedidte ! 
Now  God  forefend  ^  that  any  should  presume 
To  touch  the  sister  of  a  holy  house. 

Sir  Ar,  Jesus  deliver  me ! 

•Sir  Rjalfh.  Why,  MilKsent,  the  dan^iter  of 
tnis  knight, 
Is  oot  of  Cheston  taken  this  last  night 

HiL  Was  that  fair  nmiden  late  become  a  nun? 

Sir  Ralph.  Was  she,  quoth  a?  Knavery,  kna- 
very, knavery,  knavery;  I  smell  it,  I  smell  it, 
i'faith ;  is  the  wind  in  that  door  ?  Is  it  even  so  ? 
Dost  thou  ask  me  that  now  ? 

HiL  It  is  the  first  time  that  e'er  I  heard  of  it 

Sir  Ar,  That's  very  strange. 

Sir  Ralph.  Why,  tell  me  friar,  UM  me,  thou 
art  counted  a  holy  roan;  do  not  play  the  bypo- 
crite  with  me,  nor  bear  with  me,  I  cannot  dissens- 
ble ;  did  I  aught  but  by  thy  own  consent  ?  by  thy 
allowance  ?  nay  farther,  hj  thy  warrant? 

HiL  Why,  reverend  knight— 


^  Jfore/nid— See  Note  4  to  Tmcrsd  and  Qismunda. 
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Sir  RmI^  UaicverfiBd  fHsr— 

HiL  Naj,  then  gHFe  me  leave^  lir,  to  depM  in 


1  hitd  hoped  yOQ  bad  itot  for  me  lb  some  odier 
eiut 

Sir  Jr.  Nay  fitfty,  good  friar,  if  aanythttg  hath 
hapc 
About  thb  matt^y  Ui  thj  lore  to  ns. 
That  thy  ttntt  order  cannot  jastify, 
Aifatok  it  to  foe  so,  we  will  corer  it ; 
Take  no  care,  man : 

IXBdaiB  not  yet  my  oonnsel  and  advice, 
The  wisest  man  that  is  may  be  o*er-reach'd. 

ML  Sir  Arthnr,  by  my  Ordier,  ttod  my  ftuth, 
I  km>w  ii6t  what  you  mean. 

Sir  R&lpk.  By  ybtnr  order,  and  by  yonr  faith  ! 
tfab  is  ORMt  Strange  of  sril :  why  tell  me,  friar,  are 
not  you  confessor  to  my  son  Frank  ? 

KU.  Yes,  that  I  am. 

Sr  litf^  And  did  not  this  good  knight  here, 
And  myself, 
ContfMs^with  ton^  being  his  ghostly  father. 
To  deal  with  him  about  the  nnbotaded  marriage, 
Betwixt  him  and  Chat  ftiir  yoinig  Millisent } 

HiL  f  ne^er  heftrd  of  anv  match  intended. 

Sir  Ar.  DM  not  webr^  our  minds  that  rerjr 
time, 
That  our  device  in  making  her  a  nun 
Was  bot  A  colour,  and  «  very  plot 
To  pot  lH»y  young  Monndiensey  ?  Is*t  not  true? 

HiL  The  mbre  I  strive  to  kn6if?  what  you  should 
mean. 
The  lesff  I  understand  you* 

Sir  Rahh.  Did  not  yoU  tell  US  ^11,  how  Peter 

At  length  would  cross  us,  if  we  took  not  heed  ? 
HiL  I  have  hieard  of  one  that  is  n  greke  ms- 


But  he's  about  tR%  university. 

Sir  Ra^h,  Did  not  yon  send  yeui^  no^ee  Be- 
nedia 
To  persuade  tm  |iri  to  leave  Mounchentoy'^  IbVe, 
To  cross  (hat  Pet^r  Fabel  in  his  art, 
Aod  to  that  purpose  made  him  visitor  ? 

HiL  I  never  sent  niy  novice  from  my  hCf&At, 
Nor  hare  we  made  our  visitation  yet 

Sir  At.  (^er  sent  him  f  nay,  did  he  not  gb  ? 
and  did  not  \  direct  him  to  the  housle,  lind  con- 
fer with  hiih  by  the  #iiy  ?  ahd  did  not  h«  tell  me 
what  charge  he  had  received  from  you,  wprd  by 
word,  a^  I  reqniested  aC  your  hiinds  ? 


fli^  That  yon  tfaall  know;  he  cakne  along 
with  me, 
And  stays  without : — Cone  bither,  Benedic*  - 

Enter  Bekedic. 

Young  Benedi^  were  yon  e'er  sent  by  me 
To  ChestoQ-nunneiy  for  a  visitor? 

Ben.  Never,  sir,  truly. 

Sir  Ralph,  Sbwiger  than  df  the  rest  f 

Sir  Ar.  Did  not  I  direct  voo  to  the  houses 
Confer  with  you  from  Waknany>Ab6e;^, 
Unto  Cheston^wall  ? 

Ben,  I  never  saw  you,  sir,  before  this  boor. 

Sir  JRd^  The  devfl  tfaon  didSt  Boe!«— Ho, 
Chamberlain. 

Entdr  Chamberlain. 

i^nOMt  Anofty  anon* 

Sir  Raiph.  Call  mitte  host  Blagme  hither. 

Ckfom.  I  wiH  send  one  over,  sif,  to  see  if  he  be 
up  r  I  think  he  be  acarce  stirring  yet 

Sir  Raiph.  Why,  knave,  didst  not  tfaon  tdi  me 
an  hour  ago  okine  host  was  up  ? 

Cham.  Ay,  sir,  my  master's  opt 

Sir  Rai^L  You  knave,i8  he  up,and  is  he  not  up  ? 
Dost  thou  mock  me? 

Cham.  Ay,  sir,  my  master  i^  up,  but  I  think 
master  Blague  indeed  be  not  scimng. 

Sir  Rtiipk  Why,  who^s  thv  roaster  ?  Is  not  tfan 
master  of  the  house  thy  ma^  ? 

CAcMt  Yei,  sir,  but  master  Blague  dWelis  over 
die  way. 

Sii^Ar.  Is  not  tMs  tiie  Oeorg^?  Before  Jove 
there's  some  villainy  in  this; 

Cham,  Foot^  our  sign'yreinoviM);  this  is  strange ! 

Enter  Blag  o  e,  trusting  hit  pointt. 
Hast.  Chamberlain,  speak  up  to  tb6  new  lod* 

Bid  Ndl  fo^well  to  the  baked  mei^ 
How  now,  my  old  jcpuerts  bank,  mt  ho#9e,^' 
My  castle ;  lie  in  WaMmm  aR  night,  add 
Not  under  the  canopy  of  your  hoki  Blague's 
house? 

Sh  Ar.  Mine  host,  nrine  host,  we  lay  ail  night 
at  the  George  in  Wsdtham;  but  whether  the 
George  he  your  fee-simple  or  no,  'tb  a  question ; 
l<H>k  upon  your  sign. 

Hott.  Body  of  Saint  George,  this  is  mine  oyer- 
thwart  neighbour  hath  done  this  to  seduce  my 
blind  customers!  FU  tickle  his  datastropbe  for 


♦»  How  now,  my  oWjencrts  bank,  fa3ffcar*e,  ^       ^      ^    - 

Ma  coMtUy  &c  —I  once  suspected  this  passage  of  corroptioD,  but  have  found  reason  to  change  my  opt- 
Bioa.  Tberoerry  host  seems  williiif  to  assemble  ideas  expressive  of  fnut  and  c(m/Sdmr«.  The  old  quartos 
htan  the  word  jeturi  With  a  capital  letter  i  and  therefore  we  may  suppose  JentrVt  bank  to  have  been 
the  shop  of  some  banker  in  whose  possession  money  could  be  deposited  with  security.  The  Irish  &tni  say 
,  m  gore  as  Bwion't  bank  ;  aod  our  own  countrymen— as  safe  as  the  Bank  of  England, — We  might  read 
-.my  haute  instead  of  my  horst,  as  the  former  agrees  bettef  With  CiOttt.  The  services  of  a  horts  are  of 
all  things  the  most  uncertain.    S, 
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this :  if  I  do  not  indict  him  at  the  oext  assizes 
for  burglary^  let  roe  die  of  the  yellows ;  **  for  I 
see  ^tis  no  twot  in  these  da^s  to  senre  the  good 
Duke  of  Norfolk :  the  villainoos  world  is  turned 
maneer,  one  jade  deceives  another,  and  jour  host- 
ler plays  his  part  commonly  for  the  fourth  share : 
have  we  comedies  in  hand,  you  whorson,  villain- 
ous male  London-letchcr  ? 

Sir  Ar,  Mine  host,  we  have  had  the  moiling- 
est  night  of  it,  that  ever  we  had  in  our  lives. 

jEToi^.  Is  it  certain  ? 

Sir  Ar,  We  have  been  in  the  forest  all  night 
almost. 

Hott.  Foot,  how  did  I  miss  you  i  Heart,  I  was 
stealing  of  a  buck  there. 

SirAr,  A  plague  on  you;  we  were  staid  for 
you. 

Host,  Were  you,  my  noble  Romans?  Why  you 
shall  share ;  the  venison  is  a  footing,  nne  Cerere 
€t  Baechofrigit  Venut ;  that  is,  tMre  is  a  good 
breakfast  provided  for  a  marriage  that  b  in  my 
bouse  this  morning. 

Sir  Ar.  A  marriage,  mine  host ! 

Hoit,  A  conjunction  copulative;  aeallantmatch 
between  your  daughter  and  Raymond  Mounchen- 
scy,  young  juventus, 

SirAr.  Bow  i 

Host,  Tis  firm ;  'tis  done. 
WeUi  shew  you  a  precedent  in  the  civil  law  for^t. 

Sir  Ralph.  How  !  married  ? 

Ho$t.  Leave  tricks  and  admiration,  there's  a 
cleanly  pair  of  sheets  on  the  bed  in  the  orchard- 
chamber,  and  they  Shall  lie  there — what?  Til  do 
it,  I  serve  the  good  duke  of  Norfolk. 

Sir  Ar.  Thou  shalt  repent  this.  Blague. 

Sir  Ralph.  If  any  law  in  England  will  make 
tliee  smart  for  this,  expect  it  with  all  severity. 

Host.  I  renounce  ^our  defiance ;  if  you  parley 
so  roughly,  I'll  bamcado  my  gates  against  you. 
Stand  fair,  bdly ;  priest,  come  oflf  from  the  rear- 
ward :  what  can  you  say  now  ?  Twas  done  in  my 
house ;  I  have  shelter  in  the  court  for*t.  Do  you 
see  yon  ^'  bay  window?  I  serve  the  good  duke  of 
Nonolk,  and  'tis  his  lodging :  storm,  I  care  not, 
serving  the  good  duke  ^  Norfolk :  thou  art  an 
actor  \Q  this,  and  thou  shalt  carry  fire  in  thy  face 
eternally. 

JEnter  Smug,  Mouwcbensey,  Haert  Clare, 
and  MiLLiSENT. 

Smug.  Fire !  nouns,  there's  no  fire  in  England 
like  your  Trinidado  sack.  Is  any  man  here  hu* 
mourons?  We  stole  the  venison,  and  we'll  justi- 
fy it:  say  you  now.  | 


Host. "fin  good  sooth,  Smo^  there's  more  sadt 
on  the  fire,  Snug. 

Smttg.  I  do  not  take  any  exceptions  against 
your  sack ;  but  if  you'll  lend 'me  a  pike-stafl^  111 
cudgel  them  all  hence,  by  this  hand. 

Host.  I  say  thou  shalt  into  the  cellar* 

^mug.'Sfoot,  mine  host,  sball's  not  grapple?— 
Pray  you,  pray  you ;  I  could  fight  now  for  all  the 
world  like  a  cockatrice's  egg.  Shall's  not  serve 
the  duke  of  Norfolk  ?  [ExU. 

Host.  In,  skipper,  in. 

Sir  Ar,  Sirran !  hath  young  Mounchensey  mar- 
ried vour  sister  ? 

Hi.  Clare.  'lis  certain,  sir;  here's  the  priest 
that  coupled  them,  the  parties  joined,  and  the 
honest  witness  that  cried.  Amen. 

Moun.  Sir  Arthur  Clare,  my  new-created  fa- 
ther, I  beseech  you  bear  me. 

Sir  Ar.  Sir,  sir,  you  are  a  foolish  boy,  yon  have ' 
done  that  you  cannot  answer:  I  dare  be  .bold  to 
seize  her  from  you,  for  she's  a  professed  nun. 

MiL  With  piardou,  sir,  that  name  is  quite  nn* 
done; 
This  true>1ove  knot  cancels  both  maid  and  nun. 
When  first  yon  told  me  I  should  act  that  part, 
How  cold  and  bloody  it  crept  o'er  my  heart* 
To  Cbeston  with  a  smiling  brow  I  f/eat, 
But  yet,  dear  sir,  it  was  to  this  intent. 
That  my  sweet  Raymond  might  find  better  means 
To  steal  me  thence.  In  brief,  disguised  he  cam^ 
Like  novice  to  old  father  Hildersham ; 
His  tutor,  here,  did  act  that  cunning  part, 
And  in  our  love  hath  joined  much  wit  to  art. 

SirAr.  Is  it  even  so? 

Mil.  With  pardon,  therefore,  we  entreat  your 
smiles ; 
Love  thwarted,  turns  itself  to  thousand  wiles. 

SirAr.  Young  master  Jerniogbam,  were  you 
an  actor 
In  your  own  love's  abuse  ? 

Jer.  My  thoughts,  good  sir. 
Did  labour  seriously  unto  this  end. 
To  wrong  myself,  ere  I'd  abuse  my  friend. 

£of^  He  speaks  like  a  bachelor  of  music;  all 
in  numbers.  Knights,  if  I  had  known  you  would 
have  let  this  covey  of  partridges  sit  thus  long  up* 
on  their  knees  under  my  sign-post^  I  would  bavo 
spread  my  door  with  coverlids. 

SirAr.  Well,  sir,  for  this  your  sign  was  remo* 
vcd,  was  it  ? 

Host.  Faith,  we  followed  the  directions  of  the 
devil,  master  Peter  Fabel ;  and  Smiig  (Lord  blesa 
us !)  could  never  stand  upd^t  since. 


^  Letmsdie  of  the  yellows^!,  e.  of  a  disease  peculiar  to  horses.    So,  in  Sliakespeare*8  Taming  o/« 
Shrewy 

**  Ub  horse  sped  with  spavins,  and  rated  with  (he  yellows,'*    S< 
«'  Iky  wtfidMP.— See  Note  13  to  The  Parson's  Wedding. 
7 


Anonymous.] 


OF  EDMONTON. 


±57 


SirAr,  Yoo,  sir,  *twas  yoa  was  his  mioister 
that  mmmed  them. 

Sir  John.  Sir,  to  prove  mjself  aD  honest  man, 
being  that  I  was  last  night  in  the  forest  stealing 
▼enison ;  now,  sir,  lo  have  you  stand  my  friend, 
if  the  matter  should  be  called  in  question,  I  mar- 
ried your  daughter  to  this  worthy  gentleman. 

Sir  Ar.  I  may  chance  to  requite  you,  and  make 
your  neck  crack  for^t. 

Sir  John*  If  you  do,  I  am  as  resolute  as  my 
Neighbour  vicar  of  Wkltham-abbey— a  bem-^ 
Grass  and  hay,  we  are  all  mortal ; 
Lec*s  live  till  we  be  hanged,  mine  host, 
And  be  merry,  and  there's  an  end. 

Enter  Fabeu 

Fab,  Now,  knights,  I  enter,  now  my  part  begins. 
T«  end  this  difference,  -know,  at  first  I  knew 
What  you  intended,  ere  your  love  took  flight 
From  old  Mouncheiisey :  you,  sir  Arthur  Clare, 
Were  minded  to  have  married  this  sweet  beauty 
To  young  Frank  Jerningham ;  to  cross  this  matchy 
I  used  some  pretty  sleights,  but  I  protest, 
Such  as  but  sat  upon  the  skirts  of  art; 
No  conjuration^  nor  such  weighty  spells 
As  tie  the  soul  to  their  performancy : 
These,  for  bis  love  who  was  once  my  dear  popil, 
Have  1  efiected.  Now,  methinks  'tis  strange 
That  you,  being  old  in  wisdom,  should  thus  knit 
Tour  forehead  on  this  match ;  since  reason  fails, 
No  law  can  curb  the  lover's  rash  attempt ; 
Years,  in  resisting  this^  are  sadly  spent : 
$mlle  then  upon  your  daughter  and  kind  son, 


And  let  oar  toil  to  future  ages  prove, 
The  devil  of  Edmonton  did  good  in  love. 

SirAr,  Well,  ti*  in  vain  to  cross  the  providence: 
Dear  son,  I  take  thee  up  into  my  heart ; 
Rise,  daughter,  this  is«  kind  father's  part. 

Host.  Why,  sir  George,  send  for  *♦  Spindle's 
noise  presently ; 
Ha !  ere't  be  night  111  serve  the  good  duke  of 
Norfolk. 

Sir  John,  Grass  and  hay,  mine  host,  let's  liva* 
till  we  die,  and  be  merry,  and  there's  an  end. 

Sir  Ar.  What,  is  breakfast  ready,  mine  host  ? 

Host.  Tis,  my  little  Hebrew. 

Sir  Ar,  Sirrali !  ride  strait  to  Cheston  nunnery. 
Fetch  thence  my  lady;  the  house,  I  know, 
By  this  time  misses  their  young  votary. 
Come,  knights,  let's  in. 

BiL  I  will  to  horse  presently,  sir.  A  plague 
on  my  lady,  I  shall  miss  a  good  breakfast. — Smug, 
how  chance  you  cut  so  plagoily  behind.  Smug  ? 

Smug.  Stand  away,  I'll  founder  you  else. 

BiL  Farewell,  Smug,  thou  art  m  another  ele- 
ment. 

Smug,  I  will  be,  by  and  by,  I  will  be  Saint 
George  again. 

Sir  Ar.  Take  bepd  the  fellow  do  not  hurt  him- 
self. 

Sir  Ralph.  Did  we  not  last  night  find  two  Saint 
Georees  here  ? 

Fab.  Ye$f  knights,  this  martialist  was  one  of 
them. 

Clare,  Then  thus  conclude  your  night  of  mer- 
riment. [ErcunfM 


♦♦  Spindle's  noise, — Sec  Note  76  to  The  Ordinarif, 


EDITIONS. 


(1.)  The  Merry  Pivel  of  Edmonton.  As  it  hath  beene  sundry  times  acted  by  his  Majesties  Ser- 
vants at  the  Globe,  on  the  Banke-stde.  At  London.  Printed  by  G.  Eld,  for  Arthur  Johnson,  dnrei- 
Niig  at  the  signe  of  die  White*horse,  in  Panic's  Church-yard,  over  against  the  great  Nbrth-doore  of 
Paule'8,1617,4to. 

(9.)  The  Merry  Devill  of  Edmonton.  As  it  hath  been  sundry  times  acted  by  his  Majesties  Ser- 
vants at  the  Globe  on  the  Banke-side.  London,  printed  by  A.  M.  for  Francis  Falkner,  and  are  to 
be  sold  at  his  Shoppe  ueere  unto  S.  Margante's-hill  in  Soothwarke,  16S6,  4to. 

(3.)  The  Merry  Devill  of  Edmonton.  As  it  hnth  been  sundry  times  acted  by  Ins  Majesties  Ser- 
vants at  the  Globe  on  the  Banke-siHe.  London,  printed  by  T.  P.  for  Francis  Falkner,  and  are  to  be 
sold  at  his  Shoppe,  neere  unto  S.  Margarite's-hill,  in  Southwarke,  1631,  4to. 

There  is  also  an  edition,  printed  in  1608,  by  Henry  Ballard,  for  Arthur  Johnson,  which  I  have  not 
been  able  to  obtain  a  sight  of.  That  of  l€h55,  from  whiob  the  former  edition  of  this  play  was  print- 
ed, is  unworthy  of  any  notice,  from  the  number  of  errors  it  contains. 
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Thomas  Middletun  ttns  a  writer  in  the  reigrn  of  Queen  Elizahethf  King  James,  and  King  CharJoL 
the  First*  Though  an  author  of  considerable  reputation,  the  memory  of  him  is  almost  lost.  No  con^ 
temporary  writer  hath  transmitted  any  circumstances  concerning  him ;  and,  except  that  we  learn  he 
It  as  appointed  in  the  year  1690,'  chronologer  to  the  city  m^  London,  we  are  totally  ignorant  of 
every  thing  else  which  relates  to  him.  He  is  supposed  to  have  died  soon  efier  the  year  1620,  ^  having 
first  written  the  following  dramatic  performances : — 

(1.)  Your  Five  Gallants.    As  it  u  acted  at  Black-Friers.    4to,  N.  D. 

(3.)  Blurt  Master  Constable ;  or.  The  Spaniard*s  Night-walke,  As  it  hath  been  sundry  times  prl* 
tutely  acted  by  the  Children  ofPauPs,    1603,  4/o, 

(3.)  The  Phanix,  As  it  hath  been  sundry  times  acted  by  the  Children  qfPauTs,  and  presented  be* 
fore  his  Mtnestie.    1607,  4to.    1630,  4to. 

(4.)  Michaelmas  Term.  As  it  hath  been  sundry  times  acted  by  the  Children  qfPauPs.  4to,  1607^ 
4to,  1630. 

(5.)  The  Familie  of  Love.    Acted  by  the  Children  of  his  Majestu^s  Revels.    1608,  4to. 
(6.)  A  Mad  World,  fny  Masters.    As  it  hath  been  lately  in  action  by  the  Children  of  Pautt, 
1608,  4to.    1640,  4 to. 

(7.)  A  Tricke  to  catch  the  Oldrone,  As  it  hath  been  often  in  action  both  at  PauVs  and  Black' 
fryers.    Presented  before  his  M^jestie  on  New-years-night  last.    1608,  4to.     1616,  4to. 

(8.)  The  Roaring  Girle  ;  or,  Mol  Cut-purse.  As  it  hath  been  acted  on  the  Fortune  stage  by  the 
prince  his  players.     Written  bjf  T.  Ifiiddleton  and  T.  Dekker.    1611,  4to, 

(9.)  A  Faire  QuarrelL  Wuh  new  additions  of  Mr  ChavglCs  and  IVimtram*s  Roaring  and  th$ 
Bauas  Song  ;  never  brfore  printed.  As  it  was  acted  before  the  King  by  the  Prince  his  Highnesse 
Servants.     Written  by  Thomas  Middleton  and  William  kowley,  Gent.    1617,  4to. 

(10.)  The  Inner  Temple  Masque ;  or.  Masque  of  Heroes.  Presented,  as  an  Entertainment  for 
many  worthy  Ladies,  by  Gentlemen  of  the  same  ancient  and  noble  House.    1619,  4to. 

(11.)  4  Courtley  Masque :  The  Device,  called  The  World  tout  at  Tennis.  As  it  hath  heene  dhers 
times  presented  to  the  contentment  of  many  noble  and  worthy  Spectators  ;  by  the  Prince  his  Set» 
vants.    Invented  and  set  downe  by  Thomas  Middleton  and  William  Rowley,  Gent.    N.  D.  4to. 

(12.)  A  Qame  ofCtutss.  As  it  was  acted  nine  days  together  at  the  Globe  on  the  Banks-side.  N.  D. 
4to.  In  a  copy  of  this  play,  belonging  to  Thomas  Pearson,  Esq.  in  an  old  hand,  is  the  following  me* 
monndum :«— **  After  nine  days,  wherein  J  have  heard  some  of  the  actors  sav,  they  tookMeen  hun" 
dred  pounds,  the  Spanish  faction  being  prevalent,  ^ot  it  suppressed;  and  the  author,  Mr  Thomas 
Middleton,  committed  to  prison^  where  he  lay  some  tnne,  and  at  last  got  out  upon  thM  petition  tq 
King  James^ 

"  A  hannlen  game  coyned  enly  for  delight. 

Was  play'd  betwixt  the  black  li«uae  aud  the  white. 

The  white  hcraie  woo.    Yet  itill  (he  Uack  doth  bnif , 

They  bad  the  power  to  put  me  io  the  bag. 

Use  but  your  royal  h^,  tVill  let  me  free, 

'Tis  but  removing  of  a  mao,  that's  me." 

TllOIIAS  MlDDLBTOV. 


■  Oldys'f  MS.  Notes  to  Langbaine,  p.  370. 

'  M^looe*s  Attempt  to  ascertain  the  Order  of  Shakefpcare*s  Plays,  p.  324. 
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(IS.)  A  Ckoit  Majfd  in  Cheape-tide*  A  pleasant,  conceited  Comedy,  never  before  printed.  As  it 
kaih  been  often  acted  at  the  Swan,  by  the  tadt/  Elizabeth  her  Servants,     1630,  4to. 

(14.)  Tke  Widow  :  A  Comedy,  Acted  at  the  private-house  in  Blackrfryars,  with  great  applause, 
4io,  165S.     This  play  was  written  6y  Ben  Jonaon^  John  Fletcher,  and  Thomas  Middleton. 

(15.)  The  ChangeUng :  A  Tragedy,  Acted  at  the  private-house  in  Drury^Lane  and  Salisbury- 
Court,    4/0,  1653.    Ato,  1668.     Rowley  joined  in  thii, 

(16.)  The  Spanish  Gipsie.  As  it  was  acted^  with  great  applause,  at  the  private-house  in  Drury* 
Lane  and  SaUsbury-Court.     By  Thomas  Middleton  and  William  Rowley.    4to,  1653.    4to,  1661. 

(17.)  The  Old  Law ;  or,  A  new  Wmf  to  please  you.     By  Phil.  Massinger,  Tho,  Middleton,  and 
William  Rowley,    Acted  before  the  King  and  Queen  at  Salisbury-House,  and  several  other  places, 
with  great  applause.     1656,  4/o. 
-     (18.)  No  Wit ;  No  Help  Uke  a  Woman's  :  A  Comedy.    Qvo,  1657, 

(19.)  More  Dissemblers  besides  Women  :  A  Comedy.    Qvo,  1657. 

(20.)  Women,  beware  Women  :  A  Tragedy.    Qvo,  1657. 

(91.)  The  Mayor  of  Quinborough :  A  Cometfy.    Acted  at  Black-Fryars.    4to,  1661. 

(22.)  Any  Thing  for  a  Quiet  Life  :  A  Comedy,     Formerly  acted  at  Black-Fryars.    4lo,  1662. 

He  is  also  the  Author  of  a  Play  called  The  Witch ;  the  MS,  of  which  is  in  the  possession  of 
Thomas  Pearson,  Esq.  A  very  full  account  of  this  play,  from  which  there  is  reason  to  believe  Shake- 
q>eare  borrowed  the  incantations  of  Macbeth,  is  given  by  Mr  Steevens  in  a  Note  on  Mr  Malone's 
Attempt  to  settle  the  Order  of  Shakespeare^ s  Plays, 

He  was  also  the  Author  of 

(1.)  The  Triumphs  rf  Truth,  A  solemnity  unpurallekd  for  cost,  art,  and  magnificence,  at  the  con- 
firmation  and  establishment  of  that  worthy  and  true  nobly-minded  gentleman.  Sir  Thomas  Middle- 
ton.  Knight,  in  the  honorable  office  of  his  Majesties  Lieutenant  the  Lord  Maior  of  the  thrice  famous 
Citty  of  London,  Taking  beginning  at  hh  Lordship*s  going  and  proceeding  after  his  return  from 
receimng  the  oath  of  Maioralty  at  Westminster,  on  the  morrow  next  after  Simon  and  Jade's  Day, 
October  29,  16 IS.    4to,  1613. 

(2.)  The  Sunne  in  Aries.  A  noble  solemnity  performed  through  the  citie  at  the  sole  cost  and 
charges  cf  the  honourable  and  ancient  Fraternity  of  Drapers,  at  the  confirmation  and  establishment 
of  their  most  worthy  Brother,  the  Right  Honourable  Edward  Barkham,  in  the  high  office  of  his  Ma- 
jesties Lieutenant  the  Lord  Maior  ^  the  famous  Citie  of  London.  Taking  beginning  at  his  Lord- 
skip's  going  and  perfecting  itsetfe  after  his  returne  from  receiving  the  oath  of  Maioralty  at  West* 
minster,  on  the  morrow  after  Simon  and  Jude*s  Day,  being  the  29M  of  October,  1621.    4to,  1621. 

(3.)  The  Triumph  of  Health  and  Prosperity,  at  the  inauguration  of  the  most  worthy  Brother  the 
Might  HonourabU  Cuthbert  Hasket,  Draper,    4io,  1626. 


DRAMATIS  PERSON/E. 


Sir  BovNTEovs  PROGRp.sa. 

Jasper. 

Dick  Folly-Wit,  his  Grandson. 

Semus. 

Hairbraiv. 

Footman. 

Pkiiitent  BROTimu 

Constable. 

Lieutenant  Maweworm. 

Ancient  Hautboy. 

IIaibbbain's  jyv/l'. 

In  ESSE. 

Courtezan, 

PoSSfBIT.ITV. 

Her  Mother, 

ClM-WlTER. 
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ACT  r. 


Enter  Dick  Folly-wit,  and  his  Consorts,  Imu- 
tenant  MaWeworm,  Antient  Hautboy,  and 
others  his  Comrades, 

Lieu,  Captain,  regent,  principal  f 

Ant,  What  shall  I  call  thee? 
Tlie  noble  ttpark  of  bounty  ? 
The  life-blood  of  society  ? 

FoL  Call  me  your  forecast,  you  whore-sons ! 
when  you  come  drunk  out  of  a  tavern,  'tis  I  must 
.cast  your  plots  into  form  still ;  'tis  I  must  manage 
the  pranbi,  or  Til  not  give  a  louse  fur  the  pro- 
ceeding; I  must  let  fly  my  civil  fortunes,  turn 
wildbrain,  lay  my  wits  upon  the  tenters,  you  ras- 
cals, to  maintain  a  company  of  villains,  whom  I 
love  in  my  very  soul  and  conscience. 

Lieu,  A  ha,  our  little  forecast ! 

FoL  Hang  yon,  you  have  bewitched  me  among 
jou  !  ^  I  was  as  well-given,  till  I  fell  to  Be  wick- 
ed, my  grandsire-  had  hope  of  me  :  I  went  all  in 
black,  swore  but  a  Sundays ;  never  came  home 
drunk,  but  upon  fasting-nights  to  cleanse  my 
stomach ;  'slid,  now  1  am  quite  altered  !  blown 
into  light  colours ;  let  out  oatht»  by  the  minute ; 
sit  up  late,  till  it  be  early ;  drink  drunk,  till  1  am 
sober;  sink  down  dead  in  a  tavern,  andrise  in  a 
tobacco- shop :  here's  a  transformation  !  i  was 
wont  yet  to  pity  the  simple,  and  leave  'em  siime 


money ;  'slid,  now  I  gull  'em  without  conscience  f 
I  go  without  order,  swear  without  number,  gnli 
without  mercy,  and  drink  without  measure. 

Lieu,  I  deny  the  last ;  for  if  you  drink  ne'er 
so  much,  you  drink  within  measure. 

Fol,  How  prove  you  that,  sir  ? 

Lieu,  Because  the  drawers  never  filF  their  pots, 

FoL  Mass,  that  was  well  found  out ;  all  drunk- 
ards may  lawfully  say,  they  drink  within  measure 
by  that  trick.  And,  now  I'm  put  i*the  mind  of 
a  trick,  can  you  keep  your  countenance,  villains  ^ 
yet  I  am  a  fool  to  ask  that,  for  how  can  they  keep 
their  countenance  that  have  lost  their  credits  ? 

Ant,  I  warrant  you  for  blueing,  captain. 

Fol.  I  easily  befieve  that,  Antient,  for  thoif 
lost  thy  colours  once.  Nay  faith,  as  for  biashing» 
I  think  there*s  grace  little  enough  amongst  you 
all ;  'tis  Lent  in  your  cheeks^  ^  the  flag's  down. 
Well,  your  blushing-face,  I  suspect  nnt,  nor  in- 
deed greatly  your  laughing-face,  unless  yon  ha«l 
more  money  in  your  purses :  then  thus  oompen- 
diously  now,  you  all  know  the  possibilities  of  my 
hereafter  fortunes,  and  the  humour  of  my  frolic 
grandsire,  sir  Bounteous  Progress,  whose  death 
makes  all  possible  Co  me.  I  shall  have  all,  when 
he  has  nothing ;  but  now  he  has  all,  I  shall  have 
nothing :  I  think  one  mind  runs  through  a  mil* 
lion  of  them ;  they  love  to  keep  us  sol^r  all  the 


3  In  the  year  1715,  Charles  Johnson  borrowed  part  of  the  plot  of  this  play,  and  inirodaced  it  hito  « 
romedy  then  brought  oa  the  stage  t>y  him ;  entitled,  *'  The  Conotry  Lasses,  or  the  Custom  of  the  Manor  t** 
a  Play  ever  since  acted  with  universal  applause. 

^Iwoi  oMweU  given,  &c. — Imitated  from  Shakespeare's  First  Part  of  King  Henry  IV,  A.  3.  S.  3.  where 
Falstaffsays,  **  I  was  as  virtvously  given^  as  a  gentleman  need  be ;  virtuous  eoongb :  swore  little,  diced 
not  above  seven  times  a  week;  went  to  a  bawdy  house,  not  above  once  iu  a  quarter— of  an  hour ;  paid 
money  that  I  borrowed,  three  or  four  times  i  lived  well,  and  in  good  compass :  and  now  1  live  out  of  all 
order,  oot  of  all  compass." 

^  Thtftag*8  down — On  the  tops  of  oar  ancient  theatres  were  flags,  which  we  may  suppose  to  have  been 
taken  down  daring  the  season  of  Lent,  when  plays  were  not  suffered  to  be  represented  See  Prefaces  to 
ibe  edition  of  .Shakespeare,  1717.  Vol.  I,  p.  b5.    S. 
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while  they're  alive,  that  when  they  *re  dead  we 
may  drink  to  their  healths ;  they  cannot  abide  to 
see  08  merry  all  the  while  they're  aho?e  ground, 
and  that  makes  so  many  laugh  at  their  fathers' 
funerals.  I  know  my  grandsire  has  his  will  in 
a  box,  and  has  bequeaUied  all  to  me,  when  he 
can  carry  notlring  away ;  but  stood  I  in  need  of 
poor  ten  pounds  now,  by  his  will  I  should  hang 
myself  ere  I  should  get  it ;  there's  no  such  word 
in  his  will,  I  warrant  you,  nor  so  such  thought  in 
his  mind. 

Ueu.  You  may  build  upon  that,  captain. 

FoL  Then  since  he  has  no  %Till  to  do  me  good 
as  long  as  he  Kves,  by  mine  own  will  I  will  do 
myself  good  before  he  dies,  and  now  I  arrive  at 
the  purpose.  You  are  not  ignorant,  I'm  sure,  you 
true  and  necessary  implements  of  mischief,  first, 
that  my  grandsire  sir  Bounteous  Progress  is  a 
knight  of  thousands,  and  therefore  ^  no  knight 
since  one  thousand  six  hundred;  next,  that  he 
keeps  a  house  like  his  name.  Bounteous,  open  for 
all  comers:  thirdly  and  lastly,  that  he  stands  much 
opon  '  the  glory  of  his  complement,  variety  of 
entertainment,  together  with  the  largeness  of  his 
kitchen,  longitude  of  his  buttery,  and  fecundity 
of  his  larder ;  and  thinks  himself  never  happier 
than  when  some  stiff  lord  or  greatcnuntess  alights, 
to  make  light  his  dishes :  these  being  well  mixed 
together,  may  give  my  project  better  encourage- 
ment, and  make  my  purpose  spring  forth  more 
fortunate.  To  be  short,  and  cut  off  a  great  deal 
of  dirty  way.  Fll  down  to  my  grandsire  like  a  lord. 

Lieu,  How,  captain? 

FoL  A  French  ruff,  a  thin  beard,  and  a  strong 
perfume,  will  do't  I  can  hire  blue  coats  for  you 
all  by  Westminster  clock,  and  that  colour  will 
be  soonest  believed. 

Lieu.  But  pr'ythee,  captain — 

FoL  Push,  I  reach  past  your  fathoms:  yon  de- 
nre  crowns? 

lieu.  From  the  crown  of  our  head  to  the  sole 
of  our  foot,  bully. 

FoL  Why  carry  yourselves  but  probably,  and 
carry  away  enough  with  yourselves. 

Enter  Mr  Penitent  Bbothel. 

Ant.  Why  there  spoke  a  Roman  captain ! — 
Mr  Penitent  Brothel ! 

Pen.  Sweet  Mr  Folly-wit ! 

t  [JEjeiinf  FoLLY-WiT,  4c 
Here's  a  mad-brain  a'the  first  rate,  whose  pranks 
scorn  to  have  precedents,  to  be  second  to  any,  or 
walk  beneath  any  madcap's  inventions;  has  played 
more  tricks  than  the  cards  can  allow  a  man,  and 


of  the  last  stamp  too,  hadnfj  imitation ;  a  fellow, 
whose  only  glory  is  to  be  pnme  of  the  company ; 
to  be  sure  of  which  he  maintains  all  the  rest  t 
he's  the  carrion,  and  they  the  kites  that  gorge 
upon  him. 

But  why  in  others  do  I  chedc  wild  passioos^ 
And  retain  deadly  foHies  in  myself? 
I  Ux  his  youth  of  common-received  riot. 
Time's  comic  flashes,  and  the  fruits  of  blood ; 
And  in  myself  sooth  up  adulterous  motions. 
And  such  an  appetite  that  I  know  daoms  me. 
Yet  willingly  embrace  it;  love  to  Hairbrain's  wife. 
Over  whose  hours  and  pleasures  her  sick  husbanc^ 
With  a  fantastic  hut  deserved  suspect. 
Bestows  his  serious  time  in  watch  and  ward; 
And  therefore  I'm  constrained  to  use  the  meati» 
Of  one  that  knows  no  mean,  a  curtezan. 
One  poison  for  another,  whom  her  husband, 
Without  suspicion,  innocently  admits 
Into  her  company,  who  with  tried  art 
Corrupts  and  loosens  her  most  constant  power% 
Making  hb  Jealousy  more  than  half  a  wittol. 
Before  his  &oe  plotting  his  own  abuse, 
To  which  himself  *  gives  aim  ; 
Whilst  the  broad  arrow  with  the  forked  head 
Misses  his  brow  but  narrowly.  See  here  she  comes, 
The  close  curtezan,  whose  mother  is  her  bawd. 

Enter  Courtezan. 

Cour.  Master  Penitent  Brothel. 

Pen.  My  little  pretty  lady  gull-man,  the  news, 
the  comfort? 

Cour.  You're  the  fortunate  man,  sir  knight  of 
the  holland  skirt;  there  wants  but  opportunity, 
and  she's  wax  of  your  own  fashioning :  she  had 
wrought  herself  into  the  form  of  your  love  before 
my  art  set  finger  to  her. 

Pen.  Did  our  affections  meet?  our  thoughts 
keep  time  ? 

(Jour.  So  it  should  seem  by  the  music,  the  only 
jar  is  in  the  grumbling  bass-viol  her  husband. 

Pen.  Oh  his  waking  suspicion  ! 

Cour.  Sigh  not,  Mr  Penitent;  trust  the  ma- 
naging of  the  btttineiis  with  me,  'tis  for  my  credit 
now  to  see't  well  finished :  if  I  do  you- no  good, 
sir,  you  shall  give  me  no  money,  sir. 

Pen.  I  am  arrived  at  the  court  of  conscience; 
a  courtezan !  O  admirable  times !  honesty  is  re- 
moved to  the  common  place.    Farewell,  lady. 

[Exit  ProiTENT. 

Enter  Mother. 

Mother.  How  now,  daughter  ? 
Cour.  What  news,  mother  ? 


<  No  kmight  thtce  one  ikouiond  tix  Atwufred;— Alluding  to  the  number  of  necessitous  people,  who  were 
created  knights  by  king  James  after  his  accession. 

7  Tkeglofi  ofkis  coinplemeat, — i.  e.  the  number  of  his  servants.   We  still  say  of  a  ship  full  manned,  that 
she  has  her  full  complement.    See  also  Mote  on  Lov6*i  Labour^t  Ltut,  edit.  1778.  YeU  II.  p.  384.    & 

»  Qives  aim.— Sec  ^'ote  23  to  Cornelia. 
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Mother.  A  token  from  thy  hcesier. 
Cour.  Oh,  from  sir  Boimtcous  ProgreM ;  be^s 
my  keeper  indeed,  but  there's  many  a  piece  of 
venison  stolen  that  my  keeper  wots  mil  on. 
There's  no  park  kept  so  warily,  but  loses  flesh 
one  time  or  other ;  and  no  woman  kept  so  pri- 
Tately,  but  may  watch  advantage  to  make  the 
best  of  her  pleasure ;  and  in  common  reason  one 
keeper  cannot  be  enough  for  so  proud  a  park  as 
a  woman. 

Mother.  Hold  thee  tliere,  girl. 
Cour.  Fear  not  sue,  mother. 
Mother.  Every  part  of  the  world  shoots  op 
daily  into  more  subtlety ;  the  very  spider  weaves 
her  cauls  with  more  art  and  cuaning  to  iotraptbefly. 
The  shallow  ploughman  can  distiRguish  now 
'Twixt  simple  truth  and  a  dissembling  brow. 
Your  base  mechanic  fellow  can  spy  out 
A  weakness  in  a  lord,  and  leams  to  flout 
How  do'st  behove  us  then  that  live  by  slight, 
To  have  our  wits  wound  up  to  iheir  stretched 

height? 
Fifteen  times  thou  know'st  I  have  sold  thy  maid- 
enhead 
To  make  up  a  dowry  for  thy  marriage,  and  yet 
There's  maidenhead' enough  for  M  at  Bounteoot 

still. 
He^ll  be  all  his  life-time  about  it  yet,  and  be  as 

far  to 
Seek  when  he  has  done. 
The  sums  that  I  have  told  upon  thy  pillow ! 
I  shall  once  see  those  golden  days  again : 
Thoftth  fifteen,  all  thy  maidenheads  are  not  gone ; 
The  fulian  is  not  served  yet,  nor  the  Freadi : 
The  British  men  come  for  a  dozen  at  once. 
They  engross  aU  the  market.    Tut,  my  girl, 
*T'n  nothing  but  a  politic  conveyance, 
A  sincere  carriage,  a  religiotts  eye-brow, 
That  throws  their  charms  over  the  n  orldlin(p4ens€s; 
And  when  thou  spyest  a  fool  that  truly  pities 
The  fal»e  i^rings  of  thine  eyes. 
And  honourably  doats  upon  thy  love. 
If  he  be  rich,  set  him  bjr  for  a  husband, 
Be  wisely  tempered,  and  learn  this,  my  weach^ 
Who  gets  the  ^Mipinion  for  a  virtuous  name. 
May  sin  at  pleasure,  and  ne'er  think  of  shame. 

Vcmr,  Mother,  I  am  too  deep  a  scholar  grown 
To  learn  my  first  roles  now. 
Mother,  TwtH  be  thy  own,  I  say  no  more; 
peaeev  hark. 
Remove  thyself;  oh,  the  two  elder  brothers. 

[Exit  Courtezan. 

Enter  In  esse  aud  Possibility. 
Pos,  A  fair  hour,  sweet  Iady« 


Mother.  Good  roorrowy  gentkme%  Mr  Inesse 
and  Mr  Possibility. 

Jaesif.  Where's  the  little  sweet  lady,  your 
daughter? 

Mother.  Even  at  her  book,  sir; 

Pot»  60  religions? 

Mother.  *Ti%  no  new  motion,  sir,  she  has  took 
It  from  aa  infant 

Pot.  May  we  deserve  a  nfjkt  of  her,  faidy  ? 

Mother.  Upon  that  conditwa  you  will  proosise 
me,  gentlemen,  to  avoid  all  propbane  talk,  wanton 
compliments,  tndeoent  phnnes,  and  lascivious 
courtings,  whicb  I  know  my  daughter  will  sooner 
die  than  endure,  I  am  contented  your  suits  shall 
be  granted. 

Pot.  Not  a  bawdy  syllable,  I  protest. 

Inetee.  Syllable  was  weU  placed  there;  for 
indeed  your  one  syllables  are  your  bawdiest  words,- 
prick  that  down.  [£«eamf. 

Enter  Master  Haiabrain. 

Hair.  She  may  make  night-work  on't,  'twas 

well  recovered, 
He-eats  and  courtezans  stroll  most  i'tbe  night. 
Her  friend  may  be  received  and  conveyed  forth 

nightly ; 
FU  be  at  charge  for  '^  watch  and  ward,  for  watch 

and  ward 
rfaith,  and  here  they  come, 

EtUer  two  or  three* 

Firtt.  Oive  your  worship  good  even. 

Hair.  Welcome,  my  friends;  I  must  deserve 
your  diligence  in  an  employment  serious.    The 
truth  is,  there  is  a  cunning  plot  laid,  but  happily 
discovered,  to  rob  my  house ;  the  nisht  unceruin 
when,  but  fixed  within  the  circle  of  this  month  ; 
nor  does  this  villainy  consist  in  number^ 
Or  many  partners,  only  some  one 
Shall,  in  tne  form  of  my  familiar  friend. 
Be  received  privotely  into  my  house 
By  some  perfidious  servant  of  mine  own. 
Addressed  fit  for  the  practice. 

Firtt.  X>  abominable ! 

Hair.  If  you  be  faithful  watchmen,  shew  your 
goodness, 
And  with  these  angels  shore  up  jour  eye-lids : 
Let  me  not  be  purloined,  purlomed  indeed ;  tlie 
merry  Greeks  conceive  roe :  there  is  a  gem  I 
would  not  lose,  kept  by  the  It^iau  under  lock 
and  key :  we  Englishmen  are  caieless  creatures : 
well,  I  have  said  enough. 

Second.  And  we  will  do  enough,  sir.    [Exeu nt. 


'  0gjm9n    i.  e.  reputation.    See  Note  4  to  The  Gametter. 
[^  Watch  and  rcrd^-Sce  Kote  146  le  The  SpanUh  Tragedify  Vol.  I. 
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Hmrm  Wbj  weH  tud,  watdi  me  a  food  tarn 
now,  80,10,80; 
Rise  TilUuny  with  the  lark,  why  'd8  preveated. 
Or  steal't  by  with  the  leather-wiofed  bat. 
The  eveoing  caonot  save  it ;  peace. 

Enter  CaurtcMon. 

Oh,  iMdy  Galman,  my  wife*8  only  compaay,  weU 
«ooie !  and  how  does  the  virtuous  matrea,  that 
gMxl  old  geDtlewoman,  thv  mother?  I  peraaade 
ayaelf,  if  modesty  be  in  the  world,  she  hat  part 
oo't ;  a  woman  of  an  excellent  carriage  all  her 
life-time  in  court,  city,  and  country. 

Cmir.  She  has  always  carried  U  well  in  those 
places,  sir;  witness  three  bastards  a-piece.  [A$ideA 
How  does  your  sweet  bed-fellow,  sir?  you  see  1 
am  her  boldest  visitant. 

Hair.  And  welcome,  sweet  virgin;  the  only 
comnanioa  my  soul  wishes  for  her.   I  left  her 
within  at  her  lote;  pr^ythee  give  her  good  coun- 
sel 
Caur,  Alas  !  she  needs  none,  sir. 
P»r.  Yet,  yet«  yet,  a  little  of  thy  instmctions 
will  not  come  amiss  to  her. 
Omr.  ru  bestow  my  labonr»  sir. 
Hair.  Do,  labour  her,  pr'ythee ;  I  have  con- 
veyed away  all  her  wanton  pamphlets,  as  "  Hero 
and  Leander,  Venus  and  Affonis;  oh  two  lusdous 
marrow-bone  pies  for  a  young  married  wife  ! 
here,  here,  pr^ythee  take  the  resolution,  and  read 
to  her  a  little. 

Coar.  She  has  set  up  her  resolution  already, 
ar. 

Hair.  Tme,  true,  aad  this  will  confirm  it  the 
more ;  there's  a  chapter  of  Hell,  'tis  good  to  read 
this  cold  weather;  terrify  her,  terrify  ber;  ^o, 
read  to  ber  the  horrible  punishments  for  itching 
wantons,  the  pains  allotted  for  adaltery ;  tell  her 
her  thoughts,  her  very  dreams  are  answerable, 
say  so ;  rip  up  the  life  of  a  courtezan,  and  shew 
bow  lotliesome  'tis. 

Caur.  The  gentleman  would  persuade  me  in 
time  to  disgrace  myself,  and  speak  ill  of  mine  own 
function.  [Aside.]  [Bnt. 

Hair.  Thb  is  the  course  I  take;  V\\  teach  the 
married  roan 
A  new  seleecad  strain ;  I  admit  none 
But  dib  pure  vtrgia  to  her  company. 
Puh,  tlmt's  enough ;  Til  keep  her  to  her  stint, 
ru  pot  her  to  her  pension ; 
She  gets  but  her  aHowance,  that's  bare  one. 
Few  women  but  ha%'e  that  beside  their  own. 
Ua,  ha,  ha !  nay.  Til  put  her  hard  to't. 


Enter  Wife  and  Courtesan. 

W'tfe.  Fain  would  I  meet  the  gentleman. 
Cwr.  Pish,  fain  would  yon  meet  him?  why, 
yon  do  not  take  the  course. 

Hair.  How  earnestly  she  labours  her,  like  a 
good  wholesome  sister  of  the  family;  she  will  pre- 
vail I  hope. 

CaMr.  Is  that  the  means? 
Wife.  What  is  the  means  ^  I  would  as  gladly, 
to  enjoy  his  sight,  embimoe  it  as  the  ■ 
Cmur.  Shall  1  have  hearing?  listen. 
Hair.  '^  She's  round  with  her,  iTaitb. 
Coar.  When  hosbaiids  in  cbeir  rank'st  so^i- 
cions  dwell. 
Then  'tis  our  best  art  to  dissemble  well ; 
Put  but  these  notes  in  use  that  I'll  direct  yon, 
He'll  corse  himself  that  ere  he  did  suspect  you; 
Perhaps  he  will  solicit  you,  as  in  trial. 
To  visrt  soch  and  such,  still  give  denial : 
Let  no  persoasipm  sway  you ;  thev  are  but  f^tdies 
Set  to  betray  you,  jealoosies,  slights,  and  reaches. 
Seem  in  his  sight  to  endure  the  sight  of  no  man, 
Put  by  aH  kisses,  till  you  kiss  in  common ; 
Neglect  ail  enteruinment ;  if  he  bring  in 
Strmigers,  keep  you  your  chamber,  be  not  seen ; 
If  be  chance  steal  upon  you,  let  him  find 
Some  bdbk  lie  open  Against  an  unchaste  mind. 
And  quoted  scriptures,  though  for  your  own  plea* 

sure 
You  read  some  starring  pamphlet,  and  convey  it 
Under  your  Skirt,  the  fittest  place  to  lay  it 
This  is  the  course,  my  wench,  to  enjoy  thy  wishes. 
Here  you  perform  best,  when  yon  most  neglect ; 
The  way  to  daunt,  is  to  outvy  suspect; 
Manage  these  principles  with  art  and  life. 
Welcome  all  nations,  tbou'rt  an  honest  wife. 

Hatr.  She  puts  it  home  i'faith,e'en  to  the  quick. 
From  her  elabomte  action  I  reach  that. 
I  must  requite  this  maid,  faith  Fm  forgetful. 
Wife.  Here,  lady,  convey  my  heart  unto  him  in 
this  jewel. 
Against  yon  see  me  neit  you  shall  perceive 
I  have  profited ;  in  the  mean  season  tell  him 
I  am  a  prisoner  yet  i'the  master^s  side. 
My  husband's  jealoasy,  that  masters  him,  as  he 

doth  master  me ; 
And  as  a  keeper  that  locks  prisoners  up. 
Is  himself  prisoned  under  his  own  key ; 
Even  so  my  husband,  in  restraining  me, 
With  the  same  ward  bars  his  own  liberty, 
Cour.  Ill  tell  him  how  you  wish  it,  and  '^  Fit 


*■  Hero  and  Lfat^fcr— By  Christopher  Mario w, 

yeims  and  Adonis^By  Shakespeare. 
**  Ske't  round  leith  her  i'faith—i.  e.  she  speaks  plainly,  in  earnest  to  her. 


So  Polooios  in  HamUt : 


Pray  you  be  vMind  with  biai,    8« 

n  ru  wear 

My  flottt  to  tko  third  friie,  fte.— The  alhuion  Is  to  velvet.    Aatolycus,  hi  The'Tf  interns  Tale,  says, 
he  l|as  wore  three  pelt.    See  Neteoa  tUi  passage,  edit.  1778,  Vol.  IV.  p.  »«7.    S. 
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My  wits  to  the  third  pile,  but  all  shall  dear. 

Wifig.  I  •we  you  more  than  thanks,  but  that  I 
hope 
My  husband  wiJl  requite  you. 

Caur,  Think  you  so,  lady  ?  he  has  small  reason 
for't. 

Hair.  What,  done  so  soon  ?  away,  to't  again, 
to^t  again,  good  wench,  to*t  again,  leare  her  not 
so;  where  left  you  ?  come. 

C<mr.  Faith  I  am  weary,  sir; 
I  cannot  draw  her  from  lier  strict  opinion. 
With  all  the  arguments  that  sense  can  frame. 

Hair,  No?  let  me  come.  Fie  wife,  you  must 
consent;  what  opinion  is*t  ?  let*s  hear. 

Otir.  Fondly  and  wilfully  she  retains  that 
thought. 
That  every  sin  is  damn'd. 

Hair.  Oh  fie,  fie  wife !  pea,  pee,  pea,  pea,  how 
have  YOU  lost  your  time  ?  for  shame,  be  convert* 
ed ;  there's  a  diabolical  opinion  indeed !  then  you 
may  think  that  usury  were  damn  Id :  you're  a  fine 
merchant,  i'faith ;  or  bribery  ?  you  know  the  law 
well;  or  sloth?  would  some  of  the  clergy  heard 
you,  i'faith ;  or  pride  ?  you  come  at  court !  or 
gluttony  ?  you're  not  worthy  to  dine  at  an  alder- 
man's table : 

Your  only  deadly  sin's  adultery. 
That  villainous  nns- worm,  woman's  worst  requital, 
'lis  only  lechery  that's  damn*d  to  the*pi^hole ; 


Ah,  that's  an  arch  oflfence,  believe  it&qualy 
All  sins  are  venial  but  venereal. 

Ccur,  I've  said  enough  to  her. 

Hair.  And  she  will  be  ruled  by  you. 

Cour,  Fah. 

Hair.  I'll  pawn  my  credit  on't;  come  hither,  lady^ 
I  will  not  alto^ther  rest  ingrateful. 
Here,  wear  this  ruby  for  thy  pains  and  coonseL 

Cimr.  It  is  not  so  moch  worth,  sir;  I  am  a  very 
ill  counsellor,  truly. 

Hair.  Go  to,  I  say. 

Cour,  You're  to  blame  i'faith,  sir,  I  shall  ne'er 
deserve  it. 

Hair.  Thou  hast  done  it  already :   farewell, 
sweet  virgin ;  pr'vthee  let's  see  thee  oftener. 

Cour.  Such  gifts  will  soon  entreat  roe.  {£jrt^. 

Hair.  Wife,  as  thou  lovest  the  quiet  of  roj 
breast, 
Embrace  her  counsel,  yield  to  her  advices ; 
Thou  wilt  find  comfort  in  'em  in  the  end ; 
Thou'lt  feel  an  alteration,  pr'ythee  think  on't : 
Mine  eyes  can  scarce  refrain. 

wye.  Keep  in  your  dew,  sir,  lest  when  yoa 
would,  you  want  it 

Hair,  I've  pawned  my  credit  on't ;  ah,  didst 
thou  know 
The  sweet  fruit  once,  thoo'dst  never  let  it  go. 

W^e.  'Tis  that  I  strive  to  get. 

Hair.  And  still  do  so.  [Egeuttt^ 


Acrn. 


Enter  SirBovMrvov%,with  two  Knights. 

Sir  And.  You  have  been  too  much  like  your 
name,  sir  Bounteous. 

Sir  Bonn.  Oh,  not  so,  good  knights,  not  so^  you 
know  my  humour ;  most  welcome,  good  sir  An- 
drew Pelcut;  sir  Aquitain  Colewort,  most  wel- 
come. 

Both.  Thanks,  good  sir  Bounteous. 

[Exeunt  at  one  Door,  at  the  other 
enter  in  haste  a  Footman. 

Foot.  Oh,  cry  your  worship  heartily  mercy,  sir. 

Sir  Bonn.  How  now,  linen  stocking,  and  three- 
score  mile  a-day ;  whose  footman  art  thou  ? 

Foot.  Prav,  can  your  worship  tell  me,  ho^  ho, 
bo,  if  my  lord  be  come  in  yet  ? 

Sir  Bonn.  Tliy  lord  !  what  lord  ? 

Foot.  My  lord  Owe*much,  sir. 

Sir  Bonn.  My  lord  Owe-much !  I  have  heard 
much  speech  of  that  lord,  he  has  great  acquaint- 
ance i'the  city ;  that  lord  has  been  much  followed. 

Foot.  And  is  still,  sir ;  he  wants  no  company 
when  he's  in  London :  he*s  free  of  the  mercers, 
and  there's  none  of  them  all  dare  cross  him. 

Sir  Bonn.  And  they  did,  he'd  turn  over  a  new 
leair  with  'em ;  he  would  make  'em  all  weary  on't 
i'the  end :  much  fine  rumour  have  I  heard  uf  that 
lord,  yet  had  I  never  the  fortune  to  set  eye  upon 
fiim.  *Art  sure  he  will  alight  here,  footman  ?  I  am 
afraid  thou'rt  mistook. 

Foot.  Thinks  your  worship  so^  sir?  by  yoar 
JeavCi  sir, 


Sir  JBoaii.  Pub ;  passion  of  me,  footman,  why 
pumps,  I  say,  oume  back. 

Foot.  Does  your  worship  call  ? 

Sir  Bonn.  Come  hither,  I  say ;  I  am  but  afraid 
on't,  would  it  might  happen  so  well.  How  do'st 
know  ?  did  he  name  the  house  with  the  great  tor- 
ret  o'the  top? 

Foot,  No,  faith,  did  he  not,  sir. 

Sir  Bonn.  Come  hitlier,  I  say;  did  he  speak 
of  a  doth  o'  gold  chamber? 

Foot.  Not  one  word,  by  my  troth,  sir. 

Str  Bonn.  Come  again,  you  lousy  seven  mile 
an  hour. 

Foot,  I  beseech  your  worship  detain  me  not 

Sir  Boun.  Was  there  no  talk  of  a  fair  pair  of 
organs,  a  great  gilt  candlestick,  and  a  pair  of  sil* 
ver  snuffers  ? 

Foot,  'Twere  sin  to  bely  my  lord ;  I  heard  no 
such  words,  sir. 

Sir  Boun.  A  pox  confine  thee ;  come  again, 
puh. 

Foot.  Your  worship  will  undo  me,  sir. 

iStr  Boun.  Was  there  no  i^ech  of  a  long  di- 
ning-room, a  huge  kitchen,  lai^  meat,  and  a  broad 
dresser  board  ? 

Foot.  I  have  a  greater  maw  to  that  indeed,  an't 
please  your  worship. 

Sir  Boun,  Whom  did  he  name? 

Foot,  Why,  one  sir  Bounteous  Progress. 

Sir  Boun,  Ah,  a,  a,  I  am  that  sir  Bounteous, 
you  progressive  round-about  rascal. 

Foot.  Ha,  ha;  ha ! 
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Sir  Boun,  I  knew  I  shoald  bare  him  i'tbe  end ; 
there^s  not  a  lord  will  miss  me,  I  thank  their 
good  honours';  lis  a  fortune  laid  upon  me,  they 
can  scent  out  their  best  entertainment.  I  have  a 
kind  of  complemental  gift  given  me  above  ordi- 
nary country  knights,  and  how  soon  'tis  smelt  out ! 
I  warrant  ye,  there's  not  one  knight  i'the  shire 
able  to  entertain  a  lord  i'the  cue,  or  a  lady  i'the 
mck  like  me;  hke  me !  there's  a  kind  of  grace 
belongs  to't,  a  kind  of  art  which  naturally  slips 
from  me,  I  know  not  on't,  I  promise  you,  'tis 
gone  before  I'm  aware  on'l;  cuds  me,  I  forget 
myself,  where— 

Foot.  Does  your  worship  call? 

Sir  Boun,  Run  sirrah,  '^  call  in  my  chief  gen- 
tleman i'the  chain  of  gold,  expedite ;  and  how  does 
my  good  lord?  I  never  saw  him  before  in  my  life. 
'^  A  cup  of  bastard,  for  this  footman  ! 

JFbo^  My  lord  has  travelled  this  five  year,  sir. 

Sir  Boun.  Travelled  this  five  year  ?  how  many 
diildren  has  he  ?— some  bastard,  I  say  ! 

Foot.  No  bastard,  an't  please  your  worship. 

Sk'  Boun.  A  cup  of  sack  to  strengthen  his  wit, 
the  footman's  a  fooL 

Enter  Gum- water. 

Ohy  come  hither  master  Gum!-water,  come  hither ; 
send  presently  to  Mr  Pheasant  for  one  of  his 
bens,  there's  partridge  i'the  boose. 

Gum,  And  wild-duck,  an't  please  your  wor^ 
ship. 

Sir  Boun.  And  woodcock,  an't  please  thy  wor- 
ship. 

Gum.  And  woodcock,  an't  please  your  wor- 
ship; I  had  thought  to  have  spoke  before  you. 

air  Boun.  Remember  the  pheasant,  down  with 
some  plover;  clap  down  six  woodcodis,  '^my 
love's  coming;  now,  sir* 

Gum.  An^  please  your  worship,  there^s  a  lord 
and  his  followers  newly  alighted. 

Sir  Boun.  Disnatoh,  I  say,  dispatch;  why, 
whereas  my  music?  he's  come  indeed. 

Enter  Follv-wit,  like  a  Lord,  with  his  Com' 
rade$  in  '^  blue  Coats. 

Fol.  Footman. 


Foot.  My  lord, 

FoL  Run  swiftly  with  my  commendations  to 
sir  Jasper  Topas.  We'll  ride  and  visit  him  i'the 
morning,  say. 

Foot.  Your  lordship's  charge  shall  be  efieoted. 

[Exit. 

FoL  That  courtly  comely  form  should  present 
to  me  sir  Bounteous  Progress. 

Sir  Boun.  You've  found  me  out,  my  lord ;  I 
cannot  hide  myself: 
Your  honour  is  most  spaciously  welcome. 

FoL  In  this  forgave  me,  sir ;  that  being  a  stran- 
ger to  your  '*  house 
And  you,  I  make  my  way  so  bold;  and  presume 
Rather  upon  your  kindness  than  your  knowledge ; 
Only  your  bounteous  disposition 
Faroe  bath  divulged,  and  is  to  me  well  known. 

Sir  Boun.  Nav,  and  yeur  lordship  knows  my 
disposition,  you  know  me  better  than  they  that 
know  ray  person ;  your  honour  is  so  much  the 
welcomer  for  that. 

FoL  Thanks,  good  sir  Bounteous. 

Sir  Boun.  Pray  pardon  me,  it  has  been  often 
my  ambition,  my  lord,  both  in  respect  of  yonr 
honourable  presence,  and  the  prodigal  fame  that 
keeps  even  stroke  with  your  unbounded  worthi- 
ness. 

To  have  wished  your  lordship,  where  your  lord- 
ship IBp 
A  noble  guest  in  this  unworthy  seat : 
Your  lordship  ne'er  heard  my  organs  ? 

FoL  Heard  of  'em,  sir  Bounteous ;  but  never 
heard  'em. 

Sir  Boun.  They're  but  double  ^It^  my  lord ; 
some  hundred  and  fifty  pounds  will  fit  your  lord- 
ship with  such  another  pair. 

FoL  Indeed,  sir  Bounteous ! 

Sir  Boun.  O  my  lord,  I  have  a  present  suit  to 
you. 

FoL  To  me,  sir  Bounteous?  and  you  could 
ne'er  speak  at  fitter  time ;  for  I  am  here  present 
to  grant  you. 

Sir  Boun.  Your  lordship  has  been  a  traveller  ? 

FoL  Some  five  year,  sir. 

Sir  Boun.  I  have  a  grandchild,  my  lord,  I  love 
him ;  and  when  I  die  I'll  do  somewhat  for  him : 


'^  Call  in  my  chitf  gentleman  Cthe  chain  of  gold. — Stewards  of  noblemen  and  gentlemen  of  property  used 
formefly  to  wear  a  gold  chain.  So,  in  Masstnger's  New  Wty  to  pay  Old  Debts^  A.  I.  S.  1.  Order  the  Stew- 
ard says, 

'^  Set  all  things  right,  or  as  my  name  is  Order, 

*<  And  by  this  staff  of  office  that  commands  you, 

*^  This  chain  and  doable  mff,  symbols  of  power !" 

Again,  in  The  Lover^s  Progress^  by  Beaumont  and  Fletcher,  A.  1.  S.  I : 

'<  This  ehmn,  which  ny  lord's  peasants  worsh^  floated,'* 

See  also  Mr  Steevens*s  Note  on  Twelfth  Night,  A.  2.  S.  3. 

"'  ji  cup  efbaetard.'^Stt  Note  38  to  The  Honest  Whore,  YoU  I.  p.  53S. 

■^  My  tovtfV.^So  both  the  editions.    Probably  we  sbonld  read  my  lord's.    8. 

■7  Blue  coats.* See  Note  8  to  The  Second  Part  of  the  Honest  Whore,  Yol.  I.  p.  564. 

'S  Homte. — Both  the  quartos  read  houses^ 
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ni  tell  your  honour  the  worst  of  him,  a  wild  lad 
he  has  heen. 

FoL  So  have  we  been  all,  sir. 

Sir  Boun,  So  have  we  been  all  indeed,  mj 
lord,  I  thank  jour  lordship's  assistance;  some 
comic  pranks  he  has  been  giiilty  of;  but  IMl  pawn 
my  credit  for  him,  an  honest  trusty  bosom. 

FoL  And  that's  worth  all,  sir. 

Sir  Boun,  And  that's  worth  all  indeed,  my 
lord,  for  he's  like  to  have  all  when  I  die ;  imber- 
hiijuvenii,  his  chin  has  no  more  prickles  yet  than 
a  midwife's :  there's  great  hope  of  his  wit,  his 
hair's  so  long  a-coming.  Shall  I  be  bold  with 
your  honour,  to  prefer  this  aforesaid  Ganimede 
to  hold  a  plate  under  your  lordship's  cup  ? 

FoL  You  wrong  both  his  worth  and  your  boun- 
ty, and  you  call  that  boldness ;  sir,  I  have  heard 
much  good  of  that  young  gentleman. 

Sir  Boun,  Nay,  be  has  a  good  wit  i'faith,  my 
lord. 

FoL  He  has  carried  himself  always  generously. 

&r  Boun,  Are  you  advised  of  that,  my  lord  ? 
he  has  carried  many  things  cleanly :  I'll  shew 
your  lordship  my  will,  I  keep  it  above  in  an  out- 
landish box;  the  whoreson  boy  must  have  all :  I 
love  him,  yet  he  shall  ne'er  find  it  as  long  as  I 
live. 

FoL  Well,  sir,  for  your  sake,  and  his  own  de- 
serving, I'll  reserve  a  place  for  him  nearest  to  my 
secrets. 

Sir  Boun,  I  understand  your  good  lordship, 
youfU  make  him  your  secretary :  my  music,  give 
piy  lord  a  taste  of  his  welcome. 

[A  ftrain  played  by  the  Concert  ;  Sir 

Bqvmteous  make$  a  courtly  honour 

to  that  Lord,  and  sums  to  foot  the 

Tune. 

So^  how  like  you  our  airs,  my  lord  ?  are  they  choice  ? 

FoL  They're  seldom  matched,  believe  it. 

Sir  Boun,  The  concert  of  mine  own  house- 
hold. 

FoL  Yea,  sir ! 

Sir  Boun.  The  musicians  are  in  ordinary,  yet 
DO  ordinary  musicians :  your  lordship  shall  hear 
my  orsans  now. 

FoL  Oh,  I  beseech  you,  sir  bounteous. 

Sir  Boun,  My  organist. 

[The  Organs  play,  and  covered  Dishes 
march  over  the  Stage. 
Come,  my  lord,  how  docs  your  honour  relish  my 
organ? 
'  FoL  A  very  proud  air  i'faith,  sir. 


Sir  Boun.  Oh,  how  can't  choose,  a  Walloon 
plays  upon  them,  and  a  Welchman  blows  wind  in 
their  breech.      [Exeunt.  A  Song  to  the  Organs^ 

Enter  Sir  Bounteous,  teith  Follt-wit  and  hi$ 
Concerts^  towards  his  Lodging. 

Sir  Boun,  You  must  pardon  us,  my  lord,  hasty 
catcs,  your  honour  has  had  even  a  hunting  meal 
on't;  and  now  I  am  like  to  bring  your  lordship 
to  as  mean  a  lodging,  a  hard  down-bed  i'faith, 
my  lord,  poor  cambnc  sheets,  and  a  cloth  of  tis- 
sue-canopy ;  the  curtains  indeed  were  wroupht  in 
Venice,  with  the  story  of  the  prodigal  child  in 
silk  and  gold ;  only  the  swine  are  left  out,  my 
lord,  for  spoiling  the  curtains. 

FoL  Twas  well  prevented,  sir. 

Sir  Boun.  Silken  rest,  harmonious  slumbers, 
and  venereal  dreams,  to  }rour  lordship. 

FoL  The  like  to  kind  sir  Bounteous. 

Sir  Boun.  Fie,  not  to  me,  my  lord ;  I'm  old, 
past  dreaming  of  such  vanities. 

FoL  Old  men  should  dream  b^t. 

Sir  Boun,  Their  dreams!  indeed,  my  lord, 
youVe  giv'nt  us :  to-morrow  your  lordship  shall 
see  my  o>cks,  my  fish-ponds,  my  park,  my  cham- 
paigne  grounds ;  I  keep  champers  m  my  house  can 
show  your  lordship  some  pleasure. 

FoL  Sir  Bounteous,  you  even  whelm  me  with 
delights. 

Sir  Boun.  Once  again  a  musical  night  to  your 
honour ;  I'll  trouble  your  lordship  no  more. 

[Exit. 

FoL  Good  rest,  sir  Boonteous.-r-So,  come,  the 
vizards,  where  be  the  masking  suits  ? 

Lieu.  In  your  lordsliip*8  portmanteau. 

FoL  Peace,  lieutenant. 

Lieu.  I'd  rather  have  war,  captain. 

FoL  Puh,  the  plot's  ripe ;  come  to  our  business, 
lad, 
Though  guilt  condemns,  'tis  '^  gilt  must  make  us 
glad. 

Lieu,  Nay,  and  you  be  at  your  distinctions, 
captain, 
ril  follow  behind  no  longer. 

FoL  Get  you  before  then,  and  whelm  your  nose 
with  your  vizard,  go. 

Now,  grandsire,  you  that  hold  roe  at  hard  meat. 
And  keep  me  out  at  the  "  dag*s  end,  I'll  fit  you ; 
Under  his  lordship's  leave,  all  must  be  mine 
He  and  his  will  confesses ;  what  I  take  then 
Is  |jut  a  borrowing  of  so  much  before  hand ; 


**  Oi7(.— i.  e.  money  (  gddf  Dutch.  See  Notei  on  King  Henry  V.  Vol.  YI.  p.  S3,  and  on  Jfaciea, 
Vol.  IV.  p.  ri05,  edit.  1778.  ». 

"  Ihg^s  cnd,'^\,  e.  at  a  distance,  as  by  a  tmord  or  putol  advanced  against  me*  Dag  is  an  ancient  word, 
eignifying  either  the  one  or  the  other.    8. 

See  also  Note  148  to  Tht  Spanish  Tragedtf,  Vol.  I.  p.  493, 
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m  pay  him  again  when  be  dies,  in  so  many 

^blacks, 
111  have  the  church  hang  round  with  a  noble  a 

yard, 
Or  requite  him  in  'scutcheons,  let  him  trap  me 
In  gold,  and  Til  lap  him  in  lead ;  quid  pro  quo  :  I 
Must  look  none  of  his  angels  in  the  face,  forsooth, 
Until  his  face  be  not  worth  looking  on ;  tut,  lads, 
Let  sires  and  grandsires  keep  us  low,  we  must 
live  when  the/re  flesh,  as  well  as  when  they're 

dust.  [£jnL 


Enter  Courtezauy  with  her  Man, 

Cour,  Go,  sirrah,  run  presently  to  Mr  Penitent 
Brothel;  you  know  his  lodgine,  knock  him  up;  I 
know  he  cannot  sleep  for  sighmg;  tell  him,  I've 
happily  bethought  a  mean 
To  make  his  purpose  prosper  in  each  limb. 
Which  only  rests  to  be  approved  by  him ; 
Make  haste,  I  know  he  thirsts  for*t.     [Exeunt, 

Enter,  in  a  masking  Suit,  with  a  Vizard  in  his 
hand,  Folly-wit. 

Within.  Oh ! 

FoL  Hark,  they're  at  their  business. 

1  iS^.  Thieves,  thieves ! 

FoL  Gag  that  gaping  rascal,  though  he  be  my 
grandsire't  *'  chief  eentleman  i*the  chain  of  gold, 
I'll  have  no  pity  of  him ;  how  now,  lads  ? 

Enter  the  rest,  vixarded. 

Lieu,  All's  sure  and  safe ;  on  with  your  vizard, 
ar;  the  servants  are  all  bound. 

FqL  There's  one  care  past  then ;  come,  follow 
me,  lads !  I'll  lead  you  now  to  the  |>oint  and  top 
of  all  your  fortunes :  yon  lodging  is  my  grand- 
sire's. 

lAeu.  So,  so,  lead  on,  on !  [Exeunt, 

Ant,  Here's  a  captain  worth  the  following,  and 
a  wit  worth  a  man's  love  and  admiring ! 

Re-enter  with  Sir  Bounteous,  in  his  Night' 
gown. 

Sir  Boun.  Oh,  gentlemen,  and  you  be  kind  gen- 
tleroen,  what  countrymen  are  you  ? 

FoL  Lincolnshire-men,  sir. 

Sir  Boun.  I  am  glad  of  that,  i'faith. 

Fol.  And  why  should  you  be  glad  of  that  ? 

Sir  Boun,  Oh,  the  honestest  thieves  of  all  come 
out  of  Lincolnshire ;  the  kindest  natured  gentle- 
men ;  they'll  rob  a  man  with  conscience  :  they 
have  a  feeling  of  what  they  go  about,  and  will 


steal  with  tears  in  their  eyes :  ah^  pitiful  gentle- 
men! 
FoL  Pish,  money,  money,  we  come  for  money. 
Sir  Boun,  Is  that  all  you  come  for?  Ah,  what 
a  beast  was  I  to  put  out  my  money  t'other  day  ! 
Alas,  good  gentlemen,  what  shift  shall  I  make 
for  you  ?  pray,  come  again  another  time. 
FoL  Tut,  tut,  sir,  money. 
Sir  Boun,  Oh,  not  so  loud,  you*re  too  shrill  a 
gentleman;  I  have  a  lord  lies  in  my  house,!  would 
not  for  the  world  his  honour  should  be  disquieted. 
FoL  Who,  my  lord  Owe-much  ?  we  have  took 
order  with  him  before  hand,  he  lies  bound  in  his 
bed,  and  all  bis  followers. 

Sir  Boun,  Who,  my  lord  ?  bound,  my  lord  ! 
Alas,  what  did  you  mean  to  bind  my  lord  ?  he 
could  keep  his  bed  well  enough  without  binding; 
you've  undone  me  in't  already,  you  need  rob  me 
no  farther. 
FoL  Which  is  the  key  ?  come ! 
Sir  Boun,  Ah,  I  perceive  now,  you're  no  tme 
Lincolnshire  spirits  j  you  come  raiher  out  of  Bed- 
fordshire, we  cannot  lie  quiet  in  our  beds  for  you : 
so,  take  enough,  my  masters ;  spur  a  free  horse, 
my  name's  sir  Bounteous,  a  merry  world  i'faith ; 
what  knight  but  I  keep  open  house  at  midnight  ? 
well,  there  should  be  a  conscience^  if  one  could 
bit  upon't. 
FoL  Away  now,  seize  upon  him,  bind  him. 
Sir  Boun,  Is  this  your  court  of  equity?  why 
should  I  be  bound  for  mine  own  money?  but 
come,  come,  bind  me,  I  have  need  on't ;  I  have 
been  too  liberal  to-night,  keep  in  my  hands :  nay, 
as  hard  as  you  list ;  I  am  too  good  to  bear  my  lord 
company ;  you  have  watched  your  time,  my  mas- 
ters; I  was  knighted  at  Westminster,  but  many 
of  these  nights  will  make  me  ^  a  knight  of  Winci- 
sor ;  you've  deserved  so  well,  my  masters,  I  bid 
you  all  to  dinner  to-morrow.    I  would  I  might 
have  your  companies  i'faith,  I  desire  no  more. 
Fol.  Oh,  ho,  sir ! 

Sir  Boun,  Pray  meddle  not  with  my  organs,  to 
put  'em  out  of  tune. 
FoL  Oh  no,  here's  better  music,  sir. 
Sir  Boun,  Ah,  pox  feast  you.  [Exit, 

FoL  Dispatch  with  him,  away.  So,  thank  you, 
good  grandsire;  this  was  bounteously  done  of 
him  i'faith ;  it  came  somewhat  hard  from  him  at 
first ;  for  indeed  nothing  comes  stiff  from  an  old 
man  but  money ;  and  he  may  well  stand  upon 
that,  when  ^he  ha«  nothing  else  to  stand  upon : 
Where's  our  portmanteau  ? 
Lieu,  Here,  bully  captain. 


^  Blacks, — The  common  term  formerly  for  mourning. 
VokIV.p.S00,edlt.n'?8, 


See  Mr  Steevens't  Note  on  The  Winter**  Tate, 


*'  Chief  gentlemm  Vthe  chain  ofgold.-^Stt  p*265. 

A  knight  of  Windsor^i,  e.  one  of  the  poor  knights  of  Windsor. 
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FoL  In  widi  die  ^^purchaie,  'twill  lie  safe 
enough  there  oDder's  nose,  I  warrant  you :  what, 
is  all  sore? 

Enter  Amtisnt. 

Ant,  All's  sure,  captain. 

FoL  You  know  what  follows  now,  one  villain 
buds  his  fellows ;  go,  we  must  be  sdl  bound  for 
our  own  securities,  rascals;  There's  no  dallying 
npon  the  points ;  you  conceit  me :  there  is  a  lord 
to  be  found  bound  in  the  morning,  and  all  his 
followers ;  can  you  pick  out  that  lord  now  f 

Ueu.  O,  admirable  spirit ! 

FoL  You  ne'er  plot  for  your  safeties,  so  your 
wants  be  satis6ed. 

Ant.  But  if  we  bbd  one  another,  how  shall 
the  last  man  be  bound  ? 

FoL  Pox  on't,  ni  have  the  footman  'scape. 

Foot.  That's  I;  I  thank  you,  sir. 

FoL  The  footman  of  all  other  will  be  supposed 
to 'scape,  for  he  comes  in  no  bed  all  night;  but 
lies  in's  clothes,  to  be  first  ready  in  the  morning ; 
the  horse  and  he  lies  in  litter  together ;  that's  the 
right  fashion  of  your  bonny  footman;  and  his 
freedom  will  make  the  better  for  our  purpose ; 
for  we  must  have  one  in  the  morning  to  unbind 
the  knight,  that  we  may  have  our  sport  within 
ourselves:  we  now  arrive  at  the  most  ticklish 
point,  to  rob,  and  take  our  ease,  to  be  thieves 
and  lie  by't;  look  to't,  lads,  it  concerns  every 
man's  gullet ;  I'll  not  have  the  jest  spoiled,  that^i 
ceitain,  though  it  hazard  a  wind-pipe.  I'll  either 
go  like  a  lord  as  I  came,  or  be  hanged  like  a 
thief  as  I  am ;  and  that's  my  resolution. 

Lieu.  Troth,  a  match,  captain,  of  all  hands. 

[Exeunt, 

Enter  Courtetan^  with  Mr  Pehitent  Brothel. 

Cour.  Oh,  Mr  Penitent  Brothel ! 

P.  Broth.  What  is't,  sweet  lady  Cullman,  that 
so  seizes  on  thee  with  rapture  and  admiration  ? 

Cour.  A  thought,  a  trick,  to  make  you,  sir,  es- 
pecially happy,  and  yet  I  myself  a  saver  by  it. 

P.  BrotL  I  would  embrace  that,  lady,  with 
Buch  courage,  I  would  not  leave  you  on  the  losing 
band. 

Cour.  I  will  give  trust  to  yoo,  sir;  the  cause, 
theb,  why  I  raised  vou  from  your  bed  so  soon, 
wherein  I  know  sighs  would  not  let  you  sleep, 
thus  understand  it : 

You  love  that  woman,  Mr  Hairbraln's  wife. 
Which  no  invented  means  can  crown  with  free- 
dom. 
For  your  desires  and  her  own  wish  but  this. 
Which  in  my  slumbers  did  present  itself. 


P.  Broth.  Ym  covetous  lady. 

Cour.  You  know  her  husband  Img'ring  in  sus- 
pect. 
Locks  her  from  all  soaety,  but  mine* 

P.  Broth,  Most  true. 

Cour.  I  only  am  admitted,  yet  hitherto 
That  has  done  you  no  real  happiness;  by  ray  ad* 

mittance 
I  cannot  perform  that  deed,  that  should  please 

you, 
You  know ;  wherefore  thus  I  have  conveyed  it, 
ril  counterfeit  a  fit  of  violent  sickness, 

P.  Broth.  Good. 

Cour.  Nay,  'tis  not  so  good,  by  my  faith,  but  to 
do  you  good. 

P.  Broth.  And  in  that  sense  I  called  it ;  but 
^  take  me  with  you,  lady :  would  it  be  probable 
enough  to  have  a  sickness  so  suddenly  violent? 

Cour.  Pull,  all  the  world  knows  women  are 
soon  down:  we  can  lie  sick  when  we  have  a 
mind  to't,  catch  an  ague  with  the  wind  of  our 
fans,  surfeit  upon  the  rump  of  a  lark,  and  bestow 
ten  pound  in  physic  upon't ;  we're  likest  ourselves 
when  we're  down :  'tis  the  easiest  art  and  cun- 
ning for  our  ^'  sect  to  counterfeit  sick,  that  are 
always  full  of  fits  when  we  are  well ;  for  since 
we  were  made  for  a  weak  imperfect  creature, 
we  can  fit  that  best  that  we  are  made  for ;  I  thus 
translated,  and  yourself  slipped  into  the  form  of 
a  physician. 

P.  Broth.  I  a  physician,  lady  !  talk  not  on't  I 
beseech  you ;  I  snail  shame  the  whole  college. 

Cour.  Tut,  man,  any  quacksahring  terms  will 
serve  for  this  purpose ;  for  I  am  pitifully  haunt- 
ed with  a  brace  of  elder  brothers,  new  perfumed 
in  the  first  of  their  fortunes,  and  I  shall  see  how 
forward  their  purses  will  be  to  the  pleasing  of 
my  palate,  ana  restoring  of  my  health.  Lay  on 
load  enough  upon  them,  and  spare  them  not,  for 
they  are  good  plump  fleshly  asses,  and  may  well 
enough  bear  it :  let  gold,  amber,  and  dissolved 
pearl,  be  common  ingredients;  and  that  you  can- 
not compose  a  cullice  without  them.  Put  but  this 
cunningly  in  practice,  it  shall  be  both  a  suflkient 
recompence  for  all  my  pains  in  your  love ;  and 
the  readv  means  to  make  mbtress  Hairbrain*s 
w^y  by  the  visiting  of  me,  to  your  mutual  desi- 
red company. 

P.  Broth,  I  applaud  thee,  kiss  thee,  and  will 
instantly  embrace  iL  [Exeunt. 

Voices  within. 

Sir  Boun.  Ho,  Gum-water ! 

FoL  Singlestonc  1 

Within,  Jenkm,  wa,  ha,  ho ! 


II  ^'wcA^w-— See  Note  33  to  7^  Second  Port  of  the  Honest  Whort.  VoL  L  p.  6t8. 
^  TakemewUhyou,lady.^&ct^.%\b.  ^ 

V  &ct.— I.  e.  sex.    Sec  Note  15  to  Tht  Jew  ofMatta^  Vol.  I.  p.  257. 
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Within.  Ewen ! 
Wiihin.  Simcod! 
Fol.  Footman!  whew — 
Foot.  Oh,  good  your  worship,  let  me  help  your 
good  old  worship. 

Enter  Sir  BouNtEous,  wUh  «  Cord  h^ unbound, 
Footman  with  him. 

Sir  Baun.  Ah,  poor  honest  footman,  bow  didst 
diou  'scape  this  massacre  f 

Foot,  E'en  by  miracle^  and  lying  in  my  dothea^ 
sir. 

iSStr  Baun.  I  think  so ;  I  would  I  had  lain  in  my 
clothes  too,  footman,  so  I  had  'scaped  them ;  1 
could  have  but  risen  like  a  beggar  then,  and  so  I 
do  now,  till  more  money  cf)me  in.  But  nothing 
afflicts  me  so  much,  my  poor  geometrical  foot- 
man, as  that  the  barbarous  villains  should  lay 
violence  upon  my  lord.  Ah,  the  Inndbg  of  my 
lord  cuts  my  heart  in  two  pieces.  So,  so,  'tis 
well !  I  thank  thee^  mn  to  thy  fellows ;  undo 
them,  undo  them,  vndo  them  ! 

Foot,  Alas,  if  my  lord  should  miscarry !  they're 
unbound  already,  sir ;  they  have  no  occumition 
but  sleep,  feed,  and  fart.  {Exit. 

Sir  Bouju  If  I  he  not  ashamed  to  look  my  lord 
in  the  face,  I'm  a  Saracen.    My  lord ! 

FoL  Who's  that? 

Sir  Boun.  One  may  see  he  has  heea  scaivd^  a 
poib  on  them  for  their  labours. 

FoL  Singlestone! 

Sir  Boun.  Singlestone?  1*11  never  answer  to 
that  iTaitfi. 

FoL  Suchman ! 

Sir  Boun.  Suchmnn?  nor  that  neither  i'faSth; 
1  am  not  brought  so  low,  though  I  be  old. 

FoL  Who's  that  in  the  chamber  ? 

Sir  Baun.  Good  morrow,  my  lord,  'tis  I. 

FoL  Sir  Bounteousi  good  morrow  ;  1  would 
^e  you  my  hand,  sir,  but  I  cannot  come  at  it ; 
is  this  the  courtesy  of  the  country,  sir  Bounteous  ? 

Sir  Boun.  Your  lordship  grieves  me  more  than 
all  my  loss; 
Tis  the  unnatural'st  sight  that  can  be  found, 
To  see  a  noble  gentleman  hard  bound. 

FoL  IVust  me,  1  tiioueht  you  had  been  better 
beloved,  sir  Bounteous ;  but  I  see  you  have  ene- 
mies, sir,  and  your  friends  fare  the  worse  for 
them :  I  like  your  talk  better  than  your  lodging ; 
I  ne'er  lay  harder  in  a  bed  of  down ;  I  have  had 
a  mad  night's  rest  on't.  Can  vou  not  guess  what 
tbey  should  be,  sir  Bounteous  r 

&r  Boun.  Faith !  Lincolnshire-men,  my  lord, 

FoL  How?  fie,  fie,  believe  it  not,  sir,  these  lie 
not  far  ofl^  I  warrant  you. 

Sir  Boun.  Think  you  so,  my  lord  ? 

FoL  I'll  be  burnt  if  they  do;  some  that  are 
used  to  your  bouse,  sir,  and  are  familiar  with  all 
the  conveyances. 

Sir  B<mn.  Thb  is  the  commodity  of  keeping  | 


open  house,  my  ford,  that  makes  so  many  shut 
their  doors  about  dinner-tnne. 

FoL  They  were  resolute  villains ;  I  made  ny- 
self  known  to  them,  told  them  w4iat  I  was^  gave 
them  my  honourable  word  not  to  tiisdose  them* 
Sir  Boun.  O  saucy,  unmannerly  viltaias ! 
F9L  And  think  yeu  the  skv^  would  tmst  me 
upon  my  word  ? 
Sir  Boun.  Tliey  would  not  ? 
FoL  Forsooth  no,  I  must  pardon  tliem ;  they 
told  me  lords  promises  were  mortal^  and  ocMb- 
monly  die  within  half  an  hour  after  they  are  spo- 
ken :  they  were  but  gristles  a«d  not  o*w  amongst 
a  hundred  come  to  any  full  growth  or  perfection  ; 
and  therefore,  though  I  were  a  lord,  I  must  enter 
into  bond. 

Sir  Boun.  Insupportable  rascals ! 
FoL  Troth  I'm  of  that  mind.    Sir  Bounteous, 
you  fared  the  worse  for  my  coming  hitlier. 

Sir  Boun,  Ah,  good  my  lord  I  but  I'm  suro 
your  lordship  fared  the  worse. 
FoL  Pray  pity  not  me,  sir. 
Sir  Boun.  Is  not  your  honour  sore  about  the 
brawn  of  the  arm?    A  murrein  meet  them.  I 
feel  it. 
FoL  About  this  place,  Sir  Bounteous? 
Sir  Boun.  You  feel  as  it  were  a  twmee.  mv 
lord?  *^     ^ 

FoL  Ay  e'en  a  twinge,  you  say  ri^t. 
Sir  Boun.  A  pox  discover  them,  ttiat  twhiffe  I 
feel  too. 

FoL  But  that  which  disturbs  the  most,  Sir 
Bounteons,  lies  here. 

Sir  Boun.  True,  aboat  the  wrist  a  kind  of  tu- 
mid numbness. 

FoL  You  say  true,  sir. 

Sir  Boun.  The  reason  of  that,  my  lord,  is,  the 
pulses  had  no  play. 
Fol.  Mass,  so  I  goessed  it. 
Sir  Boun.  A  mischief  sweU  them  f  for  I  feel 
that  too.    • 
IJHt.  'Slid,  here's  a  house  haunted  indeed. 
Sir  Boun.  A  word  with  you,  sir. 
FoL  How  now,  Singlestone  ? 
Lieu,  Vm  sorry,  my  lord,  )'our  lordship  has 
lost — 

Sir  Boun.  Pup,  pup,  pup,  pup,  pup. 
FoL,  What  have  I  lost  ?  Speak. 
Sir  Boun.  A  good  night's  sleep  say. 
FoL  Speak,  what  have  I  lost,  I  say? 
Lieu,^  A  good  night's  sleep,  my  lord,  nothing 
else. 

FoL  That's  true ;  my  clothes,  come. 

[Curtains  drawn. 
Lieu.  My  lord's  clothes ;  his  honour's  rising. 
Sir  Boun.  Hist,  well  said ;  come  hither.  What 
has  my  lord  lost?  Tell  me,  speak  softly. 
Lieu.  His  lordship  must  know  that,  sir. 
Sir  Boun.  Hush,  pr'ythee  tell  me. 
Lieu.  Twill  do  you  no  pleasure  to  know  it,  sir. 
Sir  Boun^  Yet  again^  I  desire  it,  I  say. 
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Lieu,  Since  your  worship  will  needs  know  it, 
they  have  stolen  away  a  jewel  in  a  blue  silk  rib- 
band of  a  hundred  pound  price,  beside  some  hun- 
dred pounds  in  fair  Spur  Royals.^ 

Sir  Bottn.  That's  some  two  hundred  i'the  total. 

Lieu,  Your  worship's  much  about  it,  sir. 

Sir  Boun.  Come,  follow  me ;  1*11  make  that 
whole  BgBUk  in  so  much  money.  Let  not  my  lord 
know  o^t 

Lieu,  Oh  pardon  me,  Sir  Bounteous,  that  were 
a  dishonour  to  my  lord ;  should  it  come  to  his  ear, 
I  should  hazard  my  undoing  by  it 

Sir  Baun,  How  should  it  come  to  his  ear,  if 
you  be  my  lord's  chief  man  about  him  ?  I  hope 


you  do  not  use  to  speak  unless  you  be  paid  for  it 
and  I  had  rather  give  you  a  counsellor's  double 
fee  to  hold  your  peace.  Come,  go  to^  follow  me, 
I  say. 

Lieu.  There  will  be  scarce  time  to  tell  it,  sir, 
my  lord  will  away  instantly. 

Sir  B<mn.  His  honour  shall  stay  dinner.  By 
his  leave,  Vi\  prevail  with  him  so  far.  And  now 
I  remember  a  jest,  I  bade  the  whoreson  thieves 
to  dinner  last  night :  I  would  I  might  have  their 
companies.    A  pox  poison  them.  [Exit, 

lAeu,  Faith,  and  you  are  like  to  have  no  other 
guests,  Sir  Bounteous,  if  vou  have  none  but  us. 
ril  give  you  that  gift  i'faitb.  [Exeunt . 


ACTHI. 


Enter  Mr  Hairbeain  with  two  elder  Brothers, 
Mr  Iv£88£,  and  Mr  Possibility. 

Pot,  You  see  bold  guests,  Mr  Hairbrain. 

Hair,  You're  kindly  welcome  to  my  house^ 
good  Mr  Inesse  and  Mr  Possibility. 

Ineste,  That's  our  presumption,  sir. 

Hair.  Ralph? 

Ralph,  Here,  sir. 

Hair.  Call  down  your  mistress  to  welcome 
these  two  gentlemen,  my  friends. 

Ralph.  I  shall,  sir.  [Exit. 

Hair.  I  will  observe  her  carriage,  and  watch 
The  slippery  revolutions  of  her  eye ; 
I'll  lie  m  wait  for  every  glance  sbe  gives, 
And  poise  her  words  i'the  balance  of  ^^  suspect : 
If  she  but  swag,  she's  gone ;  either  on  thb  hand 
Over  familiar,  or  this  too  neglectful ; 
It  does  behove  her  carry  herself  even.      [AHde. 

Pos.  But,  Mr  Hairbrain— 

JBiotr.  True,  I  hear  you,  sir;  was't  you  said? 

Pot.  I  have  not  spoke  it  yet,  sir. 

Hair.  Right,  so  I  say.  * 

Pot.  Is  it  not  strange,  that  in  so  short  a  time 
my  little  lady  Gulman  should  be  so  violently 
bandied  ? 

Hair.  Oh,  sickness  has  no  mercy,  sir; 
It  neither  pities  lady's  lip,  nor  eye : 
It  crops  the  rose  out  of  the  virgin's  cheek, 
*'  And  so  deflowers  her  that  was  ne'er  deflowered. 
Fools  then  are  maidsy  to  lock  from  men  that 
treasure. 


Which  death  will  pluck,  and  never  yield  them 

pleasure. 
Ah,  gentlemen,  though  I  shadow  it,  that  sweet 
virgin's  sidkness  grieves  me  not  lightly,  she  was 
my  wife's  only  delight  and  company.  Did  you 
not  hear  her,  gentlemen,  i'the  midst  of  her  ex- 
treroest  fit,  still  how  she  called  upon  my  wife,  re- 
membered still  my  wife,  sweet  mistress  Hairbrain  ? 
When  she  sent  for  me,  on  one  side  of  her  bed 
stood  the  physician,  the  scrivener  on  the  other  ; 
two  horrible  objects,  but  mere  opposites  in  the 
conrse  of  their  lives ;  for  the  scrivener  binds  folks^ 
and  the  physician  makes  them  loose. 

Pot.  But  not  loose  of  their  bonds,  sir. 

Hair.  No,  by  my  faith,  sir,  I  say  not  so ;  if  the 
physician  could  make  them  loose  of  their  bonds^ 
there's  many  a  one  would  take  physic,  that  dares 
not  now  for  poisoning ;  but,  as  I  was  telling  of 
YOU,  her  will  was  fashioning,  wherein  I  found  her 
best  and  richest  jewel  given  as  a  legacy  unto  my 
wife.  When  I  read  that,  I  could  not  refrain 
weeping.  Well,  of  all  other  my  wife  has  most 
reason  to  visit  her ;  if  she  have  any  good  nature 
in  her,  shell  shew  it  there.  Now,  sir,  where*s  your 
mistress  ? 

Enter  Ralph. 

Ralph.  She  desires  you,  and  the  gentlemen 
your  friends,  to  hold  her  excused ;  she  has  a  fit 
of  an  ague  now  upon  her,  which  begins  to  shakt 
her. 

Hair,  Where  does  it  shake  her  most? 


^  Spur  Jtnytfto-Sce  note  17  to  The  City  Match. 
*''  Sutpect — I.  e.  suspicion. 

^>  jind  to  d^towert  her  that  wot  ne'er  d^tfwered.—- The  same  pUy  upon  words  we  Bnd  la  Borneo  and 
fuligt^  A.  4.  S.  fts 


Juliet,  A.  ^.S.  6 1 


'  Sec  where  she  lies. 

Flower  as  she  was  ddtowered  now  by  bin. 
Death  is  my  son-iO'UWy"  &c« 


8ee  Mr  CoUins's  note  on  this  passage. 
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Malph,  All  over  her  body,  sir. 

Htttr.  Shake  all  her  bod/  ?  'tis  a  saucj  fit,  I'm 
jealoos  of  that  agoe ;  pray  walk  in,  g^Dtlemen, 
m  see  jou  instantly. 

[Exeunt  Inesse  and  Possibilitt. 

Malph,  Now  they  are  absent,  sir,  'tis  no  such 
thing. 

Hair.  What ! 

Raiph,  My  mistress  has  her  health,  sir; 
Bat  'ds  her  suit  she  may  confine  herself 
From  die  sight  of  all  men  but  your  own  dear 

sel^  sir : 
Por  since  the  sickness  of  that  modest  virgin, 
lier  only  company,  she  delights  in  none. 

Hair,  No :  vint  her  again,  commend  me  to  her, 
Tell  her  they're  gone,  and  only  I  myself 
Walk  here  to  exchange  a  word  or  two  with  her. 

Ralph,  ru  tell  her  so,  sir.  [Exit. 

Hair.  Fool  that  I  am,  and  madman,  beast, 
what  worse ! 
Sospidons  o'er'a  creature  that  deserves 
The  best  opinion,  and  the  purest  thought ; 
Watchful  o'er  her  that  is  her  watch  herself; 
To  doubt  her  wajs,  that  looks  too  narrowly 
Into  her  own  defects !  I,  foolish  fearful, 
Have  often  rudely,  out  of  giddy  flames, 
Barred  her  those  objects  which  she  shuns  herself. 
Thrice  I've'had  proof  of  her  most  constant  temper; 
Come  I  at  unawares  by  stealth  upon  her, 
I  find  her  circled  in  with  divine  writs 
Of  heavenly  meditations ;  here  and  there 
Chapters  with  leaves  tucked  up,  which  when  I  see, 
Th^  either  tax  pride  or  adultery ; 
Ah  let  me  curse  myself,  that  could  be  jealous 
Of  her  whose  mind  no  sin  can  make  rebellious:  " 
And  here  the  unmatched  comes. 

Enter  Wife, 

Now,  wife,  i'faith  they're  gone. 
Pish,  see  how  fearful  "'tis,  will^ou  not  credit  me  ? 
TheVre  gone  i'faith ;  why,  think  you  I'll  betray 
you  r  come,  come,  thy  delight  and  mine,  thy  only 
virtuous  friend,  thy  sweet  mstructress  is  violent- 
ly taken,  grievous  sick,  and,  which  is  worse,  she 
mends  not. 

Wife.  Her  friends  are  sorry  for  that,  sir. 

Hair.  She  calls  upon  thee,  poor  soul,  remem- 
bers thee  still ;  thy  name  whirls  in  her  breath ; 
Where's  Mistress  Hairbrain  ?  says  she. 

Wife.  Alas,  good  soul ! 

Hair.  She  made  me  weep  thrice ;  she  has  put 
thee  in  a  jewel  in  her  wilL 

Wife.  Even  to  the  last  gasp  a  kind  soul. 

Hair.  Take  my  man,  go,  visit  her. 

IFi/e.  Pray  pardon  me,  sir;  alas,  my  visita- 
tion cannot  lielp  her. 

Hair.  Oh,  yet  the  kindness  of  a  thing,  wife; 


still  she  holds  the  same  rare  temper;  take  my 
man,  I  say. 

Wife^  I  would  not  take  your  man,  sir,  though 
I  did  puipose  going. 

Hatr.  No !  Thy  reason  ? 

Wife.  The  world's  condition  is  itself  so  wild, 
sir, 
Tis  apt  to  jndee  the  worst  of  those  deserve  not : 
Tis  an  ill-thinking  age,  and  does  apply 
All  to  the  form  of  its  own  luxury ; 
This  censure  flies  from  one,  that,  from  another; 
That  man's  her  squire,  says  he ;  her  pimp,  the 

other; 
She's  of  the  stamp,  a  third;  fourth,  I  ha'  known 

her: 
I've  heard  this,  not  without  a  burning  chedc. 
Then  our  attires  are  taxed ;  our  very  gait 
Is  called  in  question ;  where  a  hnsband*s  presence 
Scftters  such  thoughts,  or  makes  them  sink  for 

fear 
Into  the  hearts  that  breed  them;  nay,  surely. 
If  I  went,  sir,  I  would  entreat  your  company. 

Hair.  Mine?  Pr*y thee,  wife,  I  have  been  there 
already. 

Wife.  That's  all  one ;  although  you  bring  me 
but  to  the  door,  ur,  I  would  intreat  no  farther. 

Hair.  Thou'rt  such  a  wife !  why  I  will  bring 
thee  thitlier,  then,  but  not  go  up,  I  swear. 

Wife,  I'faith  you  shall  not,  I  do  not  desire  i^ 
sir. 

Hair.  Why,  then,  content. 

Wife^  Give  me  your  hand;  you  will  do  so, 
sir? 

Hair.  Why  there's  my  lip  I  will, 

Wife.  Why  then  I  go,  sir. 

Hair.  With  me,  or  no  man;  incomparable  I 
such  a  woman  I  [Exeunt^ 

VioUy  Gallipotif  Plate,  and  an  Hour^Glau  by 
her.  The  Courtezan  on  a  Bed/or  her  counter' 
feit  Fit. 

Enter  ikfr  Penitent  Brothel,  like  a  Doctor  (f 
Phi^tic, 

P.  Broth.  Lady ! 

Cottr.  Ha!  wfaiatnews? 

P.  Broth.  There's  one  Sir  Bounteous  Progoeat 
newly  alighted  from  his  foot  cloth,^'  and  his 
mare  waits  at  door,  as  the  fashion  is. 

Cour.  'Slid,  'tis  the  knight  that  privately  main- 
tains me ;  a  little,  short,  old,  spiny  gentleman,  in 
a  great  doublet. 

P.  Broth.  The  sanae,  I  know  him. 

Cotir.  He's  my  sole  revenue,  meat,  drink,  and 
raiment;  my  good  physician,  work  npon  him; 
I'm  weak. 

P.  Broth.  Enough. 


^  Foot  eloth.^lt  h  observed  by  Mr  Steevens,  that  anciently  the  housings  of  a  horse,  and  tometimes  a 
kone  himself,  were  dcoominatcd  afoot-cloth,    isce  note  on  King  Richard  III.  A.  3,  S.  4. 
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Enter  Sir  Bquntsqits. 

Sir  Bonn.  Why,  wheie  be  these  ladies  ?  these 
plump,  soft,  delicate  creatures  ?  ba ! 

P.  Broifu  Who  would  you  visit,  sir  ^ 

Sir  Boun,  Visit,  wha^  what  are  you,  with  the 
placue  in  your  mouth  ? 

P.  Broth,  A  physician,  sir. 

iSiV  Baun,  Tbeo  you  are  a  loose  liver,  sir ;  I 
have  put  you  to  your  purgation. 

P.  Broth.  But  you  ne^  none :  you're  purged 
in  a  worse  fashion. 

Cour,  Ah,  Sir  Bounteous ! 

Sir  Boun.  How  now  !  What  art  thou  ? 

Cour,  Sweet  Sir  Bounteous ! 

Sir  Boun,  Passion  uf  roe,  what  an  alteration's 
here  !  Rcraaraoud  sick,  old  Harry  ?  here's  a  sight 
able  to  make  an  ok)  man  shrink  !  I  was  lusty 
vibcn  I  came  in;  but  I  am  dowu  now  i'faith, 
mortality !  yea,  this  puts  me  in  mind  of  a  hole 
seven  foot  deep ;  my  grave,  my  grave,  my  grave. 
Hist,  maater  doctor,  a  word,  sir ;  hark,  'tii  not  the 
plap^e,  is*t? 

P.  Broth.  The  plague,  sir?  No. 

Sir  Boun,  Good. 

P.  Broth,  He  ne^er  asks  whether  it  be  the  pox 
or  no^  and  of  the  twain  that  had  been  more 
likely. 

jSit  Boun,  How  now,  my  wonch  ?  how  do'st  ? 

Cour,  Huh!  weak,  knight;  huh ! 

P.  Broth,  She  says  true,  he's  a  weak  knight 
indeed. 

Sir  Boun,  Where  does  it  hold  thee  most, 
wench? 

Cour,  All  parts  alike,  sir. 

P.  Broth,  She  says  true  still;  for  it  holds  her 
IB  none. 

Sir  Boun*  Hark  in  thine  ear,  thou'rt  breeding 
of  ^oupg  bones;  I  am  afraid  I  have  got  thee  with 
child,  i'faith. 

Cour,  I  fear  that  much,  sir. 

Sir  Boun,,  Oh,  oh,  if  it  should  be  a  young  Pro- 
gress, when  all's  done ! 

Cour,  You  have  done  your  good-will,  sir. 

■Sir  Boun,  I  see  by  her  'tis  nothing  but  a  sur- 
feit of  Venus,  i'faith;  and  though  1  be  old,  I 
lia^e  giv'nt  her.  But  since  I  had  the  power  to 
make  thee  sick,  I'll  have  the  purse  to  make  thee 
whole,  that's  certain.    Master  doctor  ? 

P.  Broth,  Sir. 

^  Sir  Boun,  Let's  hear,  I  pray,  what  is't  you  mi- 
nister to  her? 

P.  Broth,  Marry,  sir,  some  precious  cordial, 
some  costly  refocillation,^^  a  composure  comfort- 
able and  restorative. 

Sir  Botm.  Ay,  ay,  that,  that,  that. 

P.  Broth,  No  poorer  ingredients  than  the  li- 


quor of  coral,  clear  amber,  or  auectnum;  uni- 
corn's horn,  six  grains;  magisterium  pcrlarum,  one 
scruple. 

Sir  Boun,  Ah ! 

P.  Broth.  Ouii  de  cordo  cerui,  half  a  scruple  ; 
aurumvotabikf  or  his  tincture. 

Sir  Boun.  Very  precious,  sir. 

P.  Broth,  All  which  being  finely  contunded, 
and  mixed  in  a  stone  or  glass  mortar,  with  the 
spirit  of  diamber-<- 

Sir  Boun.  Nay,  pray  be  patient,  sir. 

P.  Broth.  That's  impossible;  I  cannot  be  pa- 
tient and  a  physician  too,  sir. 

Sir  Boun,  Oh,  ci^-vou-merc^,  that's  true^  sir. 

P.  Broth,  All  which  aforesaid-^ 

Sir  Boun*  Ay,  there  you  left,  sir. 

P.  Broth.  When  it  is  almost  exsiccate,  or  dry, 
I  add  thereto  olei  succini,  olei  ntasi,  tt  una- 
moni. 

Sir  Boun*  So,  sir,  oki  matiy  that  same  oil  of 
mace  is  a  great  comfort  to  both  the  couatenw^* 

P.  Broth.  And  has  been  of  a  long  time,  sir. 

Sir  Boun.  Well,  be  of  good  cheer,  wench, 
there's  gold  for  thee !  huh,  let  her  want  for  no- 
thing, master  doctor ;  a  poor  kinswoman  of  mine, 
nature  binds  me  to  have  a  care  of  her — ^There  I 
guU'd  you,  master  doctor.  Gather  up  a  good  spi- 
rit, wench  !  the  fit  will  away ;  'tis  but  a  surfeit  of 
gristles :  ha,  ha,  i  have  fitted  her ;  tm  old  knight, 
and  a  cock-a'-the-game  still.  I  have  not  spurs  for 
nothing,  I  see. 

P.  Broth.  No,  by  my  faith,  they're  hatched; 
they  cost  you  an  angd,  sir. 

Su'  Boun.  Look  to  her,  good  Mr  doctor;  kt 
her  want  nothing;  I  have  given  her  enough  al- 
ready, ha,  ha,  ha !  [Exit. 

Cour.  So,  is  he  gone? 

P.  Broth.  He's  like  himself,  gone. 

Cour,  Here's  somewhat  to  set  up  with.  How 
soon  he  took  occasion  to  slip  into  his  own  flattery, 
soothing  his  own  defects  !  He  only  fears  he  has 
done  that  deed,  which  I  ne'er  feared  to  corae 
from  him  in  my  life;  this  purchase  came  on- 
looked  for. 

P.  Broth,  Hist,  the  pair  of  sons  and  heirs. 

Cour.  Oh,  they're  welcome,  they  bring  money. 

Enter  Mr  In  esse  and  Possibility. 

Pof.  Mr  Doctor. 

P.  Broth,  I  come  to  yoii,  gentleman. 
Pof .  How  does  she  now  ?  • 
P.  Broth,  Faith,  much  after  one  fiisbioM,  sir. 
In€s$e,  There's  hope  of  life,  sir? 
P.  Broth,  I  see  no  signs  of  death  of  her. 
Pof.  That's  some  comfort ;  wiM  she  take  any 
thing  yet  ? 
P.  BrolA.  Yes,  yes,  yes,  she'll  tnke  still;  she 


5®  RrfociUalior^^l.  e.  restoration  of  strength  by  refreshment.    S, 

^'  That  $ame  oil  of  mace  it  a  great  comfort  to  both  the  Counters  — A  pun,  alludiag  to  the  maces  which 
were  carried  by  the  Serjeants,  or  varlets,  when  tbey  arrested  people. 
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has  a  kind  of  fadtity  in  taking.  How  comes  your 
band  bloody,  sir  ? 

Incise.  You  may  see  I  met  with  a  scab,  sir. 

P.  Broth.  Dherta  genera  tcabierum,  as  Pliny 
reports ;  there  are  diners  kind  of  scabs. 

Ineue.  Pray  let's  hear  'em,  sir? 

P.  Broth,  An  itching  scab,  that  is  your  harlot ; 
a  sore  scab,  your  usurer ;  a  running,  your  pro- 
moter; abroad  scab,  your  intelligencer;  but  a 
white  scab^  that's  a  scald  knave  and  a  pander  : 
but  to  speak  troth,  the  only  scabs  we  are  now-a- 
days  troubled  withal  are  new  officers. 

Inesse.  Why  now  you  come  to  mine,  sir;  for 
m  be  sworn  one  of  them  was  Tery  busy  about 
my  bead  this  morning,  and  he  should  be  a  scab 
by  that ;  for  they  are  ambitious,  and  coret  the 


P.  Broth,  Why  you  saw  I  derived  him,  sir  ? 

Inesse.  You  physicians  are  mad  gentlemen. 

P.  Broth,  We  physicians  see  the  most  sights 
of  an^r  men  living.  Your  astronomers  look  up- 
ward into  the  air ;  we  look  downward  into  the 
body ;  and,  indeed,  we  have  power  upward  and 
downward. 

Inette,  That  you  have  i'faith,  sir. 

Pot.  Lady,  bow  cheer  you  now  ? 

(^r.  The  same  woman  still,  huh. 

Foi.  That's  not  good. 

Cour.  little  alteration.  Fie,  fie,  you  have  been 
too  lavish,  gentlemen. 

Inet$e,  Pub,  talk  not  of  that,  lady ;  thy  health's 
worth  a  million— Here,  Mr  Doctor,  spare  for  no 
cost. 

P08.  Look  what  you  find  there,  sir — 

Cour,  What  do  you  mean,  gentlemen  ?  put  up, 
pot  up,  you  see  I'm  down,  and  cannot  strive  with 
ytiu,  I  would  rule  you  else ;  you  have  me  at  ad- 
vantage, but  if  ever  I  live,  I  will  requite  it  deeply. 

Inesse.  Tut,  an'c  come  to  that  once  well  re- 
quite ourselves  well  enough. 

Pos,  Mrs  Hairbrain,  lady,  is  setting  forth  to 
visit  you  too. 

Cour,  Hah,  huh.    . 

P.  Broth,  There  struck  the  munit  that  brings 
forth  the  birth  of  all  my  joys  and  wishes ;  but  see 
the  jar  now,  bow  shall  1  nd  these  from  her. 

[Aside. 

Cour,  Pray,  gentlemen,  stay  not  above  an  hour 
from  my  si^it. 

IneS9e.  8'foot !  we  are  not  going,  lady. 

P.  Broth.  Subtlety  brought  about!  yet  'twill 
not  do,  thejil  stick  by't.  A  word  with  you,  gen- 
tlemen. ' 

Both,  What  says  Mr  Doctor  ? 

P.  Broth,  She  wants  but  settling  of  her  sense 
with  rest ;  one  hour's  sleep,  gentlemen,  would  set 
all  parts  in  tune. 

Pos,  He  says  true,  i'faith. 

Jnetf^  Get  her  to  sleep,  Mr  Doctor;  ivell 
both  sit  here,  and  watch  by  her. 

P.  Broth.  Hell's  angels  watch  yon ;  no  art  can 
prevail  vrith  them!  what  with  the  thoughts  of 
joys,  and  sight  of  crosses,  my  wits  are  at  Hercu- 
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les's  pillars ;  non  plus  ultra*  [Aside, 

Cour.  Mr  Doctor,  Mr  Doctor? 

P.  Broth.  Here,  lady. 

Cour.  Your  physic  works;  lend  me  your  hand. 

Pos.  Farewell,  sweet  lady. 

Inesse,  Adieu,  Mr  doctor. 

[Exeunt  Possibility  and  Inesse. 

Cour.  So. 

P.  Broth,  Let  me  admire  thee  ? 
The  wit  of  man  wains  and  decreases  soon ; 
But  women's  wit  is  ever  at  full  moon. 

Enter  Mistress  Hai^bbaik. 

There  shot  a  star  from  heaven  ! 

I  dare  not  yet  behold  my  happiness, 

The  splendour  is  so  glonous  and  so  piercing. 

Cour,  Mistress  Hairbrain,  give  my  nil  ilianks 
hereafter ;  your  wishes  are  in  sight,  your  oppor- 
tunity spacious. 

Wife.  Will  you  but  hear  a  word  from  me? 

Cour,  Pub— 

Wife,  My  husband  himself  brought  me  to  the 
door,  walks  below  for  my  return?  jealousy  is 
prick-ear'd,  and  will  hear  the  wagging  of  a  hair. 

Cour.  Pish,  you  are  a  faint  liver  I  trust  your- 
self with  your  pleasure,  and  me  with  your  secu- 
rity, go. 

P.  Broth.  The  fulness  of  my  wish. 

Wife.  Of  my  desire. 

P.  Broth,  Beyond  this  sphere  I  never  will 
aspire.  [Exeunt  Penitent  and  Wipe. 

Enter  Mr  Hairbrain  listening. 

Hair.  I'll  listen,  now  the  flesh  draws  nigh  her 
end. 
At  such  a  time  women  exchange  their  secrets. 
And  ransack  the  close  corners  of  their  hearth : 
What  many  years  hath  vt  helm'd,  this  hour  imparts. 

Cour,  Pray  sit  down,  there's  a  low  stool ;  good 
mistress  Hairbrain,  this  was  kindly  done;  hub^ 
give  me  your  hand ;  huh,  alas,  how  cold  you  are ; 
even  so  is  your  husband,  that  worthy  wise  gentle- 
man; as  comfortable  a  man  to  woman  in  my 
case  as  ever  trod— huh — shoe-leather.  Love  him, 
honour  him,  stick  by  him ;  he  lets  you  want  no- 
thing that's  fit  for  a  woman ;  and,  to  be  sure  on't, 
he  will  see  himself  that  you  want  it  not. 

Hair.  And  so  I  do,  i'faith;  'tis  right  my  humour. 

Cour.  You  live  a  lady's  life  with  him ;  go  where 
you  will,  ride  when  you  will,  and  do  what  you  will. 

Hair.  Not  so,  not  so  neither;  she's  better 
looked  to. 

Cour^  I  know  you  do,  you  need  not  tell  me 
that;  it  were  even  pity  of  your  life,  i'faith,  if  ever 
you  should  wrong  such  an  iunocent  gentleman. 
Fie,  Mrs  Hairbrain,  what  do  you  mean  ?  come 
you  to  discomrort  me  ?  nothing  but  weeping  with 
you? 

JfoiV.  She's  weeping !  it  las  made  her  weep  I 
my  wife  shews  her  good  nature  already. 

Cour,  Still,  still  weeping?  huff,  huff,  huff,  why 
how  now,  woman  ?  hey,  by,  by,  for  shame  leave ; 
suh,  sub,  slie  <munot  answer  me  for  sobbing, 
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Hair.  All  this  does  her  good  ;  beshrew  inv 
heart,  and  I  pity  her ;  let  her  shed  tears  till 
morning,  1*11  stay  for  her.  She  shall  have  enough 
on't,  bjr  my  good  will;  I'll  not  be  herhindetunce. 

Cour,  O  no,  lay  your  hand  here^  Mrs  Ilair- 
brain:  ay  there!  oh  there,  there  lies  iny  pain, 
good  gentlewoman  !  sore !  oh»I,  I  can  scarce  en- 
dure yuur  hand  upon't — 

Hair,  Poor  soul,  how  she's  tormented ! 

Cour.  Yes,  yes,  I  eat  a  cuIUss  an  hour  since. 

Hair,  There's  some  comfort  in  that  yet,  she 
may  escape  it. 

Cour,  Oh,  it  lies  about  my  heart  much. 

Hair.  I  am  sorry  for  that,  i'faith,  she*ll  hardly 
escape  it. 

Cour.  Bound  ?  no ;  1  had  a  very  comfortable 
stool  this  morning. 

Hair.  I  am  glad  of  that,  i'faith,  that's  a  good 
sign  ;  I  smell  she'll  escape  it  now. 

Cour,  Will  you  be  gonig  then  ? 

Hair.  Fall  back,  she's  coming. 

Cour.  ,Thanks,  good  Mrs  Hairbrain ;  welcome, 
sweet  Mrs  Hairbrain  !  pray  commend  me  to  the 
good  gentleman  your  husband. 

Hair.  I  could  do  that  myself  now. 

Cour.  And  to  my  uncle  Winchcomb,  and  to 
my  aunt  Lipsalve,  and  to  my  cousin  FaUetop,and 
to  my  cousin  Lickit,  and  to  my  cousin  Horse- 
man ;  and  to  all  my  good  cousins  in  Clerkenwell 
and  St  Johns's. 

Enter  Wife  with  Mr  Penitent. 

Wife.  At  three  days  end  my  husband  takes  a 
journey. 

P.  Broth,  O  thence  I  derive  a  second  meeting. 

Wife.  May  it  prosper  still ! 
Till  then  I  rest  a  captive  to  his  will : 
Once  again,  health,  rest,  and  strength  to  thee, 
sweet  kdy :  farewell,  you  witty  squall ;  good  Mr 
Doctor,  have  a  care  to  her  body;  if  you  stand 
her  friend,  I  know  you  can  do  her  good. 

Cour.  Take  pity  of  your  waiter,  go:  farewell, 
sweet  Mrs  Hairbraiu. 

Hair,  Welcome,  sweet  wife ;  alight  upon  my 
lip ;  never  was  hour  spent  better. 

Wife,  Why,  were  you  within  tlie  hearing,  sir  ? 

Hair.  Ay  that  I  was  i'faith,  to  my  great  com- 
fort ;  I  deceived  you  there,  wife,  ha,  Im ; 
I  do  intreat  thee,  nay  conjure  thee,  wife. 
Upon  my  love,  or  what  can  more  be  said, 
Oft*ner  to  visit  this  sick  virtuous  maid. 

Wife.  Be  not  so  fierce,  your  will  shall  be  obeyed. 

Hair.  Why' then  I  see  thou  lov*st  me.  [Ejceunt. 

F*  Broth.  Art  of  ladies! 


When  plots  are  e'en  past  hope,  and  hang  their 

head; 
Set  with  a  woman's  hand,  they  thrive  and  spread. 

[ExU. 

nter  Follt-wit,  with  lieutenant  Mawworm, 
Antient  Hautboy,  and  the  rest  of  his  cow 
sorts. 

FoL  Was't  not  well  managed  you  necessary 
mischiefs?  did  the  plot  want  either  life  or  art? 

Heu.  'twas  so  well,  captain,  I  would  you  could 
make  such  another  '^  muss  at  all  adventures. 

FoL  Do'st  call't  a  muss?  I  am  sure  mj  grand- 
sire  ne'er  got  his  money  worse  in  his  life,  than  I 
got  it  from  him.  If  ever  he  did  coxen  the  am- 
ple ;  why,  I  was  bom  to  revenge  their  quarrel. 
If  ever  oppress  the  widow ;  I,  a  fatherless  child, 
have  done  as  much  for  htm.  And  so  'tisy  tlirough 
the  world,  either  in  jest  or  earnest.  Let  the 
usurer  look  for't;  for  craft  recoils  in  the  end, 
like  an  overcharged  musket,  and  maims  the  very 
haiul  that  puts  fire  to't.  There  needa  no  mora 
but  a  usurer's  own  blow  to  strike  him  from  hence 
to  hell ;  'twill  set  him  forward  with  a  vengeaiiGa. 
But  here  lay  the  jest,  whoresons;  mygrandsire, 
thinking  in  his  conscience  that  we  had  not  robbed 
him  enough  o'er  night,  must  needs  pity  me  i'the 
morning,  and  give  me  the  rest. 

Lieu.  Two  hundred  pounds  in  fair  ^'  Rote-No- 
bles, I  protest. 

FoL  Pish,  I  knew  he  could  not  sleep  quietly 
till  he  had  paid  me  for  robbing  of  him  too;  'tis 
his  humour,  and  the  humour  of  most  of  your  ridi 
men  in  the  course  of  their  lives ;  for,  you  know, 
they  always  feast  those  mouths  that  are  least 
needy ;  and  give  them  more  that  have  too  much 
already ;  and  what  call  you  that,  but  robbing  of 
themselves  a  courtlier  way  ?  Oh  ! 

Lieu.  Cuds  me,  how  now,  captain? 

FoL  A  cold  fit  that  comes  over  my  memory, 
and  has  a  shrewd  pull  at  my  fortunes. 

Ideu.  What's  that,  sir  I 

FoL  Is  it  for  certain,  lieutenant,  that  my  grand- 
sire  keeps  an  uncertain  creature,  a  quean? 

Lieu.  Ay,  that's  too  true,  sir. 

FoL  So  much  the  more  preposterous  for  me; 
I  shall  hop  shorter  by  that  trick :  she  carries 
away  the  thirds,  at  least.    'Twill  prove  entailed 
land,  I  am  afraid,  when  all's  done  i'faith. 
Nay,  I  have  known  a  vicious* old-thought-act|ng 

father, 
Damu'd  only  in  his  dreams,  thirsting  for  game, 
(When  his  best  parts  hung  down  their  heads  for- 
shame,) 


3*  Muu^u  e.  scramble.    See  Mr  Steevens's  Note  on  Jntotip  and CUoftatra,  A.  9.  S.  II. 

5^  Rost'Sobles—A  Kotc-Noblc  was  an  ancient  Lnglish  gold  coin,  first  struck  in  the  reign  of  Edward  TIT. 
and  then  called  thepennjf  of  gold;  since  colled  Rcte-Noble,  because  stamped  with  a  Ro$e,  It  was  corrctit 
at  0$.  W. 
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*♦  For  his  blanch'd  harlot  dispossess  his  son, 
And  make  the  pox  his  heir;  'twas  gravely  done  ! 
How  hadst  thoa  first  knowledge  on't,  lieutenant  ? 
Iach,  Faith  from  discourse ;  yet,  all  the  policy 
That  I  could  use,  I  could  not  get  her  name. 
FoL  Dull  slave,  that  ne*er  could  sp^  it ! 
Ueu.  But  the  manner  of  her  coming  was  de- 
jcribed  to  me. 

FoL  How  is  the  manner,  pr'ythee  ? 
Imu.  Marry,  sir,  she  comes  most  commonly 
coached. 

FqL   Most  commonly  coached  indeed ;    for 
CMoaches  are  as  commoq  now-a-days,  as  some  that 
ride  in  'em ;  she  comes  most  commonly  coached  ? 
LUu,  True,  there  I  left,  sir:   guarded  with 
some  leash  of  pimps. 
FoL  Beside  the  coachman  ? 
LUu,  Right,  sir ;  then  alighting,  she's  privately 
leceiTed  by  Mr  Gum-water. 

FoL  That's  my  grandsire's  chief  gentleman 
i'ihe  chain  of  gold.  That  he  should  live  to  be  a 
pander,  and  yet  look  upon  his  chain  and  his  vel- 
vetjacket? 

Lieu,  Then  is  your  grandsire  ^*  rounded  i'the 
ear ;  the  key  given  after  the  Italian  fashion,  back- 
ward;  she  closely  conveyed  into  his  closet ;  there 
remaining,  till  either  opportunity  smile  upon  his 
credit,  or  he  send  down  some  hot  caudle,  to  take 
order  in  his  performance. 
FoL  Peace,  'tis  mine  own,  i'faith ;  I  ha't ! 
lieu*  How  now,  sir? 
FoL  Thanks,  thanks  to  any  spirit, 
That  mingled  it  'mongst  my  mventioos  ? 
Ant.  Why,MrFolly.wit! 
AU,  Captain ! 

FoL  Give  me  scope,  and  hear  me. 
I  have  begot  that  means,  which  will  both  furnish 

me. 
And  make  that  qoean  walk  under  his  conceit. 

lieu.  That  were  double  happiness ;  to  put  thy- 
self into  money,  and  her  out  of  favour. 
FoL  And  all  at  one  dealing. 
Ant*  'Sfoot,  I  long  to  see  that  hand  played  ! 
FoL  And  thoo  shalt  see't  quickly,  iYaith.  Nay, 
'tis  in  grain;  I  warrant  it  hold  colour.    Lieute- 
nant, step  behind  yon  hanging :  If  I  mistook  not 
at  my  entrance,  there  hangs  the  lower  part  of  a 
gentlewoman's  gown,  with  a  mask  and  a  chin- 
dout;  bring  all  this  way.    Nay,  but  do*t  cun- 
pinuly  now,  'tis  a  friend's  house,  and  I'd  use  it  so ; 
there's  a  taste  for  vou. 

Ant.  But,  pr'ythee,  what  wilt  theu  do  with  a 
gentlewoman's  lower  part  ? 
FoL  Why,  use  it. 

Ant.  You've  answered  me  indeed  in  that;  I  can 
demand  no  farther. 


FoL  Well  said,  lieutenant 
Litu,  What  will  you  do  now,  sir  ? 
FoL  Come,  come,  thou  shalt  see  a  woman 
quickly  made  op  here. 

lieu.  But  that's  against  kind,  captain ;  for  they 
are  always  long  a  making  ready. 

F0L  And  is  not  most  they  do  against  kind,  I 
pr'ythde?  to  lie  with  their  horse-keeper,  is  not 
that  against  kind  ?  to  wear  half  moons  made  of 
another's  hair,  is  not  that  against  kind  ?  to  drink 
down  a  man,  she  that  should  set  him  up,  pray  is 
not  that  monstrously  against  kind  now?  nay,  over 
with  it,  lieutenant,  over  with  it ;  ever  while  you 
live  put  a  woman's  clothes  over  her  head :  Cu- 
pid plays  best  at  blindman's  ba£ 

Imu,  You  shall  have  your  will,  maintenance ; 
I  love  mad  tricks  as  well  as  you  for  your  heart, 
sir ;  but  what  shift  will  you  make  for  upper  bo- 
dies, captain  ? 

FoL  I  see  now  thou'rt  an  ass;  why,  I'm  ready. 
Lieu,  Ready? 

FoL  Why,  the  doublet  serves  as  well  as  the 
best,  and  is  most  in  fashion ;  we're  all  male  to 
the  middle;  mankind,  from  the  beaver  to  the 
bum.  Tis  an  Amazonian  time;  you  shall  have 
women  shortly  tread  their  husbands.  I  should 
have  a  couple  of  locks  behind;  pr*vthee,  lieute- 
nant, find  'em  out  for  me,  and  wind  'em  about  my 
hatband ;  nay,  you  shall  sec,  we*ll  be  in  fashion 
to  a  hair,  and  become  all  with  probabilility :  the 
most  musty-visage  critic  shall  not  except  against 
me. 

Lieu.  Nay,  I'll  give  thee  thy  due,  behind  t!iy 

back,  thou  art  as  mad  a  piece  of  clay 

FoL  Clay !  dost  call  thy  captain  clay  ?  indeed, 
clay  was  made  to  stop  holes;  he  says  true.  Did 
not  I  tell  you,  rascals,  you  should  see  a  woman 
quickly  made  up  ? 

Ant,  I'll  swear  for't,  captain. 
FoL  Come,  come,  my  mask,  and  my  chincloat— 
Come  into  the  court. 

Lieu,  Nay,  they  were  both  i'the  court  long  ago, 
sir. 

FoL  Let  me  see ;  where  shall  I  chuse  two  or 
three  for  pimps  now ;  but  I  cannot  chuse  amiss 
amongst  you  aU,  that's  the  best.  Well,  as  I  am 
a  quean,  you  were  best  have  a  care  of  me ;  and 
guard  me  sure.  I  give  you  warning  before  hand ; 
'lis  a  monkev-tailed  age.  Life,  you  shall  go  nigh 
to  have  half  a  doien  blyth  fellows  surprise  me 
cowardly,  carry  me  away  with  a  pair  of  oars,. and 
put  in  at  Putney. 

lieu*  We  should  laugh  at  that,  i'faith. 
FoL  Of  shoot  in  upon  the  coast  of  ^^  Cue. 
Ueu,  Two  notable  fit  landing  places  for  lecli* 
ers,  P  and  C,  Putney  and  Cue. 


3^  For  kU  hUmcked  karlot—i,  e.  bU  harlot,  whose  skin  is  made  whUe  by  the  use  of  cosmeties*    fi* 
"  Romuled  ftJu  ear— Sec  Note  II  to  the  S^anUh  Tragedi^,  Vol.  I.  p.  466. 
^  Cm— i«  e.  Hew, 
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FoL  Well,  say  you  have  fiur  warning  on't;  the 
hair  about  the  hat  is  as  good  as  ^^  a  flag  upon  the 
pole  at  a  common  play-house,  to  waft  company ; 
and  a  chinclout  is  of  that  powerful  attraction,  I 
can  tell  you,  'twill  draw  more  linen  to't. 

JJeu.  Fear  not  us,  captain ;  there's  none  here 
but  can  fight  for  a  whore  as  well  as  some  luns  o' 
court  man. 


Fol.  Why  then  set  forward ; 
And  as  you  scorn  two  shilling  brothels, 
Twelvepenny  pandarism,  and  such  base  bribes. 
Guard  me  from  bonny  scribs  and  bonnv  scribes. 

Lieu.  Hang  'em,  pensions,  and  allowances  ! 
fourpence  halfpenny  a-meal,  hang  'em !  ^ 

[Exeunt. 


ACT  IV. 


Enfer  in  his  Chamber  out  of  hit  Study,  Mr  Pe- 
jiiTENT  Bbothel,  a  Book  in  hit  hand  reading, 

P.  Broth,  Ha  ?  read  that  place  again !— adol- 
te7 
Draws  the  divorce  'twixt  heaven  and  Hie  soul. 
Accursed  man,  that  stands  divorced  from  heaven ! 
Thou  wretched  unthrift,  that  hast  played  away 
Thy  eternal  portion  at  a  minute's  game ; 
To  please  the  flesh,  hast  blotted  out  thy  name ! 
Where  were  thy  nobler  meditation^  busied. 
That  they  durst  trust  thisboify  with  itself? 
This  natural  drOnltiird  that  undoes  us  all. 
And  makes  our  Shame  apparent  in  our  fall. 
Then  let  my  blood  pay  for't,  and  vex  and  boil ! 
My  soul,  I  know,  would  never  grieve  to  the  death 
The  eternal  Spirit,  that  feeds  her  with  his  breath ; 
Nay  I,  that  knew  the  price  of  life  and  sin, 
Wiiat  crown  is  kept  for  continence,  what  for  lust. 
The  end  of  man,  and  glory  of  that  end 
As  endless  as  the  giver; 

To  doat  on  weakness,  slime,  corruption,  woman ! 
What  is  she,  took  asunder  from  her  clothes  ? 
Being  ready,  she  consists  of  hundred  pieces, 
^^  Much  like  your  German  clock,  and  near  allied; 
Both  are  so  nice,  they  cannot  go  for  pride. 
Beside  a  greater  fault,  but  too  well  known. 
They'll  strike  to  ten,  when  they  sliould  stop  at  one. 
Within  these  three  days  the  next  meeting's  fixed, 
If  I  meet  then,  hell  and  my  soul  be  mixed ! 
My  lodging  I  know  constantly,  she  not  knows ; 
Sin's  hate  is  the  best  gift  that  sin  bestows ; 
I'll  ne'er  embrace  her  more, — never— bear  wit- 
ness, never. 


Enter  the  Devil  in  her  thape^  chxpt  him  on  the 
thoulder. 
Sue.  What,  at  a  sUnd  ?  the  fitter  for  my 


pany. 

P.  Broth,  Celestial  scddiers,  guard  me ! 

Sue,  How  now,  man  ?  *lass,  did  the  quickness 
of  my  presence  fright  thee  ? 

F,  Broth,  3'  Shield  me,  you  ministers  of  faith 
and  grace ! 

Sue,  Leave,  leave ;  are  you  not  ashamed  to  use 
such  words  to  a  woman  ?     ^ 

P.  Broth,  Thou'rt  a  devil. 

Stic.  A  devil !  feel,  feel  man,  has  a  devil  fle^ 
and  bone? 

P.  Broth,  I  do  conjure  thee,  by  that  dreadful 
power— 

Sue,  The  man  has  a  delight  to  make  me  trem- 
ble! 
Are  these  the  fruits  of  thy  adventurous  love  ? 
Was  I  enticed  for  this,  to  be  so  soon  rejected  f 
Come,  what  has  changed  thee  so^  Deligot? 

P.  Broth,  Away  ! 

Sue,  Remember 

P.  Broth,  Leave  my  sight ! 

iStic.  Have  I  this  meeting  wrought  with  cunnings 
Which  when  I  come  1  find  thee  shunning? 
Rooze  thy  amorous  thoughts,  and  twine  me. 
All  my  interest  I  resign  thee ;  ... 

Shall  we  let  slip  this  mutual  hour. 
Comes  so  seldom  in  her  power  ? 
Where's  thy  lip,  thy  clip,  thy  fathom  ? 
Had  women  such  loves,  would't  not  mad  'em  ? 
Art  a  man  ?  or  dost  abuse  one  ? 
A  love  !  and  know'st  not  liow  to  use  one  I 


3^  J  flog  upon  the  pole  of  a  common  play-hout&^'Tbni  It  was  the  custom  forqierly  to  have  flags  oo  the 
lops  of  the  play-boQscs  may  be  seen  in  the  South  Tiew  of  the  City  of  Loodon,  as  it  ap||Meared  in  1599, 
where  are  representations  of  the  Globe  and  Swan  Play-houses.  See  also,  the  Preface  to  the  edition  of 
Shakespeare  HTH.  So,  in  The  Curtain  Dramer  of  the  World,  161«,  p.  47.  *«  tach  play-house  advancetb 
TO  flagjje  in  the  aire,  whither  quickly  at  the  wav'mg  thereof  ar^  summoaed  whole  troopes  of  men,  wo- 
men, and  children."  , 

3»  Much  like  your  Qerman  eloek^Tom  Otter,  in  Ben  Jonson  s  Epicene,  or  the  Silent  Woman,  A.  4.  S.2. 
speaking  of  his  wife,  says, "  She  takes  herself  asunder  still  when  she  goes  to  bed  into  some  twenty  boxes  § 
and  about  next  day  noon  is  put  together  again,  like  a  great  Qerman  clock.** 

i9  Shield  me,  &c.— See  Hamlet,    S. 
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Come,  111  teach  thee ! 

P.  Broth.  Do  not  follow—. 

Sue.  Once  so  firm,  and  now  so  hollow  f 
When  was  place  and  season  sweeter } 
Thy  bliss  in  sight,  and  darest  not  meet  her  ? 
Whereas  thy  courage,  youth,  and  vigour  ? 
Love's  best  pleased,  whenVs  ^  seiz^  with  rigour: 
Seize  me  then  with  veins  most  chearful ; 
Women  love  no  flesh  that's  fearfuL 
'Fis  but  a  fit,  come  drink't  away. 
And  dance  and  sing,  and  kiss  and  play !  fa  le 
Lb,  te  la,  fa  le  la  le  la  la;  fa  le  la,  fa  la  le 
Lalela. 

P.  Broth.  Torment  me  not. 

Sue.  Fa  le  la,  fa  le  la,  fa  la  la  loh. 

P.  Broth.  Fury ! 

Sue.  Fa  le  la,  fa  le  la,  fa  la  la  loh. 

P.  Broth.  Devil !  I  do  conjure  thee  once  again, 

By  that  8oul-<)uaking  thunder,  to  depart, 

And  leave  this  chamber,  freed  from  thy  damnM 

art  [SuccuBUS  ttamps,  and  exit. 

.  P.  Broth.  It  has  prevailed. — Oh  my  sin-shaking 

sinews ! 
What  should  I  think  ?  Jasper,  why  Jasper — 

Enter  Jasper. 

Jos.  Sir !  how  now  ?  what  has  disturbed  you, 
sir? 

P.  Broth.  A  fit,  a  qualm ;  is  Mistcess  Hair- 
brain  gone  ? 

Ja$.  Who  sir  I  Mrs  Hairbraip  ? 
,  Pw  Btpth. .  Is  she  goqe,  I  say  ? 

Jas.  Gbne  ?  why  she  was  never  here  yet. 

F.  Broth.  ^n\ 

Ja$.  .Why  no,  sir.      . 

P.  BrotL  Art  sure  on'tH 
.  ^  Jas.  Sure  on't.    If  I  be  sure  I  breathe,  and  am 
myself. 

P.  Broth.  I  like  it  not;— where  kep'st  thou? 

Jau  Fthe  next  room,  sir. 

P.  Broth.  Why  she  struck  bjr  thee,  man. 

Jas.  You'd  make  one  mad,  sir;  that  a  gentle- 
woman should  steal  by  mc,  and  I  not  hear  her ! 
*sfoot,  one  may  hear  the  ruffling  of  their  bums 
almost  an  hour  before  we  see  'em. 

P.  Broth.  I  will  be  satisfied, — although  to  lia- 
zardy 
What  though  her  husband  meet  me    I  am  honest. 


When  men's  intents  are  wicked,  their  guilt  haunts 

*em; 
But  when  the/re  just,  they're  arm'd,  and  nothing 

daunts  'em.  [Exit. 

Jot.  What  strange  humour  call  you  this?  he 

dreams  of  women,  and  both  his  eyes  broad  open ! 

Enter  at  one  Door  Sir  BouKTEOUSy  at  another 

Guif-WATER. 

Sir  Boun.  Why,  how  now.  Master  Gam-water? 
what's  the  news  with  your  baste  ? 

Gum.  I  have  a  thing  to  tell  vour  worship- 
Sir  Boun.  Why,  pr'ythee  tell  me ;  speak,  man, 

Gttfii.  Your  worship  shall  pardon  me,  I  have 
better  bringing-up  than  so. 

Sir  Boun.  How,  sir? 

Gum.  'lis  a  thing  made  fit  for  your  car,  sir — . 

Sir  Boun.  Oh,  oh,  oh,  cry-you-mercy,  now  I  be- 
gin to  taste  you ;  is  she  come  ? 

Gum.  She's  come,  sir. 

Sir  Boun.  Recovered  ?  well  and  sound  again  ? 

Gum.  That's  to  be  feared,  sir. 

Sir  Boun.  Why,  sir? 

Gum.  She  wears  a  linen  cloth  about  her  jaw. 

Sir  Boun.  Ha,  ha,  haw, — why  that^s  the  fashion, 
you  whoreson  Gum-water. 

Gum.  The  fashion,  sir  ?  live  I  so  long  time  to 
see  that  a  fashion, 
Which  rather  was  an  emblem  of  dispraise ! 
^'  It  was  suspected  much  in  monsieur's  days. 

iStr  Boun.  Ay,  ay,  in  those  days;  that  was  a 
queasy  time:  our  age  is  better  hardened  now, 
and  put  oftener  in  the  fire.  We  are  tried  what 
we  arc.  Tut,  the  pox  is  as  natural  now  as  an 
a^ue  in  the  spring  time ;  we  seldom  take  physic 
without  it.  Ilere,  take  this  key ;  you  know  what 
duties  belong  to't.  Go, — give  order  for  a  cul- 
lice.  Let  there  be  a  good  fire  made  in  the  mat- 
ted chamber ;  do  you  hear,  sir  ? 

Gum.  I  know  my  office,  sir.  [Exit. 

Sir  Boun.  An  old  man's  venery  is  very  charge- 
able, my  roasters;  there^s  much  cookery  belongs 
to't.  [Exh 

Enter  Gum-water  with  Folly-wit  t»  Courte- 
zan's disguise,  and  masked. 

Gum.  Come,  lady,  you  know  where  you  are  now  ? 


^  &ix«d— Both  the  quartob  read  seardf  and  agaia,  stare  In  the  next  line.  The  alteration  by  Mr 
Dodsley. 

'^'  //  vat  suspected  much  in  monsieur's  days — By  monsieur's  days^  I  apprehend  the  author  means  the  time 
when  the  Duke  of  Ai\)Ou  resided  Id  England.  That  prince,  brother  to  Charles  the  Ninth,  King  of 
France,  on  the  eDcouragement  he  had  received  from  Queen  Elizabeth,  visited  the  English  court  in  the 
year  15BI,  and  expected  to  have  been  united  to  her  migetty  in  marriage.  The  queen,  however,  after 
many  affected  delays,  broke  off  the  treaty,  and  the  duke  was  obliged  to  return  to  his  own  country,  with 
the  disgrace  of  a  direct  refdsal. 

Monsieur*s  days  are  mentioned  again  in  The  Blacke  Bookcy  ItU^L  Sign.  C.  ** let  mercers  then  have 

coDScionable  thumbs,  when  they  measure  out  that  smooth  glittering  divell  Nattin,  and  that  old  reveller 
Velvet,  In  the  daies  ofmcunsieur,  both  which  have  devoured  many  an  honest  field  of  wheate  and  barley." 


478 


A  MAD  WORLD,  MY  MASTERS.  [Middleton. 


FoL  Yes,  good  master  Gum-water. 

Gum,  This  is  the  old  closet,  you  know. 

FoL  I  remember  it  well,  sir. 

Gum,  There  stands  a  casket;  I  would  my  yearly 
revenue  were  but  worth  the  wealth  that's  locked 
•in  it,  lady ;  yet  I  have  Ofty  pound  a-year,  weuch. 

FoL  Besides  your  apparel;  sir? 

Gwn,  Yes,  faith,  have  I. 

FoL  But  then  you  reckon  your  chain,  sir  ? 

Gum,  No,  by  my  troth,  do  I  not  neither :  faith, 
and  you  consider  me  rightly,  sweet  lady,  you 
might  admit  a  choice  gentleman  into  your  ser- 
vice. 

FoL  Oh,  pray  away,  sir. 

Gum,  Psha,  come,  come ;  you  do  but  hinder 
your  fortunes,  i'faith;  I  have  the  command  of  all 
the  house,  I  can  tell  you ;  nothing  comes  into  the 
kitchen,  but  comes  through  my  hmnds. 

FoL  PrajT  do  not  handle  me,  sir. 

Gum,  Faith  you're  too  nice,  lady;  and  as  for 
my  secrecy,  you  know  I  have  vowed  it  often  to 
you. 

FoL  Vowed  it?  no,  no,  you  men  are  fickle— 

Gum,  Fickle  ?— 'sfoot !  bind  me,  lady — 

FoL  Why  I  bind  you  by  virtue  of  this  chain  to 
meet  me  to-morrow  at  the  Flowei^de-luce  yon- 
der, between  nine  and  ten. 

Gum,  And  if  I  do  not,  lady,  let  me  lose  it,  thy 
love,  and  my  best  fortunes ! 

FoL  Why  now  ni  try  you ;  go  to. 
Gum,  Farewell,  sweet  lady  ! 

[Exit, 
Po/.  Farewell,  sweet  coxcomb !  by  my  faith,  a 
good  induction  !  I  perceive  by  his  over- worn 
phrase,  and  his  action  toward  the  middle  region 
still,  there  has  been  some  saucy  nibbling  motion ; 
and  no  doubt  the  cunning  quean  waited  but  for 
her  prey :  and  I  think  'tis  better  bestowed  upon 
me,  for  his  souPs  health,  and  his  body's  too.  I'll 
teach  the  slave  to  be  so  bold  yet,  as  once  to  offer 
to  vault  into  his  master's  saddle,  i'faith.  Now, 
casket,  by  your  leave ;  I  have  seen  your  outside 
oft,  but  that's  no  proof.  Some  have  fair  outsides, 
that  are  nothing  worth :  ha ! — now,  by  my  faith, 
a  gentlewoman  of  very  good  parts ;  diamond, 
ruby,  sapphire :  **  Ony.r  cum  prole,  Siiexgue  /  if 
J.  do  not  wonder  how  the  quean  escaped  tempt- 
ing, I'm  an  hermaphrodite  !  sure  she  could  lack 
nothing,  but  the  devil  to  point  to't ;  and  I  wonder 
that  he  should  be  missing.  Well,  'tis  better  as 
it  is ;  this  is  the  fruit  of  old  grunting  venery. 
Grandsire,  you  may  thank  your  drab  for  this.  Oh 
iie,  in  your  crinkling  days,  grandsire,  keep  a  cour- 
tezan, to  hinder  your  grandchild !  'tis  against  na- 
ture, i'faith,  and  I  hope  you'll  be  weary  on't  Now 
to  my  villains  that  lurk  close  below : 
Who  keeps  a  harlot,  tell  him  this  from  me. 
He  needs  not  thief,  disease,  nor  enemy.      [Exit, 


Enter  Sir  Bounteous. 

Sir  Boun,  Ah,  sirrah  !  methinks  I  feel  myself 
well  toasted,  bombasted,  nibbed,  and  refreshed; 
but  i'faitli  I  cannot  forget  to  think  how  soon  sick- 
ness has  altered  her— >to  my  taste.  I  gave  her  a 
kiss  at  bottom  of  the  stairs;  and  by  the  mass, 
methou^ht  her  breath  had  much  ado  to  be  sweet ; 
like  a  thing  compounded,  methoueht,  of  wine,  beer, 
and  tobacco ;  I  smelt  much  pudding  b't.  It  may 
be  but  my  fancy,  or  her  physic : 
For  this  I  know,  her  health  gave  such  content. 
The  fault  rests  in  her  sickness,  or  my  scent. 
How  dost  thou  now,  sweet  girl  ?  what,  well  re- 
covered? sickness  quite  gone,  ha?  speak — ha? 
wench  ?  Frank  Gulman !  why,  body  of  me,  what's 
here  ?  my  casket  wide  open,  broke  open,  myi 
jewels  stolen — why,  Gum-water 

Enter  Gum-water. 

Gum,  Anon,  anon,  sir. 

Sir  Boun,  Come  hither.  Gum-water. 
^  Gum,  That  were  small  manners,  sir,  i'faith; 
I'll  find  a  time  anou;  your  worsliip's  busy  yet. 

Sir  Boun,  Why,  Gum-water ! 

Gum,  Fob,  nay  then  you'll  make  me  blush, 
i'faith,  sir — 

Sir  Boun,  Where's  this  creature  ? 

Gum,  What  creature  is  it  you  would  have,  sir  • 

Sir  Boun,  The  worst  that  ever  breathes, 

Guin.  That's  a  wild  boar,  sir. 

Sir  Boun,  That's  a  vile  whore,  sir ;— whem 
didst  thou  leave  her,  rascal  ? 

Gum,  Who  ?  your  recreation,  sir? 

Sir  Boun,  My  execration,  sir ! 

Gum,  Where  I  was  won't;  in  your  worship's 
closet  ^ 

Sir  Boun,  A  pox  engross  her !  it  appears  too 
true; 
Secvou  this  casket,  sir  ? 

Crum,  My  chain,  my  cham,  my  chain  !  my  one 
and  on ly  chain  !  (Exit. 

Sir  BouTu  Thou  run'st  to  much  purpose  now. 
Gum-water.  Is  not  a  quean  enough  to  answer 
for,  but  she  must  join  a  thief  to  it?  a  thieving 
quean  !  Nay,  I  have  done  with  her,  i'faith,  'tis  a 
sign  she  has  been  sick  a  late,  for  she  is  a  great 
deal  worse  than  she  was !  by  my  troth,  I  would 
have  pawned  my  life  upon^t.  Did  she  want  any 
thing  ?  was  she  not  supplied  ? 
Najr,  and  liberally;  for  tliat's  an  old  man's  sin; 
We'll  feast  our  lechery,  though  we  starve  our  kin. 
Is  not  my  name  Sir  Bounteous?  am  I  not  ex- 

press'd  there  ? 
Ah,  fie,  fie,  fie ;  fie,  fie  !  but  I  perceive. 
Though  she  have  never  so  complete  a  friend, 
A  strumpet's  love  will  have  a  waft  i'the  end, 
And  distaste  the  vessel.    I  can  hardly  bear  this ; 


♦*  Onyx  cum  prole,  SiUxque  /—A  line  froM  Propria  fua  maribuu    S. 
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Bttt  say^  I  should  complain;  perhaps  she  has 
pawned  'em — 

'Sfoot  the  judges  will  but  laugh  at  it,  and  bid  her 

borrow  more  money  of  'em ;  make  the  old  fellow 

pay  for  his  lechery ;  that's  all  the  mends  I  get.    I 

have  seen  the  same  case  tried  at  Newbury  the 

last  'sizes. 

Weil^  things  must  slip  and  sleep ;  I  will  dissem- 
ble it. 

Because  my  credit  shall  not  lose  her  lustre ; 

But  whilst  I  live,  I'll  neither  love  nor  trust  her. 

I've  done,  iVe  done,  I've  done  with  her,  i'faith  ! 

[EsU. 

Master  Penitent  Brothel  knocking  within  ; 
enter  a  Servant. 

Ser.  Who's  that  knodLS? 

P.  Broth,  A  fiiend. 

Ser.  What's  your  willj  sir  ? 

P.  Broth.  Is  master  Hairbrain  at  home  ? 

Ser.  No,  newly  gone  from  it,  sir. 

P.  Broth.  Where's  the  gentlewoman  his  wife  ? 

Ser.  My  mistress  is  within,  sir. 

P.  Broth,  When  came  she  in,  I  pray  ? 

Ser.  Who,  my  mistress?  she  was  not  out  these 
two  days,  to  my  knowledge. 

P.  Broth.  No  ?  trust  me,  I  thought  I  had  seen 
her ;  I  would  request  a  word  with  her. 

Ser.  I'll  tell  her,  sir. 

P.  Broth.  I  thank  you— It  likes  me^^  worse  and 
worse. 

Enter  Mistress  Hairbrain.^ 

Wife,  Why,  how  now,  sir  ?  'twas  desperately 
adventured ; 
I  little  look'd  for  you  until  the  morrow. 

P.  Broth.  No!  why  what  made  you  at  my 
diamber  then  even  now  ? 

Wife.  I,  at  your  chamber  ! 

P.  Broth.  Puh,  dissemble  not;  come,  come, 
you  were  there. 

Wife.  By  my  life  you  wrong  me,  sir. 

P.  Broth.  What? 

Wife,  First  you  are  not  ignorant  what  watch 
is  kept  over  me ; 
And  for  your  chamber,  as  I  live,  I  know  it  not. 

P.  Broth.  Burst  into  sorrow  then,  and  griefs  ex- 
treme, 
Whibt  I  beat  on  this  flesh. 


Wife.  What  is  it  disturbs  you,  sir  ? 

JP.  Broth.  Then  was  the  devil  in  your  likeness 
there. 

Wife.  Ha ! 

P.  Broth.  The  very  devil  assumed  thee  for- 
mally; *^ 
That  face,  that  voice,  that  gesture,  that  attire. 
E'en  as  it  sits  on  thee,  not  a  plait  alter'd. 
That  beaver  band,  the  colour  of  that  periwig,^ 
The  farthingal  above  the  navel,  all,  all ; 
As  if  the  fashion  were  his  own  invention. 

Wife.  Mercy,  defend  me  ! 

p.  Broth.  To  beguile  me  more. 
The  cunning  Succnbns  told  me,  that  meeting 
Was  wrought  a  purpose  by  much  wit  and  art ; 
Wept  to  me ;  laid  my  vows  before  me ;  urged  me; 
Gave  me  the  private  marks  of  all  oar  love ; 
Woo'd  me  in  wanton  and  effeminate  rhymes ; 
And  sung  and  danced  about  me  like  a  retry : 
And,  had  not  Worthier  cogitations  blest  me, 
Thy  form,  and  his  enchantments,  had  possess^}  raf . 

Wife.  What  shall  become  of  me?   my  own 
thoughts  doom  me ! 

P.  Broth.  Be  honest,  then  the  devil  will  ne'er 
assume  thee : 
He  has  no  pleasure  in  that  shape  to  abide. 
Where  these  two  sisters  reign,  hot  lust  or  pride* 
He  as  much  trembles  at  a  constant  mind 
As  looser  flesh  at  him ;  be  not  dismay'd; 
Spring' souls  for  joy  !  his  policies  are  betra/d ! 
Forgive  roe,  Mrs  Hairbram,  on  whose  soul 
The  guilt  hangs  double  ; 
My  lust,  and  thy  enticement.  Both  I  challenge ; 
And  tfierefore  of  due  vengeance  it  appeared 
To  none  but  me,  to  whom  both  sins  inhered. 
What  knows  the  lecher,  when  he  ^^  dips  his 

whore. 
Whether  it  be  the  devil  his  parts  adore  ? 
They're  both  so  like,  that,  in  our  natural  sense> 
I  could  discern  no  change  nor  difference. 
No  marvel  then  times  should  so  stretch  and  turn^; 
None  for  religion,  all  for  pleasure  bum. 
Hot  zeal  into  hot  lust  is  now  transformed ; 
Grace  into  painting,  charity  into  clothes; 
Faith  into  false  hair,  and  put  off  as  often ; 
There's  nothing  but  our  virtue  knows  a  mean ; 
He  that  kept  open  house,  now  keeps  a  quean. 
He  will  keep  open  still,  that  he  commends ; 
And  tliere  he  keeps  a  table  for  his  friends  i 


♦'  It  likes  fiM— i.  e.  It  pleases  me.    See  Note  8  to  Cornelia. 

^  Mrs  Hairbrain — Both  the  Quartos  read  Mrs  HargravCy  which  was  probably  the  name  of  the  per- 
former of  this  character. 

^^  Assumed  thee  formally — i.  e.  assumed  thy  form.  See  Mr  Malone's  Note  on  Antony  and  Cleopatra. 
A-«.  8.  5.  edit.  1778. 

^  That  periwig — **  About  the  year  1595,  when  the  fashion  became  general  in  England  of  wearing  a 
greater  quantity  of  hair  than  was  ever  the  produce  of  a  single  head,  it  was  dangerous  for  any  child  to 
wander,  as  nothing  was  more  common  than  for  women  to  entice  such  at  bad  fine  locks  into  private  places, 
and  there  to  cut  them  off.  I  hfTve  this  information  from  Stobbs's  Anatomy  of  Abuses,  which  ]  have  often- 
quoted  on  the  Article  of  Dress. — Stowe  informs  us,  that  women's  periwigs  were  first  brought  into  Eng- 
land  nbout  the  time  of  the  massacre  of  Paris.*'    Mr  Steevens's  Mote  on  Ximm  oj  Athens,  A.  4.  S.  3. 

^^  Cli£S  i.  c.  embraces. 
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And  she  ooosomes  more  than  her  sire  coald  hoard. 
Being  more  Gomraon  than  bis  house  or  board. 

Enter  Hairbraixv, 

Live  honesty  and  live  happy,  keep  thy  vows, 
She's  part  a  virgin  whom  but  one  man  knows : 
Embrace  thy  husband,  and  beside  him  none, 
Uavinf;  but  one  heart,  give  it  but  to  one. 

Wife.  I  vow  it  on  my  knees,  with  tears  true 
bred. 
No  man  shall  ever  wrong  mv  husband's  bed. 
P.  Broth.  Rise,  I'm  thy  niend  for  ever. 
Htar.  And  I  thme ! 
For  ever  and  ever  ! — Let  me  embrace  thee,  nt, 

whom 
I  will  love  even  next  unto  my  soul,  and  that's  my 

wife. 
Two  dear  rare  gems  this  hour  presents  me  with, 
A  wife  that's  modest,  and  a  fnend  that's  right ; 
Idle  suspect  and  fear,  now  take  your  flight. 
P.  Broth.  A  happy  inward  peace  crown  both 

yourioys. 
Hun  Thanks  above  utterance  to  you,^now 
the  news? 

Enter  Servant. 

Ser,  Sir  Bounteous  Progress,  sir, 
Invites  you  and  my  mistress  to  a  feast 
On  Tuesday  next ;  his  roan  attends  without'— 

Hair,  Return  both  with  our  willingness  and 
thanks. 
I  will  intreat  you,  sir,  to  be  my  guest 

P.  Broth.  Who  I,  sir? 

Hair.  Faith  you  shalL 

P.  Broth.  Well,  I'll  break  strife. 

Hair,  A  friend's  so  rare,  I'll  sooner  part  from 
life.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Folly-wit,  the  Conrtezan  striving 
from  him. 

FoL  What  so  coy,  so  strict,  come  come. 

Cour.  Pray  change  your  opinion,  nr,  I  am  not 
for  that  use. 

FoL  Will  you  but  hear  me  ? 

Cour.  1  shall  hear  that  I  would  not.       [Exit. 

Fol.  'Sfoot,  tliis  is  strange !  I've  seldom  seen  a 
wench  stand  upon  stricter  point ;  life !  she  will 
not  endure  to  be  courted,  does  she  ever  think  to 
prosper?  I'll  ne'er  believe  that  tree  can  bring 


forth  fruit,  that  never  bears  a  blossom.    Coort- 

ship  is  a  blossom,  and  often  brings  forth  fruit  in 

forty  weeks :  it  were  a  mad  part  in  me  now  to 

turn  over:  if  ever  there  were  any  hope  on't,  'tis 

at  this  instant  Shall  I  be  madder  now  than  ever 

I  have  been?  I'm  in  the  way,  i'faith. 

Man's  never  at  high  height  of  madness  full, 

Until  he  love,  and  prove  a  woman's  gull ; 

I  do  protest  in  earnest,  I  ne'er  knew 

At  which  end  to  begin  to  affect  a  woman ; 

Till  this  bewitching  minute,  I  ne'er  saw 

Face  worth  my  object,  till  mine  eye  met  her's ;  I 

should  laugh  if  I  were  caught,  i'faith ;  I'll  see  her 

aji^ain,  that  is  certain,  wbate'er  comes  on't;  ^  bj 

your  favour,  ladies. 

Enter  the  Mother. 

You're  welcome,  sir. 

Fol  Know  you  the  young  gentlevioman  that 
went  in  lately? 

Moth.  I  have  best  cause  to  know  her ;  I  aok 
her  mother,  sir. 

Fol.  Oh  in  good  time,  I  like  the  gentlewoman 
well,  a  pretty  contrived  beauty. 

Moth.  Ay,  nature  has  done  her  part,  sir. 

FoL  But  she  has  one  uncomely  quality. 

Moth.  What  is  that,  sir  ? 

FoL  'Sfoot,  she  is  afraid  of  a  man. 

Moth.  Alas,  impute  that  to  her  bashful  spirit, 
she  is  fearful  of  her  honour. 

FoL  Of  her  honour  ?  'slid,  I  am  sure  I  cannot 
get  ber  maidenhead  with  breathing  upon  her,  nor 
can  she  l9se  her  honour  in  her  tongue. 

Moth.  True,  and  I  have  oflen  told  her  so :  but 
what  would  you  have  of  a  foolish  virgin,  sir,  a 
wilful  virgin  ?  I  tell  you,  sir,  I  need  not  have  been 
in  that  solitary  state  that  I  am,  had  she  had  grace 
and  boldness  to  have  put  herself  forward ;  always 
timorsome,  always  backward !  ah,  that  same 
peevish  honour  of  hers  has  undone  her  and  me 
both,  good  gentleman !  the  suitors,  the  jewels, 
the  jointures,  that  have  been  offered  her !  we  had 
been  ^  made  women  for  ever ;  but  what  was  ber 
fashion  ?  she  could  not  endure  the  sight  of  a  man, 
forsooth,  but  ran  and  hid  herself  presently.  So 
dioice  of  her  honour,  I  am  persuaded,  whene'er 
she  has- a  husband,  she  will  even 
Be  a  precedent  for  all  married  wives 
I  How  to  direct  their  actions  and  their  lives. 


4S  Bif  your  favour  f  ladie$. — The  players  of  James  the  First's  time  seem  to  have  been  as  censarable  for 
addressing  tlie  andleoce  as  any  of  their  snccesMrs  since.  This  speech  is  evidently  not  intended  for  the 
bawd  who  now  enters  aUme.  In  the  same  manner  Sir  Bounteous  speaks  to  the  auditors;  when  he  says, 
**  An  old  man*8  venery  is  very  chargeable,  my  masten  there's  much  cookery  beloogs  to  it*' 

^^  Made  women.^i.  e.  made  our  fortunes.    So,  in  Massioger's  A  Very  Woman,  A.  A.  8.  1 : 

*<  For  which  if  you  desire  to  be  made  fMa, 

And  by  one  undertakini;,  and  that  easy, 

You  are  bound  to  sacrifice  unto  my  soflerings." 

Again,  Trinculo,  in  The  Tempest^  A.  2.  S.  9.  says,  **  there  would  this  monster  make  a  man.^*' 
See  the  notes  of  Dr  Johnson  and  Mr  Steerens  on  this  last  passage, 
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FoL  Have  70a  not  so  much  power  with  her  to 
comraand  her  presence  f 

Moth,  You  shall  sec  strait  what  I  can  do,  sir. 

\Esii. 

FoL  Would  I  might  he  hanged,  if  my  love  do 
not  stretch  to  her  deeper  and  deeper.  Those 
bashful  maiden  humours  take  me  prisoner.  When 
there  comes  a  restraint  upon  flesh,  we  are  al- 
ways most  greedy  upon  it;  and  that  mak^  your 
merchant's  wife  oftentimes  pay  so  dear  for  a 
mouthfuL  Give  me  a  woman  as  she  wal  made 
at  first ;  simple  of  herself,  without  sophistication, 
like  this  wench ;  I  cannot  abide  them  when  they 
have  tricks,  set  speeches,  and  artful  entertain- 
ments. You  shall  have  some  so  impudently  as- 
pected,  they  will  outcry  the  forehead  of  a  man, 
make  him  blush  first,  and  talk  him  into  silence ; 
and  this  is  counted  manl^r  in  a  woman ;  it  may 
hold  so;  sure  womanly  it  is  not.  No» 
If  e^er  I  love,  or  any  thing  move  me, 
Twill  be  a  woman's  simple  modesty. 

XtUer  MothcTf  bringing  in  ttrivingfy  the  Couf^ 
teMan. 

Ccur.  Pray  let  me  go ;  why,  mother,  what  do 
joa  mean  ?  I  beseech  yon,  mother !  is  this  your 
oonqoest  now?  great  glory  'tis  to  overcome  a 
poor  and  silly  virgin. 

IML  The  wonder  of  our  time  sits  in  that  brow ; 
I  ne'er  beheld  a  perfect  maid  till  now. 

Moth,  Thou  childish  thing,  more  bashful  than 
thou'rt  wise. 
Why  dost  thou  turn  aside,  and  drown  thine  eyes  ? 
Look,  fearful  fool,  diere's  no  temptation  near 

thee; 
Art  not  ashamed  that  any  flesh  should  ^  fear 

thee? 
Why,  I  durst  pawn  my  Kfe  the  gentleman  means 
no  odier  but  honest  and  pure  love  to  thee ;  how 
•myVoOySirf 

FoL  By  my  faidi,  not  I,  lady. 

Moth,  'Hark  yon  there?  what  think  you  now. 
Forsooth  ?  what  grieves  vour  honour  now  ? 
Or  what  lasdvious  breath  intends  to  rear. 
Against  that  maiden  organ,  your  chaste  ear? 
Are  you  resolved  now  ^tter  of  men's  hearts. 
Their  faiths  and  their  affections  ?  With  vou  none. 
Or  at  most  few,  whose  tongues  and  mincis  are  one. 
Repent  you  now  of  your  opinion  past. 
Men  love  as  purely  as  you  can  be  chaste. 
To  her  yourself,  sir;  the  way  is  broke  before 
you ;  vou  have  the  easier  passage. 

FoL  Fear  not ;  come,  erect  thy  happy  graces 
in  thy  look ; 


I  am  no  "  furious  wooer,  but  in  faith 
I  love  thee  honourably. 

Cour,  How  mean  you  that,  sir? 
FoL  'Sfoot,  as  one  loves  a  woman  for  a  wife. 
Moth,  Has  the  gentleman  answered  you,  trow  ? 
FoL  I  do  confess  it  truly  to  you  both. 
My  estate  is  yet  but  sickly ;  but  I've  a  grandsire 
Will  make  me  lord  of  thousands  at  his  death. 

Moth,  I  know  your  grandsire  well ;  she  knows 
him  better. 

Fo^  Why,  then, you  know  no  fiction;  my  estate 
then  will  be  a  long  day's  journey  above  the  waste, 
wench. 
Moth,  Nay,  daughter,  he  says  true. 
FoL  And  thou  shalt  often  measure  it  in  thy 
coach. 
And  with  the  wheels  track  make  a  girdle  for^t 
Moth,  Ah,  it  will  be  a  merry  journey. 
FoL  What,  is't  a  match?  if'^it  be,  clap  hands 
and  lips. 
Moth,  Tis  done,  there  is  witness  on't. 
FoL  Why  then,  mother,  I  saluteyou. 
Jlf(;M.  Thanks,  sweet  son  ;--son  Rillorwi^  come 
hither;  if  I  might  counsel  thee,  well  even  take 
her  while  the  gtKid  mood  is  upon  her,  send  for  a 
priest,  and  clap  it  up  within  this  hour. 
FoL  By  my  troth  agreed,  mother. 
Moth,  Nor  does  her  wealth  consist  all  in  her 
flesh; 
Though  beauty  be  enough  wealth  for  a  woman. 
She  brings  a  dowry  of  three  hundred  pound  with 
her. 
FoL  'Sfoot,  that  will  serve  till  my  grandsire 
dies ;  I  warrant  you  he'll  drop  away  at  (all  of  the 
leaf;  if  ever  he  reach  to  All  Hollancide,  I'll  be 
hanged. 

Moth,  O  yes,  son,  he  is  a  lusty  old  gentleman. 
IhL  Ah  pox,  he  is  given  to  women ;  he  keeps 
a  quean  at  this  present. 
Moth,  Fie ! 

FoL  Do  not  tell  my  wife  on't 
Moth.  That  were  needless,  i'faith. 
FoL  He  makes  a  great  feast  upon  the  eleventh 
of  this  month,  Tuesday  next,  and  you  shall  see 
players  there — I  have  one  trick  more  to  put  upon 
him ;  my  wife  and  yourself  shall  go  thither  before 
as  my  guests,  and  prove  his  entertainment.  PU 
meet  you  there  at  night.  The  jest  will  be  here; 
that  feast  which  he  makes  will,  unknown  to  him, 
serve  fitly  for  our  wedding-dinner ;  we  shall  be 
royally  furnished,  and  get  some  charges  by  if. 

Moth.  An  excellent  course  i'faith,  and  a  thrifty; 
why,  son,  methinks  you  begin  to  thrive  before 
I  you  are  married. 


^  F^  tlUe— I.  e.  affright  thee.    See  Note  136  to  The  Spanitk  Tragedy,  Vol.  I.  p.  4»0. 
'■  FWriouf— Both  editlom  have  ewrhu$.    The  alteration  by  Mr  Dodsley.    Curiout,  however,  b  pro* 
hably  the  fenaine  reading  1  it  nay  mean  infuisitive,  prying. 
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FoU  We  shall  thrive  one  day,  wench,  apd  dip 
enough. 
Between  our  hopes  there's  but  a  grandsire*s  poiF. 

Moth,  So,  girl,  here  was  a  bird  well  caught. 
C€mr,  If  ever,  here :  but  what  for  his  grand- 
sire?  it  will  scarce  please  hini  well. 


JlfoM.WhocoveU  fruit,  ne'er  caresfrom  whence 
it  fell ; 
Thou'st  wedded  youth  and  strength,  and  wealth 

will  fall : 
Last,  thou'rt  made  honest. 
Covr.  And  that's  worth  them  all      [Exfuat, 


ACT  v.- 


Enter  hutify  Sir  Bounteous  Progress  for  the 
Feast. 

Sir  Baun.  Have  a  care,  ^  blue  coats ;  bestir 
yourself,  Mr  Gum-water ;  cast  an  eye  into  the 
kitchen ;  overlook  the  knaves  a  little;  every  Jack 
hat  his  friend  torday.  This  cousin,  and  that  cou- 
sin, puts  in  for  a  dish  of  meat.  A  man  knows 
not,  till  he  make  a  feast,  how  many  varleu  he 
feeds.  Acouaintances  swarm  in  every  comer, 
like  flies  at  Bartholomew-tide,  that  come  up  with 
drovers;  'sfoot,  I  think  they  smell  mt  kitchen 
seven  mile  about  ^°  Mr  Hfurb^n,  and  his  sweet 
bedfellow,  you  are  very  copiously  welcome. 

Enter  Hairbrain  and  Wife,  and  Mr  Penitsht 
Brothel. 

Hair,  Sir,  here  is  an  especial  dear  friend  of 
ours ;  we  were  bold  to  make  his  way  to  your  ta- 
ble. 

Sir  Bonn.  Thanks  for  that  boldness  ever,  good 
Mr  Hairbrain ;  is  this  vour  friend,  sir  ? 

Hair,  Both  my  wife^s  friend  and  mine^  sir. 

Sir  Bonn,  Why  then  compendiously,  sir,— yoo 
are  welcome. 

p.  Broth,  In  octavo  I  thank  you,  sir. 

^>  Bonn.  Excellently  retorted,  iYiiith;  he's 
welcome  for  his  wit :  I  have  my  sorts  of  salutes, 
and  know  how  to  place  them  courtly*  Walk  in, 
sweet  gentlemen,  wi|lk  in  ^  th^fe  is  a  good  fire 
iu  the  hall;  you  shall  hi^ve  my  sweet  pompany 
instantjy. 

^air.  Ay,  good  sir  Bounteous. 

[Exeunt  Hairbrain  oiuf  Wifpf  ^n^  Pe- 

JUTEKT. 

Enfer  Semus. 

Sir  Boun*  You  shall  indeed,  g^qtlemen ;  bow 
pow,  what  news  brings  thee  in  stuipbling  now  { 

Sem.  There  are  certain  players  come  to  tpwn, 
fiTf  and  desire  to  interlude  before  your  worship. 

$ir  Botf ff.  Players !  %  the  mass  thoy  are  wel- 
come, they  will  grace  my  edtertainment  well :  but 
for  certain  players,  there  thou  'liest,  boy, — they 
vrer^  never  more  uncertain  in  their  lives;  now 


up,  and  now  down,  they  know  not  when  to  play, 
where  to  play,  nor  wliat  to  play:  not  when  to 
play,  for  fearful  fools ;  where  to  plav,  for  puritan 
fools ;  nor  what  to  play,  for  critical  fools.-»Go, 
call  them  in.  How  mly  the  whoresons  come 
upon  t|)e  feast!  troth  I  was  even  wishing  for 
them,-*— oh,  welcome,  welcome,  my  friends. 


Enter  Follt-wit  and  his  Companions, 

FoL  The  month  of  May  delights  not  in  her 
flowers 
More  than,  we  joy  in  that  sweet  sight  of  yours. 

Sir  Bonn.  Well  acted  on  my  credit.  I  per- 
ceive he  is  your  best  actor. 

Sem,  He  hai  greatest  share,  sir,  and  may  live 
of  himself,  sir. 

Sir  Boun,  What !  what !  put  on  your  bat,  sir, 

{>ray  put  on ;  go  to,  wealth  must  be  respected ; 
et  those  that  have  least  feathers  stand  bare ; 
and  whose  men  are  you,  I  pray  ?  nay,  keep  on 
your  hat  still. 

FoL  We  serve  my  Lord  Owemoch,  nr. 

Sir  Boun.  My  Lord  Owemuch  ?  by  mv  troth 
the  welcomest  men  alive!  Give  me  all  your 
hands  at  once ;  that  honourable  gentleman,  he 
lay  at  my  house  in  a  robberv  once,  and  took  all 
quietly,  went  away  chearfully.  I  made  a  ve^ 
good  feast  for  him ;  I  never  saw  a  man  of  ho- 
nour bear  things  bravelier  away.  Serve  my  Lord 
Owemoch  ?  welcome,  i'Auth.  Some  bastard  for 
my  lord's  players, — where  be  your  boys? 

FoL  They  come  along  with  the  waggon,  sir. 

Sir  Boun,  Good,  good ;  and  which  is  your  po> 
litidan  amongst  you  r  now,  i'faith,  he  that  works 
qut  r^traints,  makes  best  legs  at  court,  and  has 
a  suit  made  of  purpose  for  the  company's  busi* 
ness,  which  is  he  ?  come,  be  not  afraid  of  him. 

FoL  i  api  he,  sir. 

Sir  Boun.  Art  thou  be?  give  me  thy  hand; — 
hark  in  thine  ear !  thou  roUest  too  fast  to  ga» 
ther  so  innch  moss  f^  thy  fellow  there ;  champ 
upon  that  An,  and  what  play  shaU  we  have, 
my  roasters? 

FoL  A  pleasant,  witty  comedy,  sir. 


^.  Blue  rofflf— See  Note  8  to  The  Second  Part  of  the  Honest  Whore,  Vol.  I.  p.  564. 
^^  Mr  Hoirbrah^^The  qoartos  read  Mr  Shxirtrodf  which  was  probably  the  name  of  the  nenoa  whe 
ocrfornird  the  part  of  Hairbrain, 
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Sir  Bowi.  Ay,  9j,  ay,  a  comedy  in  any  case, 
that  I  and  my  guests  may  laugh  a  little.  What's 
the  name  on  t  ? 

FoL  Tib  called  the  Slip. 

Sir  Boun,  The  SKp  ?  hf  my  troth  a  pretty 
name,  and  a  glib  one ;  go  all,  and  slip  into  it,  as 
fast  as  you  can;  corer  a  table  for  the  players. 
First  take  heed  of  a  lurcher,  he  cuts  deep,  he 
will  eat  up  all  from  yon.  Some  sherry  for  my 
lord's  players  there;  sirrah,  why  this  will  be  a 
true  feast,  a  right  Mitre '*  supper,  a  play  and 
all;  more  lights.—!  called  for  light;  here  come 
in  two^  are  light  enough  for  a  whole  house, 
riaitb.  Dare  the  thief  look  me  in  the  face  ?  O 
iflipadent  times  !  Oo  to,  dissemble  it. 

Enter  Molher  and  Courtezan* 

Moth,  Bless  yon.  Sir  Bounteous ! 

Sir  Bonn,  O  welcome,  welcome !  {thief,  quean, 
and  bawdy  welcome  all  three ! 

Moth.  Nay,  here's  but  two  of  us,  sir. 

Sir  Boun.  &  my  troth  I  took  her  for  a  couple ; 
I'd  have  sworn  there  had  been  two  faces  there. 

Moth,  Not  all  under  one  hood,  sir. 

Sir  Boun.  Yes,  faith  would  I,  to  see  mine 
eyes  bear  double. 

Moth,  ril  make  it .  hold ;  my  daughter  b  a 
couple, 
She  was  married  yesterday. 

Sir  Bonn*  Buz ! 

Moth,  Nay,  to  no  buzzard  neither,  a  right 
hawk, 
Whene'er  you  know  him. 

Sir  Boun,  Away,  he  cannot  be  but  a  rascal. 
Walk  in,  walk  in,  bold  guests,  that  come  unsent 
for.  Pox,  I  perceive  how  my  jewels  went  now, 
to  gnuse  her  marriage. 

Qmr.  Would  you  with  me,  sir? 

Sir  Boun,  Aj,  how  hapt  it,  wendi,  you  put 
the  slip  upon  me, 
Not  three  nights  since  ?  I  name  it  gently  to  you : 
I  term  it  neiuier  pilfer,  cheat,  nor  sharp. 

Cour.  Yon  are  past  my  reach. 

Sir  Boun.  I  am  old,  and  past  your  reach,  very 
good ;  but  you  will  not  deny  this,  I  trust. 

Cour.  With  a  safe  conscience,  sir. 

Sir  Boun.  You  ?— give  me  thy  hand ;  fare  thee 
well;  I  have  done  with  her. 

Cimr.  Give  me  your  hand,  sir ;  you  ne'er  yet 
began  with  roe.  [Esit. 

Sir  Boun.  Whew,  whew !  O  audacious  age ! 
She  denies  me,  and  all !  When  on  her  fingers 
I  spied  the  ruby  sit,  that  does  betray  her. 
And  blushes  for  her  fact!  Well,  there's  a  time 

For  all's  too  little  now  for  entertainment 
Feast,  mirth,  ay  harmony,  and  the  play  to  boot, 
A  jovial  season !— How  now !  are  you  ready  ? 


Enter  Folly-wit; 

FoL  Even  upon  readiness,  sir. 

Sir  Boun,  Keep  you  your  hat  on  ? 

[Takei  it  of, 

FoL  I  have  a  suit  to  your  worship. 

Sir  Boun.  Oh,  cry  you  mercy ;  then  you  must 
stand  bare. 

FoL  We  could  do  all  to  the  life  of  action,  sir, 
both  for  tlie  credit  of  your  worship's  house,  and 
the  grace  of  our  comedy. 

Sir  Boun.  Cuds  me !  what  else,  sir? 

FoL  But  for  some  defects  (as  the  custom  is) 
we  would  be  bold  to  require  your  worship's  a»» 
sistance. 

Sir  Boun.  Why,  with  all  my  heart;  what  b  it 
you  want? speak. 

FoL  One's  a  chain  for  a  justice's  hat,  sir. 

Sir  Boun.  Why  here,  here,  here,  here,  whoreson, 
will  this  serve  your  turn  ?  what  else  lack  you  ? 

Fid.  We  should  use  a  ring  with  a  stone  in  it 

Sir  Boun,  Nay,  whoop,  1  have  given  too  many 
rings  already;  talk  no  more  of  rings,  I  pray  you; 
here,  here,  here,  make  thb  jewel  serve  for  once. 

FoL  Oh  this  will  serve,  sir. 

Sir  Bonn,  What,  have  you  all  now? 

FoL  All  now,  sir,— only  time  is  brought  in  the 
middle  of  the  play,  and  I  would  desire  your  Lord- 
ship's watch,  time. 

Sir  BoMii.  My  watch?  witliall  my  heart;  on« 
ly  give  Time  a  charge,  that  he  be  not  fiddling 
with  it 

FoL  You  shall  ne'er  see  that,  sir. 

Sir  Boun.  Well,  now  you  are  fumish'd,  sir, 
make  haste  away.    [Exit  Sir  Bounteous. 

FoL  Even  as  fast  as  I  can,  ur, — I'll  set  my 
fellows  going  first;  they  must  have  time  and 
leisure,  or  they're  dull  else.  I'll  stay  and  speak 
a  prologue,  vet  o'ertake  *em.  I  cannot  have  con- 
science,' i'faith,  to  go  away,  and  speak  never  a 
word  to  them.  My  grandsire  has  given  me  three 
shares  here ;  sure  I'll  do  somewhat  for  them. 

[Exit. 

Enter  Sir  BouMTioui  and  all  the  Guests. 

Sir  Bonn,  More  lights,  more  stoob !  sit,  sit ! 
the  play  begins. 

Hair.  Have  you  players  here,  Sir  Bounteous  ? 

Sir  Boun.  We  have'ein  for  you,  sir,  fine  nimble 
comedians,  proper  actors  most  of  them. 

P.  Bro^A.  "Whose  men  I  pray  you,  sir? 

Sir  Boun,  Oh  there's  their  credit,  sir,  they 
serve  an  honourable  popular  gentleman,  ^*  edip- 
ped  my  lord  Owemoch. 

Hair,  My  lord  Owemuch !  be  was  in  Ireland 
lately. 

Su'  Boun.  Oh,  you  ne'er  knew  any  of  the  name 
but  were  great  travellers. 


s'  Jftfr*,— first  edition  idlre.    The  MiUre  wtu  n  i^iren  in  CAeape.    %e  Nvte  Sito  The  CU9  Match. 
*^  £clin»€d-Hi»ee  Kote  6  to  OHm  the  Collier  of  Croydon. 
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Hair^  How  is  the  coroedj  caird.  Sir  Bounte- 
ous? 

Sir  Bouru  Marry,  sir,  the  Slip. 

Hair.  The  Slip? 

Sir  Boun.  Ay,  atid  here  the  prologue  begius  to 
slip  in  upon  us. 

JBidtr.  'Tis  10  indeed,  sir  Bounteous. 

Enter  for  a  Prologue  Follt-wit. 
Peologue. 

FoL  We  siog  of  wandering  knigjbts,  what  them 
betidie, 
Who  nor  in  one  place,  nor  one  shape,  abide ; 
They're  here  now,  and  anon  no  scouts  can  reach 

'ei% 
Being  every  man  well  bors*d  like  a  "  bold 

Beacham. 
The  play,  which  we  present,  no  fault  shall  meet 
But  one;  you'll  say  'tis  short,  we'll  say  'tis  sweet : 
'l*is  pven  much  to  dumb  shows,  which  some 

praise; 
And,  like  the  term,  delights  much  in  delays. 
So  to  conclude,  and  give  the  name  her  due, 
The  play  being  call'd  the  Slip,  I  vanish  too. 

[Exit. 
Sir  Boun»  Eicellently  well  acted,  and  a  mmble 
conceit 

Hair.  The  prologue's  pretty,  i'faith. 

P.  Broth.  And  went  off  well. 

Sir  Bonn.  Ay,  that's  the  grace  of  all,  when  they 

go  away  well,  ah 

Comr.  A*  my  troth,  and  I  were  not  married,  I 
could  find  io  mv  heart  to  fall  in  love  with  that 

eiyer  now,  ana  send  for  him  to  a  supper ;  I 
ow  some  in  the  town  that  have  done  as  much, 
and  there  took  such  a  good  conceit  of  their  parts 
into  the  twopenny  room,  that  the  actors  have  been 
found  in  the  morning  in  a  less  compass  than  their 
stf^e,  though  'twere  ne'er  so  full  of  gentlfmen. 

Sir  Boun,  But,  pasiioo  of  me !  where  be  these 
knaves?  will  they  not  come  away?  methinks 
they  stay  very  long. 

P.  Broth.  Oh  you  must  bear  a  little,  sir ;  they 
have  many  shifts  to  run  into. 

Sir  B&un.  Shifts  call  you  them  ?  they're  hor- 
rible long  ihiogs ! 

Enter  FoLLT-wfr  tn  a  fury. 

FoL  A  pox  of  such  fortune,  the  plot's  betray'd ! 
All  will  come  out !  yonder  they  come,  taken  up- 
on suspicion,  and  ld*ou£bt  back  hj  a  constable. 
I  was  accurs'd  to  hold  society  with  such  cox- 
combs !  what's  to  be  done  ?  I  shall  be  asbam'd 
for  ever !  my  viife  here,  and  all !  ah  pox — by 
li^ht,  happily  thought  upoo !  the  chain.  Invention 
suck  to  me  this  once,  and  fail  me  ever  hereaf- 
ter !  so,  so— 

Sir  Boun.  Life  I  say,  where  be  these  players? 


oh,  are  vou  come !  troth  ^is  time,  I  was  c^eo 
sendii^  for  you. 

Hair.  How  moodily  he  walks !  what  plays  be^ 
trow? 

Sir  Boun.  A  justice,  upon  my  credit ;  I  know 
by  the  chain  there. 

FoL  Unfortunate  justice! 

Sir  Boun.  Ah— a«>a— 

FoL  In  thy  kin  unfortunate ! 
Herecoines  thy  nephew  now  upon  suspiciOD; 
Brought  by  a  constable  before  thee;  hb  vile  at* 

sodates  with  him ; 
But^so  disguised,  none  knows  him  but  myself. 
Twice  have  I  set  him  free  from  oflkers  fai^i^ 
And  for  his  sake,  his  fellows:  let  him  look  to't; 
My  consdence  will  permit  but  one  wink  more. 

Sir  Boun.  Yea,  shall  we  tidte  iostioe  winking ! 

FoL  For  this  time  1  have  bethou^  a  means 
to  work  thy  freedom,  though  hazarding  myself; 
should  the  law  seize  him. 
Being  kin  to  me,  'twould  blemish  much  my  name : 
No;  I'd  rather  lean  to  danger,  than  to  shame. 

Enter  a  ConstMe  with  Follt-wit's  C^mp^momi^ 

Sir  Boun.  A  very  explete  justice. 

Con.  Thank  you,  good  neighbours;  let  mm 
alone  with  them  nov«. 

Lieu.  'Sfoot,  who's  yonder? 

Ant.  Dare  he  sit  tliere  ? 

2  Com.  Folly-wit  I 

8  Com.  Captain !  puh 

FoL  How  now,  constable;  what  news  with 
thee? 

Con.  May  it  please  your  worship,  sir^—here 
are  a  compiny  of  auspicious  fellows. 

Sir  Boun.  To  me?  puh— turn  to  the  justice, 
you  whoreson  hobby  horse ! — ^This  is  some  new 
plaver  now ;  they  put  all  their  fools  to  the  con- 
stable's part  stilL 

FoL  What's  the  matter,  constable,  what*8  tht 
matter? 

Con.  I  have  nothing  to  say  to  .your  worship-— 
they  were  all  riding  on  horseback,  an't  please 
your  worship. 

Sir  Boun.  Yet  ag^n :  a  pox  of  all  asses  still ! 
they  could  not  ride  a  foo^  unless/twere  in  a 
bawdy-bouse. 

Con.  The  ostler  told  me  they  were  all  unstable 
fellows,  sir.. 

FoL  Why  sure  the  fellow's  drunk? 

Ldeu.  We  spjr'd  that  weakness  in  him  long  ago^ 
sir ;  your  worship  must  bear  with  him,  the  man's 
much  overseen ;  only  in  respect  of  his  office  we 
obeyed  him,  both  to  appear  conformable  to  hiw, 
and  clear  of  all  ofience :  for  I  protest^  sir,  ke 
found  us  but  a  horsebacL 

Ju/.  What  I  he  did? 

Lieu.  As  I  have  a  80ul|  that's  all,  and  all  bt 
can  lay  to  up. 
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Cm.  rfaithy  jon  were  pot  aB  ndio^  swmj  dien  ? 

Xm.  'SfooCy  beng  a  honebadL,  biti  that  most 
MdsMlow. 

IWL  Why  troe,  mr. 

Sir  Bourn.  WeMtaid^joitioeybeMiMhiskiiis- 
lao  well. 

JUL  Wlij,  mnh,  4o  700  use  to  bring  ^nUe- 
asen  before  os  for  ridiog  away  f  what,  will  jon 
hsfc^  em  stand  still  wMn  the/re  up,  like  Smog 
apoQ  the  white  bone  yonder?  are  your  wits 
steepM  ?  ni  make  you  an  example  for  all  dizzy 
coBStables,  how  tb^  abuse  justiee;  here  bind 
bim  to  this  chair. 

C&n,  Hay  bind ^im,  faoe? 

FbL  If  you  w^t  cords,  use  garters. 

Con-  Help»  help,  gentleroea. 
•   Lieu.  As  fast  as  we  ean,  tk. 

dm.  Thieves !  thieres ! 

FoL  A  gag  will  help  all  this;  keep  less  noise, 
you  knare. 

Cam.  Oh  bdp !  reacoe  the  constable— oh,  O ! 

Sir  Beun.  Ho^  ho^  ho,  bo. 

FaL  Why  la  jrou,**  who  lets  you  nowf 
Ton  may  ride  quietly,  111  see  yon  to— 
Take  horse  myself;  I  hare  nothing  else  to  do. 

[Exeunt. 

Om.  Oh,— oh— oh— 

Shr  BouM.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  by  my  trofh  the  maddest 
pieee  of  justice^  gentlemen,  that  erer  was  com- 


JBotr.  m  be  sworn  for  the  madness  on%  sir. 

9r  Boun.  I  am  deoetred,  if  this  prove  not  a 
meiry  comedy  and  a  witty.  • 

P.  Broth.  Alas,  poor  constable,  his  mouth's 
•pen,  and  ne'er  a  wise  word. 

^  Boun.  Faith  be  speaks  now,  e'en  as  many, 
as  be  has  done ;  be  seems  wisest  when  he  rapes 
and  says  nothing.  Ha,  ha— he  turns,  and  tells  his 
tale  to  me  like  an  ass.  What  have  I  to  do  with 
their  riding  away  ?  They  may  ride  for  me,  thou 
whoreson  coxcomb,  thou!  nay,  thou  art  well 
enough  served  iYaith. 

TBroih.  But  what  follows  all  this  while,  sir? 
methinks  some  should  pass  by  before  this  time, 
and  pi^  the  constable. 

Sir  Boun.  By  tlie  mass  and  you  say  true,  sir, — 
go,  sirrah,  step  in,  I  think  they  have  forgot  them- 
selves, call  the  knaves  away,  they're  in  a  wood,  I 
believe 

Om.  Ay,  ay,  ay. 


Str  BsMi.  Hark,  the  constable  says  Ay,  tliey'ft 
in  a'wtxid, — ha^  hik — 

Histr.  Ha  thinks  long  of  the  time,  sir  Booate- 
ous. 

Sir  Boun.  How  now?  when  come  tbeyf 
Enter  Servant. 

Ser.  Alas,  aa't  please  your  worship^  tber^saot 
one  of  them  to  be  found,  iir« 

Sir  Boun.  How^ 

Hair.  What  says  the  Mow? 

Ser.  Neither  horse,  nor  man,  sir. 

Sir  BeuTu  Body  of  me  I  tbou  liestw 

Ser,  Not  a  hair  of  either,  sir. 

Hair,  How  now,  sir  Bounteous? 

Sir  Boun.  Cheated  and  defeated !  ongag  dun 
rascal,  ni  hang  him  for's  fellows.  Ill  make  him 
bring  'em  out. 

Con.  Did  not  I  tell  your  worship  this  before  f 
brought 'em  before  you  for  suspected  persons? 
stay'd  *em  at  town's  end  upon  warning  civen? 
made  signs  that  my  veiy  jaw-bone  achs  f  your 
worship  would  not  hear  me ;  call'd  me  ass;  sav- 
ing your  worship's  presence,  laugh'd  at  me. 

Sir  Boun.  Ha? 

Hair,  1  begin  to  taste  it 

Sir  Boun.  Give  me  leave,  ehre  me  leave ;  why^ 
art  not  thou  the  constable  i'the  comedy  ? 

Con.  I'the  comedy  ?  why,  I  am  the  constable 
i'the  commonwealth,  sir. 

Sir  Boun,  I  am  guU'd  i'faith,  I  am  gulPd ! 
when  wast  thou  chose? 

Con.  On  Thursday  last,  sir. 

^>  Boun.  A  pox  go  witb't !  there't  eoes. 

P.  Broth.  I  seldom  heard  jest  nuitch  it. 

Hair.  Nor  I  iTaith. 

Sir  Boun.  Gentlemen,  shall  I  intreat  a  cour* 
tesy? 

Hair.  What  is't,  sir? 

Sir  Boun.  Do  not  laugh  at  me  seven  yean 
hence. 

P.  Broth.  We  should  betray  and  laugh  at  our 
own  folly  then,  for  of  my  troth  none  here  but  was 
deceiv'd  in't. 

Sir  Bauu.  Faith  that's  some  comfort  yet;  ha, 
ha,  it  was  featly  carried ;  troth  I  commend  their 
wits;  before  our  faces  make  us  asses^  while  we 
sit  still  and  only  lautfh  at  ourselves. 

P.  Broth,  ^'  Faith,  they  were  some  counter^ 
feit  rogues,  sir. 


^.  LeU  jfOH — i.  e.  hinders  you. 

^'  Fmiih  thejf  were  Bome  coooterfeit  rogua. 
— -<A^  wd  they'd  play  the  «Hp— We  have  here  a  play  upon  words  very  common  In  our  ancient 
writers,  and  which  will  be  totally  onlntelligible,  unless  it  to  remembered  that  a  slip  was  fonaerly  the 
asBe  of  a  piece  of  counterfeit  roooey.    Thto  will  appear  ttom  the  following  instances : 

Robert  Green's  Tkieva  falling  out.  True  men  come  by  their  own :  **  And  therefore  he  went  and  got  him 
cettain  s/^,  which  are  cemnUrfeU  pieces  of  money,  being  brasse,  and  covered  over  with  silver,  which 
the  commoo  people  call  tlipe" 

The  Bankrwuu  Banquet,  by  Dekkar ;  **  How  shall  I  pay  my  Sugar  marebaaie?  How  my  Grocer  ?  4c* 
if  yoB  pay  me  thus  with  sNjm." 
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iSir  Bauns  Why  tfaeT  confess  to  much  tbam- 
selves ;  they  said  they'd  play  the  slip ;  thejr  should 
bemenof  their  words;  I  hope  the  josdce  will 
have  more  conscience,  i'faith,  than  to  carry  away 
a  chain  of  a  hundred  maik  of  that  fashion. 

Hair.  What,  sir? 

Sir  Boun.  Ah,  by  my  troth,  sir;  besides  a 
jewel,  and  a  jewel's  fellow,  a  good  fiur  watch»  that 
nuns  about  my  neck,  sir. 

Hair.  'Sfoot,  what  did  yonvsean,  sir  ? 

Sir  Boun.  Methinks  my  lord  Owemuch's  play- 
ers should  not  scorn  me  so  i'faith ;  they  will  oome, 
and  bring  ajl  again,  I  know;  pish,  they  will, 
i'faith ;  but  a  jest,  certainly. 

Enter  Follt-wit  tn  Ait  own  tkape^  and  all  the 
rt$t» 

FoL  Pray,  BPandsire^  give  me  yourl>lesdng? 

Sir  fioun.  Who  ?  son  Folly-wit  ?  '*  This  shews 
like  kneeling  after  the  play;  I  praying  for  my 
lord  Owemuch  and  his  good  Countess,  our  hon- 
ourable lady  and  mistress.  Rise  richer  by  a 
blessing ;'  thou  art  welcome. 

FoL  Thanks,  good  grandsire ;  I  was  bold  to 
bring  those  gentlemen,  my  friends. 

Sir  Bonn.  The/re  all  welcome !  salute  you 
that  side,  and  111  welcome  this  side.  Sir,  to  be- 
gin with  you. 

Hair.  Mr  Folly-wit. 

FoL  I  am  glad  ^tis  our  fortune  so  happily  to 
meet,  sir. 

Sir  Boun,  Nay,  tlien  you  know  me  not,  nr. 

FoL  Sweet  Mrs  Hairbrain. 

Sir  Boun.  You  caunot  be  too  bold,  sur. 

FoL  Our  marriage  known  ? 

Cour,  Not  a  woi^  yet.] 

FoL  The  better. 

Sir  Boun.  Faith,  son,  would  you  had  come 
Sooner  with  these  gentlemen ! 

FoL  Why,|rand8ire? 

Sir  Boun,  We  had  a  play  here. 


FoL  A  play,  sir?  no. 

Sir  Boun.  Yes,  faith !  a  pox  o'tbe  aothor ! 

FoL  Bless  us  all !  why,  were  they  such  Tilt 
ones,  sir? 

Sir  Boun,  I  am  sore  ?illainoiii  ones,  sir. 

FoL  Some  raw  simple  fools ! 

Sir  Bonn,  Nay,  by  th'mass^  these  were  enough 
for  thievish  knaves. 

JW.  What,  sir? 

Sir  Boun,  Which  way  came  vou,  gentlemen  ? 
you  could  not  choose  but  meet  'em. 

FoL  We  met  a  company  widi  hampers  a^ 
ter  Vm« 

Sir  Boun.  Oh  those  were  theiff  those  wero 
they ;  a  pox  hamper  'em. 

FoL  Bless  OS  all  anin. 

Sir  Boun.  They  have  hamper'd  me  finely, 
sirrah. 

FoL  How, sir? 

Sir  Boun.  How,  sir !  I  lent  the  rascals  pro* 
perties  to  furnish  out  their  plav,  a  chain,  a  jewel, 
and  a  watch ;  and  they  watchM  their  time^  and 
lid  quite  awav  with  'em. 

FoL  Are  they  sudi  creatures? 

Sir  Boun.  Harkee,  harkee,  gentlemen  !  by  this 
ligh^  the  watch  rings  alarum  in  his  podiet^ — 
there's  my  watch  come  again,  or  the  very  cousin 
cerman  to%  whose  is't,  whose  is't  ?  by  the  mesa 
'as  he,  hast  thou  one,  son?  pr'ythee  bestow  it 
upon  thy  grandsire ;  I  now  look  for  mine  again, 
i'faith,  nay,  come  with  a  good  will  or  not  at  all; 
ni  give  thee  a  better  thing,  a  peac^  a  peace,  gen- 
tlemen. 

Hair.  Great  or  small. 

iSiV  Boun.  At  once  1  have  drawn  diain,  jewel, 
watch,  and  alL 

P.  Broth.  By  my  faith^  you  have  a  fortunate 
hand,  sir. 

Hair.  Nay,  all  to  come  at  once ! 

Lieu.  A  veiM;eance  of  this  foolery ! 

FoL  Have  I^scaped  the  constable  to  be  broo^t 
in  br  the  watch  ? 

CW.  O  destiny !  have  I  married  a  thief,motherf 


Maiftoo't  Second  Port  o/ulii<Mii«  end  iir«Z/<da,  A.  1.  S.St  *<— and  ifyoar  nose  will  not  abide  the  teach, 
your  nose  is  a  copper  note,  aod  muit  be  DaU'd  ap  for  a  tUp.*^ 

So,  in  Ben  Jonson^s  Every  Man  in  kU  Humour^  A.  9.  S.  5.  if  the  tame  qaibble  as  ia  the  text :  ^  It*s  n* 
matter,  let  the  world  think  me  a  bad  eounurfeit^  if  I  cannot  give  him  the  iUp  at  an  hMtam.** 

Again,  Magnetick  Lady,  A.  8.  S.  0  : 

«<— 1  had  like  fhave  been 

Abnied  Pthe  bniiocis,  had  the  iHp  dar'd  on  me 

A  counterfeiW* 

to  again,  Mercutio  myi  to  Romeo,  A.  8. 8«  4 : 

**  Ton  give  m  the  cmmterfeit  fairly  lait  nighC 

Horn. What  counttrfnt  did  I  give  yon  > 

Mcr.  The  tlip,  sir,  the  ilip  f  can  you  not  conceive  V* 

^  Thii  thtm  tUtet  &c«— It  was  formerly  the  cattom  for  the  players,  after  the  perfemaoce  was  endedV' 
to  kneel  down  and  pray  for  their  patrons.  Many  imtances  of  this  are  produced  by  Mr  Steevem  in  m  Not« 
to  the  BpUogue  to  the  Sccend  Fwt  Q/Henrjf  IV. 
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Math.  Comfort  thyself;  thoa  art  before-hand 
with  him,  daoghter. 

Sir  Boun,  Why  son,  why  f^tlemen,  how  long 
have  yoa  been  my  lord  Owemach's  servantSy 
ffeith? 

FoL  Faith,  grandnre,  shall  I  be  true  to  yoo? 

Sir  Boun-  I  think  *ds  time ;  thoo'st  been  a 
thief  already. 

FoL  I  knowing  the  day  of  your  feast,  and  the 
natural  inclination  yon  mive  to  pleasure  and  pas- 
time, presumed  upon  your  patience  for  a  jest,  as 
well  to  prolora  your  days  as 

Sir  Boun.  Whoop,  why  then  you  took  my  chain 
along  with  yon  to  prolong  my  days,  did  you  ? 

Fo/.  Not  so  neither,  sir;  and,  that  you  may  be 
seriously  assured  of  my  hereafter  stableness  of 
life,  I  have  took  another  course. 

Sir  Boun.  What ! 

FoL  Took  a  wife. 

Sir  Boun.  A  wifel  Voot,  what  is  she  for  a 
fool  would  marry  thee,  a  madman?  where  was 
the  weddine  kept?  in  Bedlam? 

FoL  Shes  both  a  gentlewoman  and  a  Tirgin, 

Sir  Boun.  Stop  there,  stop  there;  would  I 
might  ^ee  her ! 

FoL  Vou  have  your  wish,  she's  here. 

Sir  B/mn.  Ah,  ha,  ha,  ha,  tlus  makes  amends 
for  an. 


FoL  How  now? 

Urn.  Captain,  do  you  hear?  is  she  your  wife 
in  earnest? 

FoL  How  then? 

Lieu.  Nothing  but  I  pity  you,  nr* 

Sir  Boun.  Speak,  son,  i^t  true  ? 
Can  you  gull  us,  and  let  a  quean  gull  you? 

jPo^  Ha ! 

X^r.  What  I  have  been,  is  past;  be  that  for- 
giTen; 
I  have  a  soul  true  both  to  thee  and  heayen. 

FoL  Is't  come  about  ?  Tricks  are  repaid,  I  see. 

Sir  Boun.  The  best  is,  sirrah,  you  pledge  none 
but  me; 
And  since  I  drink  the  top,  take  her :  and,  hark ! 
I  spice  the  bottom  with  a  thousand  mark. 

FoL  By  my  troth,  she  is  as  good  a  cup  of  nectar 
As  any  bachelor  needs  to  sip  at 
Tot,  give  me  gold,  it  makes  amends  for  yioe ; 
Mai£  without  coin,  are  caudles  without  spice. 

Sir  Bonn.  Come,  gentlemen,  to  the  feast;  let 
not  time  waste; 
We  have  pleased  our  ear,  now  let  us  please  our 

taste: 
Who  lives  by  cunning,  mark  it,  his  fate's  cast: 
^en  he  has  gull*d  ^  ^hpn  is  himself  the  |a$t. 
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R  A  M-A  L  L  E  Y; 

OR, 

MERRY  TRICKS. 


LowwiCK  Bakrt  9$  md  U  hwoe  hem  a  Gentleman  of  Irish  birthj,  andJnth&n^  Woodiipkmed 
to  compUment  km  wiih  the  title  of  Lord^  wMch  ti  very  probably  a  wdstake.  No  ctreumitancei  con* 
eeming  him  remotii,  not  even  the  times  rfhis  birth  and  death ;  though  the  latter  was  not  unlikefy 
to  be  soon  after  the  pubUeation  of  the  fiUomng  play^  the  only  one  which  he  wrote.  The  Writer  of 
Ms  Artkkf  in  the  Biansjfhia  mtannicOf  says,  that  **  the  plot  in  this  floyrf  William  Saudl-shanks 
deeoying  the  Widow  Taffeta  into  marriage^  is  the  same  with  that  tn  &iUi^rew*s  Parson*s  Wetb- 
dingf  and  both  taken  from  the  English  R^ue.^  The  latter  part  of  this  assert  urn  is  entirely  without 
fomndatian^  and  the  least  attention  to  dates  would  have  prevented  the  Writer's  falling  into  so  gross  an 
error.  -Ba^Ap/lM  were  published  btfore  The  Enslish  Rogne  appeared;  Ram-AUej  alwoefijtjf 
years  ;  and  The  Fanon's  Wedding  about  ten  ortwehe. 


PROLOGUE. 


Home-bred  mirth  oor  Mum  doth  sin^ 
The  Satyr's  tooth,  and  waspish  sting, 
WUch  most  do  hurt  when  least  suspected, 
Bj  this  play  are  not  affected ; 
But  ifConoeit  with  quick-tumM  Scenes, 
'  Observing  all  those  ancient  streams, 
'  Whidi  from  the  Horse-foot  fount  do  flow, 
As  Time,  Place,  Person,  and  to  show 
Things  never  done  with  that  true  life. 
That  thoushts  and  wits  should  stand  at  strife  t 
Whether  we  things  now  shown  be  true. 
Or  whether  we  ourselves  now  do 
The  things  we  buft  present ;  if  these. 
Free  from  the  loathsome  stage  disease^ 
(So  oiver-wom,  so  tired,  and  stale, 
Notsatjrizing  but  to  rail) 
May  win  your  favours,  and  inherit 
Bat  calm  acceptance  for  his  merit; 


He  vows  by  Paper,  Pen,  and  Ink, 

And  by  the  learned  Sisters*  drink. 

To  spend  his  time,  his  lamps,  his  oil^ 

And  never  cease  his  brain  to  toil ; 

nil  from  the  silent  hours  of  nigh^ 

He  doth  produce,  for  your  delight^ 

Conceits  so  new,  so  harmless  free. 

That  Puritans  themselves  may  see 

A  play,  yet  not  in  public  preach. 

That  placers  such  lewd  cioctrine  teach. 

That  their  pure  joints  do  quake  and  tremble^ 

When  they  do  see  a  man  reseinble 

The  picture  of  a  vilUun :  thii^ 

As  he  a  friend  to  Muses  is, 

To  you  by  me  he  gives  his  word. 

Is  all  his  Play  doth  now  aflbrd. 


!  Wki^frm  th^  Horst-footfmmt  doJIomr^B^c  Note  «6  to  The  AnHjnof^ 
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DRAMATIS  PERSONiE. 


Sir  Olivek  Small-shaiiks. 

Justice  TuTCHiv. 

Thomas  Small^hahks. 

William  Small-shavks. 

boutchbk. 

Lieuteiumt  Bbakd* 

Throats. 

detain  Face. 

Dash. 

Tkree  OentUmen. 


A  Drawer, 
ConttabU,  and  Officers. 

Latfy  SOMMERFIBLD. 
CoMtTANTIA  SOMMERFIBLD. 

.Frances. 
Taffata* 
Adriaka. 
Chamber-wiaid, 


ACT  I. 


SCENE  I. 
JBn^erCoHSTAHTiA  tola,  with  a  Letter  in  her 


Can,  Id  this  disgaisey  ere  scarce  mj  moani- 

iog  robes 
Coakl  have  a  general  note,  I  have  forsook 
Mt  thape,  mj  mother,  and  those  rich  demesnei^ 
Of  which  I  am  sole  har :  and  now  resolve^ 
In  this  disguise  of  IHige»  to  follow  hini, 
Whose  lore  first  caused  me  to  assume  this  shape. 
Lord  how  my  feminine  blood  stirs  at  the  sight 
Of  these  same  breeches !  n^ethinl^s  this  *  cod* 

piece 


Should  betray  me  :  well,  I  will  try  the  worst 
Hither  they  say  he  usually  doth  come, 
Whom  1  so  much  afiect :  what  makes  he  here  ? 
In  the  skirts  of  Holbome,  so  near  the  field. 
And  at  a  sarden-house ;  he  has  some  punk 
Upon  my  ufe :  no  more,  here  he  comes. 

Enter  Boutcher. 

Ood  save  you,  sir ;  your  name,  unless  I  err. 
Is  Master  Thomas  Boutcher. 

Bqm^  Tis,  sweet  ho^. 

Con*  I  have  a  letter  foryqu. 

rCoNSTANTiA  deUvcTS  the  Letter;  h^  reads  it. 

Bout,  From  whom  ist? 

Con,  The  inside,  sir,  will  tell  you ;  I  shall  lee 


'  JEcM-^lby  is  one  of  the  aTenoet  into  the  Temple  ftmn  Fleet-street  It  formerly,  among  other  placet, 
claimed  to  he  exempt  from  the  proce«  of  the  coorti  of  law.  A  privilege  which  wai  taken  fttna  It  by 
the  Stat  of  0  and  10  William  III.  C.  V7.  8. 16. 

*  (M.fUca^^$te  Note  61  to  The  Honest  fFhore,  Vol.  I.  p.  645« 
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What  love  he  bean  me  now. 

Bout.  Thou'rt  welcome,  boy. 
How  does  the  fair  Constantia  Soimnerfieldy 
My  noble  mistress  ? 

Con.  I  left  her  in  health. 

Bout,  She  gifes  thee  here  good  words;  and  for 
her  sake, 
Tboo  shalt  not  want  a  master*  be  mine  for  ever. 

Con.  I  thank  you,  sir:  now  shall  I  see  the 
punk.  [He  knocks. 

Enter  Willi'am  Sicall-shamks. 
W,  SmaU'th.  Who  knocks  so  fast  ?  I  thought 

'twas  }'ou ;  what  news  ? 
Bout.  Yon  know  my  basiness  well ;  t  ^n^  orie 

song. 
W,  SmalUm.  'Sfoot,  what  woold  you  have  me 

do  ?  my  land  is  gone, 
My  credit  of  less  trust  then  courtiers'  words, 
To  men  of  judgment,  and  for  my  debts 
^  J  might  deserve  a  knightliood ;  what's  CD  be 

done? 
The  knight,  my  father,  will  not  once  voticbsafe 
To  call  me  son ;  that  little  land  he  gave, 
Throate  the  lawyer  swallowed  at  one  gob 
For  less  than  half  the  worth;  and  for  the  dtj, 
There  be  so  many  rascal  and  tall  yeomen. 
Would  hang  upon  me  for  their  maifitenance, 
Should  I  but  peep  or  step  within  the  gates, 
That  I  am  forced,  only  to  ease  m^  charge, 
To  live  here  in  the  suburbs ;  Or  in  the  to#ti 
To  walk  in  Tenebris.    I  tell  you,  sir, 
Your  best  retired  life  is  an  honest  ponk 
In  a  thatcht-house  with  garlic;  tell  not  me, 
My  punk's  my  punk ;  and  noble  letchery 
Sticks  by  a  man,  when  all  his  friends  forsake 

him. 
Bout.  The  pox  it  will ;  art  thou  so  senseless 

grown. 
So  much  indeared  to  thy  befftial  lust. 
That  thy  original  worth  should  lie  extinct 
And  buried  in  thy  shame  ?  Far  be  such  thoughts 
^From  spirits  free  and  noble:  begin  to  tive. 
Know  thyself,  and  whence  thou  art  derived ; 
I  know  that  competent  state  thy  father  g^ve 
Cannot  be  yet  consuined. 

W.  Smallr$h.  Tw  gon»,  hf  heaven ! 
Not  a  denier  is  left. 


Bout.  Tb  impossible. 

W.  SmaU-ih.  Impossible !  Iieart.!  I  have  bad 
two  suckers. 
Able  to  spend  the  wealthy  Croesus  store. 

Enter  Frances. 

Bout,  What  are  they? 
W.  SmaUrsh.  Why,  a  lawyer,  and  a  whore ; 
See  here  comes  one,  do'st  think  this  netticoat, 
A  perfumed  smock,  and  twice  a  weea  a  bath. 
Can  be  maintain'd  with  half  a  year's  revenues? 
^o,  by  heaven !  we  annual  younger  brothers 
Must  go  to't  by  wholesale  ;  by  wholesale-men 
These  creatures  are  maintained;  her  very  face 
tUA  toA  A  hundred  pounds. 

Fran.  Sir,  thank  youself. 

Con.  They  keep  this  whore  betwixt  them. 

^dfl.  You  know,  sir, 
I  did  enjoy  a  (|uiet  country  life. 
Spotless  and  tree ;  till  you  corru|Aed  me, 
Atid  brought  roe  to  the  court,  I  never  knew 
What  sleeking,  glazing,  or  what  pressing  meant, 
mi  yotf  preferr^  me  to  your  aunt  the  lady ; 
I  knew  no  ivory  teeth,  no  cape  of  hair. 
No  mercury  water,  ^  fucH^  or  perfumes, 
To  help  a  lady's  breathy  oncil  your  aunt 
Learnt  roe  the  common  Iridb 

W.  Small'Sh.  The  oommoa  trick 
Say  you ;  a  pox  upon  such  coaHBOn  tricks ! 
They  will  undo  us  all. 

Bout.  And  knowing  this. 
Art  thou  so  wilful  Uind^  stUl  to  persist 
In  ruin  and  defame  ? 

W.  Small'Sh.  What  should  I  do  ? 
I'five  past  my  word  to  keep  this  gentlewoman^ 
Till  I  can  place  her  to  her  own  content. 
And  what  is  a  gentleman  but  his  word  ? 

Bout.  Why,  let  her  go  to  service. 

W.  Small'Sh.  To  service ! 
Why  so  she  does,  she  is  my  landress. 
And  by  this  light,  no  pun^  Inn-a-Court 
But  keeps  a  landress  at  his  command, 
Td  do  bin)  senriofe;  and  shaH  nt>t  I?  ha! 

Fran.  Sir,  you  are  his  fKend,I  love  him  too; 
Propound  a  coarse  which  may  iidvantage  hin^ 
And  you  shall  6nd  such  real  worth  in  m^ 
That  rgther  than  Fll  liva  his  hindrance,    - 
I  will  assume  the  most  penurious  state 


3  t  might  iUstrte  a  KnigkthooS—See  p.  961  ef  this  volone. 
^  Fucus,r^l»  a  paint  or  composition  used  by  tlie  ladies  to  bei 
It  is  m^hildnfed  in  fien  Johbson't  Sejanut^  A.  9.  ^.  1  < 


beautify  the  fisce  an,4  heigbien  t^e  coaiptexip^ 


•  to-morrow  momiug 
r  U  send  yoa  a  perfiHae,  fifit  to  reselve 
And  procure  sweat,  and  then  prepare  a  bath 
To  cleanse  and  clear  the  cutis ;  against  when 
TH  have  aaexceHent  wewfyetn  made, 
Kttistive  'gainst  the  sou,  the  rain,  or  wind, 
Wnich  ydu  tbaU  lay  on  with  a  breath  or  oil. 
Am  you  best  Hke^  and  list  some  foarteen  hours»*^ 
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pjtj  jpjeldf,  to^^  n^  oceans  of  Uf<^ 


Irtk  Why  there's  it,  ^puJjQwhfsrwhfit 
ihe9ay0: 

Would  not  )ie  he  dwno'd  that  should  for^e  her  ? 
Says  sIm^  not  weU,  can  you  propound  a  cout9e» 
To  sfi%  my  ^feit  land  from  yonder  rogue, 
Pareel  iairyer,  parcel  devil,  all  kn^ve^ 
Xhroaie,Thrpate? 

Bout.  Not  L 

W.Spudl^  Wl^y  80, 1  thought  a^mnoli; 
Yon  ane  like  our  citizens  |to  men  \n  nee<j, 
Which  cry,  'tis  pity  a  propter  gentleman 
Should  want  it^onty  \  yet  not  an  psuring  sl^vje 
Will  lend  him  a  denier,  to  help  his  wants: 
1^11  yon  lend  mp  lorty  ^Uinei? 

Ani/.  1  wiU. 

W.  ^ffudM.  Why  god-a-mefqjy  tb«»'»  son^e 
goodneesinlhee: 
Yoollnotrepenti 

Bout.  I  viU  not. 

W.  ^mtlUk.  Withthat  mon^ 
I  will  redeem  vaj  forfeit  land>  and  w.ed 
My  cockatrice  to  a  man  of  worship, 
To  a  man  of  worship,  by  this  light 

Bqui.  Bat  hvow  ? 

W.  Smmil-tk  Thus:  in  Bam- Alley  lies  ^  M- 
low,  bynamo 
Throate;^!^  that,^rofesieth  kw,  but  indeed 
Has  neither  law  nor  conscience;  a  fellow 
That  nearer  yaw  fhp  jbar.  bpt  when  his  life 
Was  caird  in  question  for  a  cozenage ; 
The  rogue  it  rich :  to  him  go  yon,  tell  him 
Thjit  neb  Sir  John  SommerfieUJ— — — 

Con.  Who's  that? 

W.  SmaU-ih,  Is  lately  dead,  and  t|iat  my  )^qfppi 
stand  fair 
To  set  his  only  daughter.    If  I  spend, 
And' have  but  mtW^  ^  ,^Mi^  away  the  wenoh, 
Tell  him  I  reckon  him  o>y  diiefest  friend, 
To  entertain  us  till  oor  nuptial  rites 
May  be  accompUil^'d:  and  could  you  but  pr^- 

cure 
My  elder  bixHher  loi^t  me  on  the  vay, 
And  but  assocM^e  me  unto  his  house, 
'Twere  hit  i'iaith ;  I'd  give  my  cunning  Thi:pate 
An  honest  slit  for  all  his  tricky  in  law. 

Bout.  Why  tl^  shall  be  pierfbr^'d,  te^; 
there*smyftore. 
To  Iriends  all  thiogy  are  common. 

W.  SnmU-th.  Then  at  the  court 
There  are  ^ne  ioay,  for  all  things  there  are  com- 


9oui.  I  will  ^  cf^ffUy  perform  thy  wi|ih. 
As  if  my  fortunes  lay  upon  the'attempt. 
W.  Small'Sh.    When  shall  I  he^  from  you  ? 


BouL  Within  this  hour. 
W.  Small-sk.  let  me  aloB9  for  the  rest;  if  I 
gull  not  * 

And  £0  beyond  my  open  throated  lawyer. 
For  ful  his  hook-cases  of  Tyice$imo  nomo 
And  Qj^draganM  octavg  ;  let  me. 
like  waiting  gentlewomen,  be  ever  bound, 
To  sit  upoii  my  heels,  and  piok^  niihf  s. 
Will  you  about  this  geer? 
Bout.  With  my  best  speedL 
W.  SmaU-ih.  Then  faie  yoo  well;  youll  meet 

me? 
Bout.  Withont  (ail. 

[Bxeunt  Doutcbke  ^nd  Consta|7TIa« 
W.  SmtUtrih.  Adiitt  :  now  you  perniciotty  cock- 
atrice,^ • 
You  see  how  I  must  skelder  for  your  good ; 
I'll  bring  yon  where  yon  shaU  have  means  to 

cheat, 
If  yon  have  grace  enough  to  apprehend  it. 
IVon.  BeTiere  me,  lofe,  bowe'er  pome  stricter 
wits 
Condemn  all  women  which  are  prone  to  love. 
And  think  that  if  their  iaronr  fali  on  any. 
By  consequence  t^y  must  be  naught  with  many, 
And  hold  a  false  position,  that  a  woman 
Felse  to  herself,  can  trusty  be  to  no  man. 
Yet  know  J  say.  howe'er  my  life  hath  lost 
The  f^ine  ^bich  my  virginity  aspired, 
I  will  be  true  to  thee,  my  deed  shall' move, 
To  win  from  all  men  pity,  if  not  love. 

W,  Small'ih.  Tut,  i  know  thee  a  good  rascal, 
lets  in. 
And  on  with  all  your  neat  and  finest  rags. 
On  with  your  cloak  and  ^  save-gu^d,  you  arrant 

drab. 
You  must  cheat  without  all  conscience,  filch  for 

thee,  an(|  m^. 
Do  but  thou  act  wliat  I  shall  vfell  contrive 
Well  teach  my  lawyer  a  i^ew  w^y  to  thrive. 

[EstutU, 

Enter  MUtftu  TAPFAXi^  «j|d  A^riava  hsr,     ^ 
Maid  a(0«e. 

Tqf.  Cpme,  loved  Adriana,  here  let  us  sit, 
And  mark  who  passes ;  now  for  a  wager. 
What  colour'd  beard  comes  next  by  tl^  window  ? 

4dru  A  black  man's  I' think. 

Tqf.  I  think  pot  so, 
I  think  a  red,  for  that  is  most  in  fashion : 
Lord !  how  scarce  is  the  worid  of  proper  men 
And  gallants !  sure  we  never  more  shall  see 
A  gcKHl  leg  worn  in  a  long^k'stookiug. 
With  a  long  cod-piece;  of  all  fashion^ 
Tbf^t  carried  it  iTaith ;  what^s  he  goes  by  i 


^  iluiA«f  Seep.841  of  this  volume. 

^  CodMHce— 8ee  Mote  41  tcr  T*e  AnHqumry, 

7  Smcguard^See  p.  1141  of  this  volome. 
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Enter  a  Citizen. 
AdrL  A  sniveling  citizen,  he  is  calryinp  ware 
Unto  some  M/s  chamber :  but  who's  this? 

Enter  Thomas  Small-shakks  reading  a  Letter* 

Taf*  I  know  him  not,  he  looks  jast  like  a  fool. 

AdrL  He's  very  brave,  he  may  be  a  courtier ; 
What's  that  he  reads? 

Taf.  Ah,  how  light  he  treads, 
For  dirting  his  silk  stockings !  Til  tell  thee  itrhat, 
A  witty  woman  may  with  ease  distinguish 
All  men  by  their  noses,  as  thus :  your  nose 
Tuscan  is  lovely,  large,  and  %road, 
Much  like  a  goose ;  yoftr  valiant  generous  nose, 
A  crooked,  smooth,  and  a  great  puffing  nose ; 
Your  schoUt's  nose  is  very  fresh,  and  raw 
For  want  of  fire  in  winter,  and  quickly  smells 
His  chops  of  muttony  in  his  dish  of  porrage; 
Your  puritan  nose  is  very  sharp,  and  long, 
And  much  like  your  widows,  and  with  ease  can 

smell 
An  edifying  capon  some  6fe  streets  off. 

Enter  Boutchbb,  and  Comstantia. 

Adri.  O  mistress !  a  very  proper  gentleman* 

Taf.  And  trust  me  so  he  is;  I  never  jaw 
A  man  that  sooner  could  captive  my  thoughts 
Since  I  writ  widow,  than  this  gentleman* 
I  would  hf  would  look  up ! 

AdrL  I'll  laugh  so  loud, 
That  he  mav  hear  me. 

Taf.  That's  not  so  good. 

Bout.  And  spake  you  with  master  Small- 
shanks? 

Can.  I  did. 

Bout.  Will  he  meet  his  brother  ? 

Con.  He  said  he  would. 
And  I  believed  him ;  1  tell  you,  maste^ 
I  have  done  that  for  many  of  these  gallants 
That  no  mah  in  this  town  wo«ld  do  but  I. 

Bout.  Whatis that, boy? 

Con.  Why  trust  them  on  their  words. 
But  will  you  hear  the  news  which  now  supplies 
The  city  with  discourse  ? 

Bout.  What  is  it,  wag  ? 

Con.  This,  sir ;  they  say  some  of  ouf  dty  dames 
Were  much  desirous  to  see  the  baboons 
Do  their  newest  tricks^  went,  saw  them,  came 

home, 
Went  to  bed,  slept ;  next  morning  one  of  them, 
Being  to  shift  a  smock,  sends  down  her  maid. 
To  warm  her  one;  mean  while,  she 'gins  to  think 
On  the  baboon*s  tricks,  and  naked  in  her  bed 
Begins  to  practise  some ;  at  last  she  strove. 
To  pet  her  right  leg  over  her  head,  thus ; 
And  by  her  activity  she  got  it 


Cross  her  shoulder;  but  not  with  all  her  power 
Could  she  reduce  it ;  at  last  much  strqcgling. 
Tumbles  quite  from  the  bed  upon  the  floor  i 
The  maid  by  this  retura'd  with  the  warm  smock^ 
And  seeing  her  mistress  thrown  on  the  eround. 
Trussed  up  like  a  foot-ball,  exdaims,  calls  belp^ 
Runs  down  amazed,  swears  that  her  mistress'  neck 
Is  broke;  up  comes  her  husband,  and  neigb- 

bours, 
And  finding  her  thus  truss'd,  some  flatly  said 
She  was  bewitcht,  others  she  was  possest ; 
A  third  Said,  for  her  pride  the  devd  had  set 
Her  face  where  hel*  rump  should  staix^  but  at 

last 
Her  valiant  husband  steps  me  boldly  to  her. 
Helps  her ;  she  ashamecl,  her  husbAnd  amased. 
The  neighbours  laughing,  as  none  fbtbear, 
She  tells  them  of  the  fatal  accident. 
To  which  one  answers,  that  if  her  hosband 
Would  leave  his  trade,  and  carry  his  wife  about 
To  do  this  trick  in  ptibfic,  she'd  get  more  gold 
Than  all  the  baboons,  calves  wiSi  two  tma, 
Or  7  nnotions  whatsoever. 

Bout.  You  are  a  wag. 

Taf.  He  will  be  gone  if  we  neglect  to  stay  him.r 

AdrL  Shall  I  cough  or  sneexe? 

Taf.  No,  I  ha't;  stand  aside: 
Ah  me,  my  handkerchief,  Adrian,  Fabian. 

AdrL  Mistress. 

Taf.  Run,  run,  I  have  let  my  haodkerdiief 
fall: 
Gentleman,  shiill  I  intteat  a  curtesy? 

Bout.  Within  my  power  your  beauty  shall  com- 
mand. 
What  curtesy  b't? 

Taf.  To  stoop,  and  take  up, 
My  handkerchief. 

Bout.  Your  desire  is  performed. 

T(rf.  Sir,  most  hearty  thanks;  please  you  cottii» 
in, 
Your  welcome  shall  tratnscend  your  expectation. 

Bout,  I  accept  your  curtesy :  ha !  what's  thb 
Assailed  by  fear  and  hope  iu  a  moment ! 
Boutcher,  this  womanish  passion  fits  not  meiv 
Who  know  the  worth  of  freedom :  shall  smiles 

and  eyes. 
With  their  lascivious  glances,  conqnef  him, 
Hath  still  been  lord  of  his  affections  ? 
Shall  simpering  nlceness,  loadstones  but  to  foob^ 
Attract  a  knowing  spirit? — It  shall,  it  does. 
Not  Phoebus,  rising  from  Aurora's  lap^ 
Spreads  his  bright  rays  with  more  majestic  grace, 
Than  <jame  the  glances  from  her  quick*n$ng  eye : 
And  what  of  this  ? 

Can.  By  my  troth  I  know  not 

Bout.  I  will  not  enter :  continued  flames  bura 
strong. 
1 1  yet  am  free,  and  reason  keeps  her  seat 
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Above  all  fond  affections^  jet  is  she  faih 

Enter  Adriana. 

AdrL  Sit,  I  bring  you  thanks  for  this  great 
curtesy; 
And  if  you  please  to  enter,  I  dare  priesome, 
My  mistress  will  afibrd  you  gracious  welcome. 
Bout.  How  do  men  call  your  mbtress? 
Con,  The  man's  in  love. 
AdrL  Her  name,  sir,  is  ntistr^ss  Changeable, 
-     late  wife 
To  master  Taffiita,  mercer,  deceased. 

B(mt.  I  have  heard  she  it  both  rich  and  beau- 

cifuL 
Adru  In  the  e^es  of  such  as  love  her ;  judge 
yourself, 
Pleasb  ypu  but  pride  forward,  and  enter. 

[Exit  BOUTCHER. 

Can,  Now  will  I  fall  aboard  the  wmting-maid. 
AdrL  Fall  aboard  of  me  I  dost  take  me  for  a 

ship? 
Con.  Aye,  and  will  shoot  you  betwiic  wind 

and  water. 
AdrL  Blurt,  master  gunner,  your  linstock's 

too  short. 
Con.  Foot !  how  did  she  kndw  that  ?  dost  hear, 
sweet-heart. 
Should  not  the  page  be  doin^  with  the  mAid, 
Whilst  the  master  is  busy  with  the  mistress  ? 
Please  you  prick  forwards,  thou  art  a  wench 
Likely  to  go  the  way  of  all  flesh  shortly. 
AthL  Whose  witty  knave  art  thou  ? 
Con.  At  your  service. 

AdrL  At  mine  fiuth !  I  should  breech  thee. 
Con.  HoW,  breech  me? 
AdrL  Ay,  *  breech  thee ;  I  hUve  breeched  a  tall- 
er man 
Than  you  in  my  time;  come  in,  and  welcome. 

[Exit. 
Con.  Well,  I  see  now  a  rith  well-practised 
bawd 
May  purse  more  fees  in  a  summer's  progress 
Than  a  well-traded  lawyer  in  a  whole  term. 
Pandarism  !  why  'tis  grown  a  liberal  science, 
Or  a  new  sect,  and  the  ^ood  professors 
Will,  like  the  ^Brownist,  frequent  gravelpits 

shortly. 
For  they  use  woods  and  obscure  holes  already. 

[ExU. 

Enter  Taffata,  and  Boutchuu 

Tqf.  Not  marry  a  widow  ? 
.  Bout.  No. 


Taf.  And  why? 
9elike  you  think  it  base,  and  servant-like. 
To  feed  upon  reversion ;  you  hold  us  widows 
But  as  a  pie  thrust  to  the  lower  end. 
That  hath  had  many  fingers  in*t  before. 
And  is  reserved  for  gross  and  hungry  stomachs. 

Bout,  You  much  ihistake  me. 

T(^.  Come,  in  faith  you  do : 
And  let  liie  tell  ^rou  that's  but  ceremony; 
For  though  the  pie  be  broken  up  before. 
Yet,  says  the  proverb,  the  deeper  is  the  sweeter. 
And  though  a  capon's  wings  and  legs  be  caived« 
The  flesh  left  with  the  rump  I  hope  is  sweet. 
I  tell  you,  sir,  I  have  been  woo'd,  and  sued  too^ 
By  worthy  knights  of  fair  demeans :  nay  more. 
They  have  been  out  of  debt ;  yet  till  this  hour 
I  neither  oould  endure  to  be  in  love. 
Or  be  beloved ;  but  profer'd  ware  is  cheap. 
What's  lawful  that's  lo&th'd,  and  things  denied, 
Are  with  more  stronger  appetite  pursued : 
I  am  too  yielding. 

Bout.  You  mistake  my  thoughts : 
But  know,  thou  wonder  of  this  continent, 
By  one  more  skill'd  in  unknown  fate,  than  was 
'°  The  blind  Achaian  Prophet,  it  was  foretold^ 
A  widow  should  endanger  both  my  life, 
MjT  soul,  my  lauds,  and  reputation. 
This  checks  my  thoughts,  and  cools  the  essential 

fire 
Of  sacred  love,  more  ardent  in  my  breast 
Than  speech  can  utter. 

Tt^.  A  trivial  idle  jest, 
lis  for  a  man  of  your  repute  and  note. 
To  credit  fortunie-tellers ;  a  petty  rogue. 
That  never  saw  five  shillings  in  a  heap, 
Will  take  upon  him  to  divine  men's  fate, 
Yet  never  knows  himself  shall  die  a  beggar. 
Or  be  hanpd  up  for  pilfering  table-cloths, 
Shirts,  and  smocks,  hanged  out  to  dry  on  hedges- 
Tis  "  merely  base  to  trust  them :  or  if  there  be' 
A  man  in  whom  the  t)elphic  god  hath  breath'd  ' 
His  true  divining  fire,  that  can  foretel 
The  fi&t  decree  of  fate,  he  likewise  knows 
What  is  within  tiie  everlasting  book 
Of  destiny  decreed,  cannot  by  wit. 
Or  maii*s'invention,  be  dissolved,  or  shunn'd. 
Then  give  thy  love  free  scope,  embrace,  and  kissL 
And  to  the  distaff  sisters  leave  the  event. 

Bout.  How  powerful  are  their  words  whom 
wea£kctl 
Small  force  shall  need  to  win  the  strongest  fort, 
If  to  his  state  the  captain  be  perfidious; 
I  must  intreat  you,  licence  my  depart 


•  Brse^h  tkee^U  e.  whip  thee.    See  Note  48  to  Edward  II.  Vol.  I.  p.  188. 
^Brosmifl— See  Note  it  to  The  fFt/s,  Vol.  I.  p.  ^»7. 

■o  ne  blind  Achaian  PropAee— I'eresuw,  the  blind  Prophet  of  Thebes.    See  the  (Edhu$  o/SoohoebM 
aDdthatofDrydeDaadUe.  ^^v^  a/ oopnoekt, 

"  Mtreljf,  Abtalutely.    So,  in  The  Honeit  Man*t  Fortune^  by  Beaumont  and  Fleccher; 

'*  — »  C  am  as  happy 
In  ny  friend's  good,  as  if 'twere  mcreiy  mine." 
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[BAftAT. 


For  some  few  houn. 

Taf,  Choose  what  jon  will  of  time. 
There  lies  joor  way. 

Bout.  I  will  intreat  her  stay. 

Tqf,  Didyoucallysir? 

Botf^  No. 

Taf,  Then  fare  you  welL 

BouU  Who  ^  to  lov^  needs  not  a  second 
hell.  [£rt/  Boutcheiu 

jEfi<<r  Adkiava. 
T^.  Adriana,  makes  he  no  stay? 
.^drt.  Mistress! 

Tt^.  I  pray  thee  see  if  he  hare  left  die  hfose; 
Peep  dose,  see,  bat  be  not  seeii :  is  he  gone? 
Jdri  No ;  he  has  made  a  stand. 
Taf,  I  pi'yAee  keep  dose. 
Adri.  Nay,  keep  you  close,  yooM  best 
Taf.  What  does  he  now  \ 
AarL  Now  he  retires. 

Re-enter  Boutcbeb. 

Bout,  O  yon  much  partial  gods ! 
Why  gare  you  aran  aoections^  and  not  a  power 
To  go?em  them  ?  what  I  by  fate  should  snun^ 
I  most  affect,— a  widow,  a  widow ! 

Tqf  Blows  the  wind  there? 

Adri  A  ha,  be^s  in  iTaith, 
¥ott'fe  drawn  him  now  within  your  purines, 
mistress. 

Bout,  Tat,  I  will  not  lore ;  mj  rational 
And  better  part  shall  conquer  blind  affections ; 
Let  passion,  children,  or  weak  women  sway, 
My  love  shall  to  my  judgment  still  obey.    [JBori^. 

Taf.  What  does  he  now? 

AdrL  He^s  gone. 

Tqf.  Gone!  Adriana? 

AdrL  He  went  his  way,  and  neirer  look'd  b^ 
hind  him. 

Taf  Sore  he^s  taken  ? 

Adri.  A  little  singed  or  so, 
Each  thing  most  hare  beginning;  men  must  pre- 
pare 
Before  they  can  come  on,  and  shew  their  loves 
lu  pleasing  sorts :  the  man  must  do  in  time, 
For  love,  good  mistress,  is  much  like  to  wax, 
The  more  *tis  rubb'd,  it  sticks  the  faster  too ; 
Or  like  a  bird  in  bird-lime,  or  a  fut-fall. 
The  more  he  labours,  still  the  deeper  in. 

Ttf/I  Come,  thou  must  help  me  now,  I  have  a 
trick 
To  second  this  bc^oning,  and  in  the  nick 
To  strike  it  dead  naith ;  women  must  woo» 
When  men  foiget  what  nature  leads  them  to. 

[Exeunt. 

^  Enter  Throate  the  Lawyer  from  hii  ttudjy ; 
books  and  bags  of  money  on  a  table,  a  chair  and 
cushion, 

Throate.  Chaste  Phoebe,  spknde;  there's  that 
left  yet, 
Next  to  my  book,  Claromicante  Anro. 
Aye,  that's  the  soal  of  law :  that's  it,  that's  it, 


For  which  the  bockram-bag  most  Imdge  all 

weathers, 
Thouffh  scarcely  fiUfd  tnth  one  poor  replication. 
How  happy  are  we  that  we  joy  the  lav 
So  freely  as  we  do ;  not  boudit,  and  sold. 
But  dearly  given,  without  i3i  base  extoiting. 
Taking  but  bare  ten  angds  for  a  £ee» 
Or  upwards,  to  this  renown'd  estate, 
Have  I  by  indirect  and  cunning  means 
In-woven  mvsdf,  and  now  can  ^cratch  it  QMat, 
Thrust  at  a  bar,  and  cry  my  lord  as  loud,. 
As  e'er  a  listed  gown-man  of  them  alL 
I  nefver  plead  before  the  honopr'd  bench : 
But  bench  right-worshipful  of  peacefi^l  josticet 
And  coontry-gentlemen ;  and  yet  Pave  found 
Good  gettings  by  the  mass ;  bemdes  odd  dieat^ 
Will  SQ|U-shank»'3  Unih  4Pd  many  gvMlft 

more. 
Dash! 

Eniir'DAam. 

Doii^  Sir. 

Throate.  Is  that  rejoinder  done? 

Dash.  Done,  sir. 

Throat.  Have  jou  drawn^t  at  lei^^lth,  have  yon 
dash'd  It  out, 
According  to  your  name  ? 

D^sh.  Son^  seven  score  sheets. 

Throate.  Is  the  demurrer  drawn  'twixt  Snipe 
and  Woodcock; 
And  what  do  you  say  to  Peacock's  pitiful  lull  ? 

Dash*  I  have  drawn  his  answer  ne^pdve  to  all. 

Throate.  Negative  to  all !  The  plamtiff' <(ays^ 
That  William  Goose  was  son  to  'Jlioraas  Gqpse ; 
And  will  he  swear  the  gei^ieral  bill  is  fe^? 

Dask.  He  will. 

Throate.  Then  he  forsivears  his  father;  'ds 
well, 
Some  of  our  clients  will  go  prig  to  hell 
Before  oursdves;  has  he  paid  all  his  f^oes? 

Dash.  He  left  them  all  with  me* 

Throate^  Then  truss  my  pointy; 
And  how  think'^t  thou  of  law  ? 

Dash.  Most  reverently; 
Law  is  tlie  world's  great  light,  a  second  sun 
To  this  terrestial.^lobe,  by  wiiich  ^  thiqgs 
Have  life,  and  being;  and  without whidi 
Confusion  and  disorder  soon  would  seize 
The  general  state  of  men ;  wars,  outrages, 
The  ulcerous  deeds  of  peace,  it  curbs,  and  cures. 
It  is  the  kiaffdom's  eye,  by  which  she  sees 
The  acts  and  thougfits  of  m(;n. 

ThroaJte.  The  kingdom's  eye ! 
I  tell  thee,  fool,  it  is  the  kingdom's  nose. 
By  which  she  smells  out  all  these  ridi  tran^gres- 

sors; 
Nor  is't  of  flesh,  but  merdy  made  of  wax. 
And  'tis  within  the  power  pf  us  lawyecs 
To  wrest  this  nose  of  wax  which  way  we  please ; 
Or  it  may  be,  as  thou  say'st,  an  eye  loiked; 
But,  if  it  be,  'tis  sure  a  .woman's  eye, 
That's  ever  roUing.  [Knt^u  mthini 

Dash.  One  knocks. 
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Tkroate.  Go  «€c  who 'tit ; 
Stajr>  my  chair  aud  gown;  and  then  go  see  who 

knodLS. 
Thus  must  I  seem  a  lawyer,  which  am,  indeed. 
But  merely  drags  and  oMcum  of  the  law. 

Enter  Bamcntn,  Dash,  and  €0NStA*tiA. 

At,  tricetimo  ptimo  Alberti  Magm, 
Tjs  very  clear. 

Bout.  God  sflire  yoU|  sir. 

TkrmUt.  The  jplaoe  is  very  pregnant :— master 
Boutcher, 
Most  hearty  welcome,  sir. 

Bout.  You  ply  this  eeer, 
You  are  no  truant  in  the  law,  I  see. 

J^hfQte.  Faith  some  hundred  books  in  folio  1 
have 
Turned  over,  to  better  my  own  knowledge ; 
But  that  is  nothio^  for  a  student. 

fiomi.  Or  a  stationer,  they  turn  them  over  too^ 
But  not  as  you  do^  gentle  master  Throate. 
And  what  ?  the  law  speaks  profit,  does  it  not  ? 

Tkroate,  Faith  some  bad  angds  haont  us  now 
and  then ; 
But  what  broodit  you  hither? 

Boui,  Why  these  small  legs. 

Throate,  You  are  conceited,  sir. 

Botif .  I  am  in  law, 
But  let  that  go^  and  tell  me  bow  you  do  ? 
How  does  Will  Small-shanksy   and  his  lovely 
bride? 

Throate.   In   troth  you  maka  me  blush;  I 
should  have  ask'd 
His  health  of  you,  but  'tis  not  yet  too  late. 

Bout,  Nay,  good  Mr  Throate,  forbear  your 
'^  qaillets  now, 

Throate,  By  heaven  I  deal  most  plain !  I  saw 
him  not, 
Since  last  I  took  his  mortgage. 

Bout.  Sir,  be  not  nice. 
Yet  I  must  needs  herein  commend  your  love, 
To  let  me  see  him;  for  know,  I  know  him  wed. 
And  that  be  stole  away  Sommerfield*s  heir ; 
Therefore  suspect  me  not,  I  am  his  friend. 

Throate.  How!  wed  to  rich  Sommerfield's 
only  httr  I 
Is  old  Sommerfield  dead? 

Bout.  Do  you  make  it  strange? 

Tkroate.  By  heaven  I  know  it  net! 

Bout.  Then  am  I  grieved 
I  spake  so  much ;  but  that  I  know  von  love  him, 
I  should  intrant  your  secresy,  sir ;  fare  yon  well. 
*  Throute.  Nay,  good  sir,  stay;  if  aught  yon 

can  disclose 
Of  master  Small-shanks  good,  let  me  partake, 
And  make  me  ijlad  in  knowiag  his  good  hap. 


Bout.  You  much  indear  him,  sir;  and  from 
your  love, 
I  dare  presume  you  make  yourself  a  fortune. 
If  his  mir  hopes  proceed. 

Throate.  Say  on,  good  sir. 

Bout,  You  will  be  secret? 

Throate.  Or  be  my  tongue  lotn  out! 

Boat  ■"  '       " 

He 


\out.  Measure  for  a  lawver ;  but  to  the  point, 
has  stole  Sommerfield^s  heir,  hither  brii^ 


her, 


As  to  a  man  on  whom  be  may  rely 

His  life  and  fortunes :  vou  hath  he  named 

Already  for  the  steward  of  his  hods. 

To  keep  hb  courts^  and  to  collect  his  rent; 

To  lei  out  leases,  and  to  raise  his  fine^ 

Nothing  that  may  or  love  or  profit  bnng, 

Butyou  are  named  the  man. 

Throate.  I  am  his  shve. 
And  bound  unto  his  noble  curtesy,] 
Even  with  my  hie;  I  ever  said  he  would  thrive, 
And  I  protest  I  kept  his  forfeit  mortgage. 
To  let  him  know  what  'tis  to  live  in  want. 

Bout.  I  think  no  less;  one  word  more  in  pri] 
vale. 

Con.  Good  master  Dash,  shall  I  put  you  now 
acaae? 

Da»K  Speak  on,  good  master  Page. 

Con.  Then  thus  it  ist 
Suppose  I  am  a  {wge,  he  is  my  master. 
My  master  goes  to  bed,  and  cannot  tell 
What  money's  in  his  hose,  I,  ere  neit  d»r, 
Havo  fi&ch*d  oat  some ;  what  action  lies  tor  this? 

Dath^  An  action,  boy,  cali'd  firkiog  the  poa- 
leriors. 
With  us  vour  action  seldom  comes  in  question : 
For  that 'tis  known,  that  most  of  your  gallants 
Are  seklom  so  well  stored,  that  they  forget 
What  money's  in  their  hose ;  but  if  they  have^ 
There  is  no  other  help  than  swear  the  Pag^ 
And  put  him  to  his  oath. 

Cm.  Then  fecks-4aw ; 
Dost  think  he  that  has  eodieieilce  to  steal^ 
Has  not  a  conscience  likewise  to  deny? 
Then  hang  him  op  i'faith. 
,     Bout.  I  must  meet  him. 
*     Throate.  Commend  me  to  them;  come  when 

they  will. 
My  doors  stand  open,  and  all  within  b  theirs; 
And  though  Ram-AUey  stinks  with  cooks,  and 

ale, 
Vet  say  there's  manv  a  worthy  lawyer*s  chamber, 
Bttts  upon  Bam-AJley.    1  have  still  an  open 

throat. 
If  au^ht  I  have  which  may  procure  his  good. 
Bid  him  commandy  aye,  though  it  be  my  blood. 

[Exeunt^ 


'^  QmUeit^i.  e.  subtnties.    So,  in  Every  Woman  in  her  Humour^  160S,  Sign.  11  4:   '^  —  he  has  hit 
,pois  and  bis  csdipok,  bis  times  and  bis  tricks,  his  quirks,  and  hii  quiUU^  Sec,*' 

Eupheus,  1581,  p.  56. :     **  —  Act  only  the  qairki  and  fuidditm  of  the  logtcbUn,  but  also,  ftc^" 
See  ako  Mr  Steevem*!  Note  on  Hoyh/cI,  A.  d.  S.  1. 


^ 


RAM-ALLEY;  OR, 


[BARRt. 


ACTIL 


SCENE  I. 


Enter  Oliver  Smali^shanks,  Thomas  Small- 
shaves. 

OU^  Small-th.  Is  this  the  place  you  were  ap- 
pointed to  meet  him  ? 

T.  SmaU-sh.  So  Boutdier  sent  me  word. 

O.  SmaU-sh.  I  find  it  true, 
That  wine,  good  news,  and  a  young  wholesome 

wench, 
Cheer  up  an  old  man's  blood ;  I  tell  thee,  boy, 
I  am  right  hearty  glad  to  hear  thy  brother 
Hath  got  so  great  an  heir ;  now  were  mmlf 
So  well  bestow'd,  I  should  rejoice  i*faith. 

21  &nali^ilL  I  hope  you  shall  do  well. 

O.  Small' th.  No  doubt,  no  doubt; 
Ab,  sirrah !  has  be  borne  the  wench  away ! 
My  son  i*fiaith,  my  yery  son  iTaith ! 
y/htn  I  was  young,  and  had  an  able  back, 
And  wore  the  brissel  on  my  upper  lid, 
In  eood  decorum  I  had  as  good  conyeyance, 
And  could  haye  ferk'd,  and   ferk'd  y'away  a 

wendi. 
As  soon  as  e'er  a  man  aliye;  tut,  boy, 
I  had  my  winks,  my  bedis,  treads  on  the  toe. 
Wrings  by  the  fingers,  smiles,  and  other  quirks, 
No  couruer  like  me;  your  courtiers  all  are  fools. 
To  that  which  I  could  do.    I  could  haye  done  i^ 

boy, 
£yen  to  a  hair,  and  that  some  ladies  know. 

T.  SmaU-sh,  Sir,  I  am  glad  this  match  may  re- 
concile 
Your  loye  unto  my  brother. 

O.  Smallrsh.  ^is  more  than  so. 
rU  seem  ofiended  still,  though  I  am  glad. 

Enter  William  Small-shanes^   Frances, 
IBbabp  booted^ 

ITas  got  rich  Sommerfield*s  heir. 

W.  SmaUrsh,  Come,  wench  of  gold. 
For  thou  thalt  get  me  gold,  besides  odd  ends 
Of  silyer :  well  purchase  house  and  land 
By  thy  bare  settings,  wench,  by  thy  bare  gettings. 
How  say'st,  lieutenant  Beard ;  does  she  not  look 
Like  a  wench  newly  stole  fn>m  a  window } 

Beard,  Exceeding  well  she  carries  it,  by  Joye; 
And  if  she  can  forbear  her  rampant  tricks. 
And  but  hold  dose  a  while,  'twill  take,  by  Mars. 

Tirances,  How  now,  you  sjaye?   my  rampant 
tricks,  you  rogue ! 
Kny,  fear  not  me:  my  only  fear  is  still. 
Thy  filthy  face  betrays  us;  for  all  men  know, 
Thy  note  stands  compass  like  a  bow. 


Which  is  three  quarters  drawn;  thy  head| 

Which  is  with  greasy  hair  o'er-spr^. 

And  being  uncurl'd,  and  black  as  coal, 

Doth  shew  some  scullion,  in  a  bole, 

B^ot  thee  on  a  gipsey,  or 

Thy  mother  was  some  collier's  whore : 

My  rampant  tricks^  you  rogue !  thou't  be  de^ 

scry'd 
Before  our  plot  be  ended. 

W.  Smalfsh.  What  should  descry  him, 
Unless  it  be  his  nose?  and  as  for  that. 
Thou  may'st  protest  he  was  thy  father's  butler, 
And  for  thy  loye  is  likewise  run  away; 
Nay,  sweet  lieutenant,  now  forbear  to  pufl^ 
And  let  the  brissels  of  diy  beard  grow  downward^ 
Reyerenoe  my  punk,  and  pandariae  a  little; 
There's  many  of  thy  rank  that  do  profess  i^ 
Yet  hold  it  no  disparagement 

Beard.  I  shall  do^ 
What  fits  ao  honest  man. 

W.  SmaU-sh.  Why,  that's  enough : 
'Foot,  my  father,  and  the  goose  my  brother, 
Back  you  two. 

Beard.  Back? 

W.  SmaU-sh.  Retire,  sweet  lieutenant. 
And  come  not  on  till  I  shall  waye  you  on. 

0.  SmaU-sh.  Is  not  that  he? 

T.  SmaU-sh.  Tis  he. 

0.  SmaUrsk.  But  wbere's  the— 

W.  SmaU-sh.  It  shall  be  so^  Fll  cheat  him, 
that's  flat. 

0.  SmaU-sh.  You  are  well  met,  know  ye  me^ 
good  sir. 
Belike  you  think  I  haye  no  eyes,  no  ears. 
No  nose  to  smell,  and  wind  out  all  your  tricks, 
You'ye  stole  sir  Sommerfield's  heir,  nay  we  can 

find 
Your  wildest  parts,  your  turnings  and  retomsi 
''  Your  traces,  squats,  the  mussers^  forms,  and 

holes 
You  young  men  use,  if  once  our  sagest  wits 
Be  set  a  hunting;  are  you  now  crept  forth, 
Haye  you  hid  your  head  within  a  suburb  bole 
All  this  while,  and  are  you  now  crept  forth  ? 

W.  SmaU-sh,  Tis  a  stark  lye. 

0, SmaU-sh.  How? 

W.  SmaUrsh.  Who  told  you  so  did  lye; 
'Foot !  a  gentleman  cannot  leaye  the  city 
And  keep  the  suburbs  to  take  a  little  physic^       * 
But  strait  some  slaye  will  say  he  hides  ms  head; 
I  hide  my  head  within  a  suburb  hole ! 
I  could  haye  holes  at  court  to  bid^  my  head. 
Were  I  but  so  dbposed. 


'^  Ymtr  traces,  &c— Terms  of  tbf  chiice. 
V  to  bide,  cooceali  &c. 


Mussers  are  Kiding  heUs^  or  l,urking  plaem :  from  tlit  Fr. 
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O.  Smail-ih.  Thou  varlet  knave,   • 
Th'ast  stolen  away  sir  John  Somiserfield's  heir ; 
But  never  look  for  countenance  from  me. 
Carry  her  whither  thou  wilt. 

W*  Smali'Sh,  Father,  father, 
Heart,  will  you  undo  your  posterity  ? 
Will  you,  sir,  undo  your  posterity  ? 
I  can  but  kill  my  brother,  then  hang  myself, 
AacI  where  is  tlien  yoi^  house  ?    Make  me  not 

despair, 
Toot,  DOW  I  have  got  a  wench,  worth  by  the 

year 
Two  thousand  pound,  and  upwards,*to  cross  my 

hopes. 
Would  e'er  a  clown  in  Christendom  do't  but  you  ? 

T.  Small'th,  Good  father,  let  him  leave  this 
thundering. 
And  give  him  grace. 

W.Small-th.  Why  law,  my  brother  knows" 
Reason,  and  what  an  honest  man  should  do* 

O.  Smallrih,  Well,  where's  your  wife? 

W,  Small-sh,  She's  coniing  here  behind. 

O.  Smali-th,  m  give  her  somewhat,  though  I 
love  not  thee. 

W>  Smallish,  My  father,  right,  I  knew  you 
could  not  hold 
Out  long  with  a  woman ;  but  give  something 
Worthy  ^our  gift,  and  her  acceptance,  father : 
This  cbam  were  excellent  by  this  good  light. 
She  shall  give  you  as  good,  if  once  her  lands 

Enter  Fravcbs  and  Beaed. 

Come  to  my  fingering. 

0.  SmaUrih.  Peace,  knave !    what's  she  your 
wife  ? 

W.  Small'$h,  That  shall  be,  sir. 

O.  SmaU-sh,  And  ghat's  he  ? 

W.  SmaU-sh,  My  man. 

O.  SmaUrth.  A  ruffian  knave  he  is. 

W'  Sma{l-sh,  A  ru6^an,  sir ! 
By  heaven !  as  '^  tall  u  man  as  ere  drew  sword, 
Not  b^ing  counted  of  the  damned  crew. 
He  was  l^r  father's  butler,  his  name  is  Beard ; 
Off  with  your  mask,  now  shall  jr^u  find  me  true, 
And  that  I  am.a  son  unto  a  knight: 
This  my  father. 

0.  SmaU-$h.  I  am  indeed,  fair  maid; 
My  stile  is  knight :  come,  let  mo  kiss  your  lips. 

W.  Smali-th*  That  kiss  shall  cost  your  cham. 

Q.  SmaU-th.  It  smacks  iTaith, 
I  most  commend  your  choice. 


Frances.  Sir,  I  have  given 
A  larger  venture  than  true  modesty 
Will  well  allow,  or  your  more  graver  wit 
Commend. 

W,  Small'Sh.  I  dare  be  sworn  she  has. 

0.  SmaU-th,  Not  so. 
The  foolish  knave  has  been  accounted  wild, 
And  so  have  I ;  but  I  am  now  come  home. 
And  so  will  he. 

Frances,  I  must  beliei^e  it  now. 

W.  Smalirsh.  Beg  his  chain,  wench. 

Beard*  Will  you  cheat  your  father  ? 

W.  SmaUrsh.  Ay,  b;^  this  light  will  I. 

0«  Smallish,  Nay,  sigh  noL 
For  you  shall  find  him  loving,  and  me  thankful : 
And  were  it  not  a  scandal  to  my  honour^ 
To  be  consenting  to  my  son's  attempt. 
You  should  unto  my  boubc;  mean  while  tak« 

this. 
As  pledge  and  token  of  my  after-love  i 
How  long  since  died  your  father  ? 

W.  Smallrslu  Some  six  weeks  since ; 
We  cannot  stay  to  talk,  for  slaves  pursue, 
I  have  a  house  shall  lodge  us  till  the  priest 
May  make  us  sure. 

O.  Smallrsh,  Well,  sirrah,  love  this  woman, 
And  when  you  are  man  and  wife,  bring  her  to 

me, 
She  shall  be  welcome. 

W,  Small'Sh.  I  humbly  thank  you,  sir. 

0.  Small'sh,  I  must  be  gone,  I  must  a  wooing 
too. 

W.Smallrsh,  Jove  and  Priapus  speed  you! 
you'll  return  ? 

T.  Smallrsh.  Instantly. 

Exeunt  Sir  Oliver  and  Thomas  Small- shanks* 

W.  Small-sh,  Why  this  came  cleanly  off, 
Give  me  the  chain,  you  little  cockatrice ; 
Why  this  was  luck:  Yoot !  four  hundred  crowns. 
Gut  at  a  clap !  hold  still  your  own,  you  whore, 
And  we  shall  thrive. 

Beard,  'Twas  bravely  fetcht  about. 

W*  Smallrsh,   Ay,  when  will  your  nose  and 
beafd  perform  as  mucfi  ? 

Frances,  I  am  glad  he  is  gone,  he  put  me  to 
the  blush, 
When  hQ  did  ask  me  of  rich  Sommerfield's  death. 

W.  Small-sh,  And  took  not  I  my  Q  ?  was't  not 
good? 
Did  I  not  bring  you  off,  you  arrant  drab, 
■^  Without  acounter-btto !  look  who  comes  here. 


'♦  M  taU  a  man— i.  e.  as  brave  a  man.  . 

"  Without  a  counter-bufff^l  imagine  an  allusioll  is  here  Intended  to  the  iuff  coats  of  the  Seg«ao» 
Mongifif  to  the  Counter. 

VOL.  II.  2  P 


RAM-ALLEY;  OR, 


[Barey. 
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'^  And  three  merry  men,  and  thru  merry  men, 
And  three  merry  men  be  ae*a. 

Enter  Boutcheb  and  Const antia. 

Bout,  Still  in  this  vein!    I  have  done  joa 
service, 
The  lawyer*8  house  will  give  you  entertainment, 
Bountiful  and  free. 

PF.  Smail'sh,  O  my  second  self! 
Come,  let  me  buss  thy  beard,  we  are  all  made : 
Why  art  so  melancholy,  dost  want  money  ? 
Look,  here*s  gold,  and  as  we  pass  along 
I'll  tell  thee  how  I  got  it;  not  a  word. 
But  that  she's  Sommerfield*s  heir,  my  brother 
Swallows  it  with  more  ease  than  a  Dutchman 
Does  '^  flap-dragons :  be  comes  now  to  my  law- 
yen. 

Enter  Thomas  Sm all-shakks. 

Kiss  my  wife,  good  brother;  she  is  a  wendi 
Was  bom  to  make  us  all. 

T.  SmaO-sh.  I  hope  no  less ; 
You  are  welcome,  sister,  into  these  our  parts, 
As  I  may  say. 

Frances,  Thanks,  gentle  brother. 

W.  Smallr$h,  Come  now  to  Ram-alley.    There 
shalt  thou  lie, 
Till  I  provide  a  priest. 

Bout,  O  villany ! 
I  think  he  will  gull  his  whole  generation ; 
I  must  make  one,  since  'tis  so  well  begun, 
I'll  not  forsake  him^  till  his  hopes  be  won. 

[Exeunt, 

Enter  Throats  and  two  Citizens. 

Throate,  Then  you're  friends  ? 
Both,  We  are,  so  please  your  worship. 
Throate,  Hjs  well,  I  am'glad,  keep  your  mo- 
ney, for  law 
Is  like  a  butier^s  box :  while  yon  two  strive, 
That  picks  up  all  your  money,  you  are  friends. 
Both,  We  are  so,  please  you,  both  perfect 

friends. 
Throate,  Why  so. 
Now  to  the  next  tap>hoQsc,  there  drink  down 

this. 
And  by  the  operation  of  the  third  pot, 
ijuarrel  again,  and  eome  to  me  for  law : 
J  are  you  well. 

Jiolh,  The  gods  conserve  your  wisdom. 

[Exeunt  Cititeruk  I 


Throate,  Why  so :  there  are  tricks  of  die  long 
fiAeens, 
To  give  counsel,  and  to  take  fees  on  bo»h  sides ; 
To  make  'em  friends,  and  then  to  laugh  at  them ; 
Why  this  thrives  well,  this  is  a  common  trick ; 
When  men  have  spent  a  deal  of  money  in  law. 
Then  lawyers  make  them  friends  :  I  have  a  trick 
To  eo  beyond  all  these;  if  Small-shanks  come 
And  bring  rich  Sommerfleld's  heir,~I  say  no 

more; 
Bat  'tis  within  this  '*  sconce  to  go  beyond  them. 

Enter  Dash. 

Dash,   Here  are  gentlemen  in  haste  would 

speak  with  you. 
Throate,  What  are  the?? 
Dash.  1  cannot  know  them,  sir, 
They  are  so  wrapt  in  cloaks. 
Throate,  Have  they  a  woman  ? 
Dash,  Yes,  sir;  but  she's  mask'd,  and  in  her 

riding-suit. 
Throate,  Go,  make  haste,  bring  them  up  with 
reverence : 
Oh,  are  they  i'faith?  h*as  brought  the  wealthy 

heir: 
These  stools  and  cushions  stand  not  handsomely.^ 

UnierWlLLIAM  SmaLL-SH AK K8,B0I7 tcher,Tho-' 

MAS  Small-sbanks,  Fbakces,  and  Beaed» 

IT.  5ma//-«^.  Bless  thee,  Thraate. 
Throate,  Master  SmtriUshanks,  welcome. 
W,  SmalUsh,  Welcome,  love ;  kiss  this  gentle- 
woman, Throate. 
Throate,  Your  worship  shall  command  me. 
W.  Small'sh,  Art  not  weary  ^ 
Bout,  Can  you  blame  her,  since  she  has  rid  so- 
hard? 
Throate.  You  are  welcome,  gentlemen^— Dash ^ 
Dash,  Sir. 

Throate,  A  fire  tn  the  great  chamber,  quickly* 
W,  Small-sh,  Ay,  that*s  well  said,  we  are  aU 
most  weary : 
But,  master  Throate,  if  any  come  to  inquire 
For  me,  my  brother,  or  this  gentlewoman. 
We  are  not  here,  Dor  have  you  heard  of  us. 
Throate.  Not  a  word,  sir;  here  you  are  a» 
safe 
As  in  your  father's  house. 

T,  Small'Sh,  And  he  shall  thank  you. 
W,SmaUrsh,  Th'art  not  merry,  lore;   good; 
master  lliroate^ 


'«  And  three  merry  wen,  &c.^Tbete  lines  are  the  condoiion  of  madV  old  snrigs.  Seteral  inttancev 
are  produced  by  M»  Stcevens,  Sir  John  Hawkins,  and  Mr  Tyrrwbit,  in  ^Uclr  Notes  on  Twelfth  Nighty 
A,  *.  S  S, 

Again,  in  TAiugh  and  He  dinfuu,  16^)5,  Sign.  K  4 :— ««  He  plaied  tacb  a  song  of  the  three  merry  mea,  (bat 
had  the  dittie  brene  lo  a  strange  language,  I  should  have  been  puzzled  in  the  musick.'* 

''  Flajh-dragons  t^Stt  Note  75  lo  The  Honest  Whore^  Vol.  1.  p.  555. 

»»  iir-«^— 1  .  k*.j     See  Mote  90  to  Gammer  Gurtm*s  NudU,  Vol.  I.  p.  ISir 


*c#»c#— I.  c.  head. 
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Bid  this  gentlewoman  welcome :  she  is  one 
Of  whom  yoQ  may  receive  some  courtesy 
In  time. 

nroate.  She  is  most  hearty  welcome ; 
Wilt  please  you  walk  into  another  room, 
Where  is  both  bed  and  fire  ? 

W.  Small  th.  Ay,  ay,  that,  that; 
Good  brother  lead  her  in ;  master  Throate  and  1 
Will  follow  instantly ;  now,  master  Throate, 
[Exeunt  Thomas  Small-shanks,  Frances, 
and  Bears. 
It  rests  within  your  power  to  pleasure  me  : 
Know  that  this  same  is  sir  John  Sommerfield's 

heir;  . 
Now  if  she  chance  to  question  what  I  am, 
Say  son  unto  a  lord :  1  pray  thee  tell  her 
I  have  a  world  of  land,  and  stand  in  hope 
To  be  created  baron ;  for  I  protest 
I  was  constrained  to  swear  it  forty  times, 
And  yet  sheMI  scarce  believe  me. 

Throate,  Pauca  tapienti : 
Let  me  alone  to  set  you  out  in  length 
And  breadth. 

W.  Small-ih.  I  pr'ythee  do't  effectually : 
Shalt  have  a  quarter  share  by  this  good  light 
lu  all  she  has ;  I  pr'ythee  forget  not 
To  tell  her  the  Small-shanks  have  been  dancers, 
TiUer8,.and  very  ancient  courtiers, 
And  in  request  at  court  since  sir  John  Short-hose 
With  his  long  silk  stockings  was  beheaded : 
Wilt  thou  do  this? 

Tkroate,  Refer  it  to  my  care. 

W.Small'th.    Excellent!    ill  but    shift    my 
boots,  and  then 
Go  seek  a  priest ;  this  night  I  will  be  sure. 
If  we  be  sure,  it  cannot  be  undone ; 
Can  it,  master  Throate  ? 

Throate,  O,  sir,  not  possible : 
You  have  many  precedents  and  book-cases  for*t, 
Be  you  but  sure,  and  then  let  me  alone, 
Vivat  ReXf  currat  Lex,  and  1*11  defend  you. 


W.  Small-th.  Nav,  then,  hang  care,  come  let's  in, 
[Exit  William  Small-shanks.* 

Throate,  A, ha! 
Have  you  stole  her  }fallerefaUentemnon  est f  rout. 
It  shall  go  hard  but  I  will  strip  you,  boy : 
You  stole  the  wench,  but  I  must  her  enjoy.  [Exit, 

Enter  Mistreu  Taffati  and  Adriana,  below. 

Come,  Adriana,  tell  me  what  thou  think'st, 
I  am  tickled  with  conceit  of  marriage, 
And  whom  think'st  thou,  for  me,  the  fittest  hus- 
band? 
What  say'st  thou  to  young  Boutdier  ? 

Adri,  A  pretty  fellow  ; 
But  lliat  bis  back  is  weak. 

Ttf/:  What  dost  thou  say 
To  1  hroate  the  lawyer  ? 

Adri,  I  like  that  well, 
Were  the  rogue  a  lawyer  ?  but  he  is  none, 
He  never  was  of  any  inn-of-court. 
But  inn-of-chancery,  where  he  was  known 
But  only  for  a  swaggering  whifler, 
To  keep  out  rogues  and  prentipes ;  I  saw  him, 
When  he  was  stock'd  for  stealing  the  cook*8  fees. 
A  lawyer  I  could  like ;  for  'tis  a  thing 
Used  by  you  citizens'  wives ;  your  husbands  dead, 
To  get  French  hoods  you  straight  must  lawyers  wed. 

Tuf,  What  say'st   thou   then   to    nimble  sir 
Oliver  Small- shanks? 

Adri*  Faith  he  must  hit  the  hair :  a  fellow  fit 
To  make  a  pretty  cuckold, — take  an  old  man ; 
Tis  now  the  newest  fashion :  better  be 
''  An  old  man's  darling  than  a  young  man's  war- 
ling; 
Take  me  the  old  brisk  knight,  the  fool  is  neb, 
And  will  be  strong  enough  to  father  children. 
Though  not  to  get  them. 

jT^  Tis  true,  be  is  the  man. 
Yet  will  I  ^  bear  some  dozen  more  in  hand. 
And  make  them  all  my  gulls. 

Adru  Mistress,  stand  aside } 


«9  An  old  maa'f  darUng  than  a  young  suDi't  iwir/m^.— Th^i  is  proverbiaL  See  Ray's  Proverh$p  p.  47 
The  Scots  say,  a  young  man's  wonderling.  See  CoUeethn  of  ScoU  Proverbs^  8vo.  U8I,  by  James  Kelly, 
-wbo  observes  It  la  used  as  an  argument  to  induce  a  young  girl  to  marry  ap  old  man, 


*o  Bear  tome  dozen  more  in  hand—To  bear  in  hand  was  a  common  phrase,  signifying  to  keep  in  expectation 

In  Dr  Walter  Pope's  Life  of  Bishop  Seth  Ward,  1(J97,  p.  ll>t.  Is  the  foUowiog  P^^J^g*; 

My  Lord,  I  might  bear  you  in  hand ;  a  western  frasc,  signifying  to  delay  or  keep  i»  expectoHon,  and  feed 


or  dependence. 


7oa  with  promises,  or  at  least  hope*,  that  1  should  cure  you  in  some  competent  time,  &Cc        .       ,  -. 

Fenoor's  Comptert  CommonMceaUh,  p.  47.  •<  —  I  have  leeoe  divers  gentlemen  come  into  prisoii  (after 
they  have  laine  a  fortnight  or  three  weekes  at  some  ef  their  bouses,  at  an  eicesslve  rate)  without  either 
cloake,  sword,  or  hat,  which  the  Seijeants  ha^e  go^  from  them,  onely  (Mrtfi^  them  in  hand  that  they  wUl 
get  them  baile." 

Ben  Jomon's  Volponct  A.  1. 8. 1.: 

« still  bearing  them  in  hand, 

Letting  the  cherry  knock  against  their  lips, 
And  draw  it  by  their  months,  and  back  again.** 

The  phrase  frequently  occurs  Ui  Shakespeare. 
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Enter  Boutcheb  and  Cokstantia. 
Young  Boutcher  comes ;  let  me  alone  to  touch 
hinu 

Bout,  This  is  the  house. 

Con,  And  that's  the  chamber«maid. 

Bout,  Where's  the  widow,  gentle  Adriana? 

AdrL  The  widow,  sir,  is  not  to  be  spoken  to. 

Bout.  Not  spoke  to?    I  must  speal  with  her. 

AdrL  Must  you  ? 
Come  jrou  with  autliority,  or  do  you  come 
To  sue  her  with  a  warrant,  that  you  must  speak 
with  her?  ' 

Bout,  I  would  intrcat  it. 

Adri,  O  you  would  in  treat  it  ?  , 

May  not  I  serve  your  turn  ?  may  not  I  unfold 
Your  secrets  to  my   mistress?    Lore   is  your 
suit? 

Bout,  It  is,  fair  creature. 

Adri,  And  why  did  yon  fall  off 
When  you  perceived  my  mistress  was  so  coming? 
D'you  think  she  is  still  the  same  ? 

Bout,  I  do. 
.   Adri.  Why  so  ! 

I  took  you  for  a  novice :.  and  I  most  think 
You  know  not  yet  the  inwards  of  a  woman ; 
Do  ^ou  not  know  that  women  are  like  fish, 
Which  must  be  struck  when  they  are  prone  to 

bite. 
Or  all  your  labour's  lost?  but,  sir,  walk  here. 
And  ril  inform  my  mistress  your  desires.   [Exit, 

Con,  Master. 

Bout.  Boy. 

Con.  Come  not  you  for  love  ? 

Bout,  I  do,  boy. 

Con,  And  you  would  have  the  widow? 

Bout,  1  would. 

Con,  By  Jove, 
1  never  saw  one  go  about  his  business 
More  untowardly  :  why,  sir,  do  not  you  know. 
That  he  which  would  be  "  inward  with  the  mis- 
tress, 
Must  make  a  way  first  through  the  waiting-maid? 
If  you'll  know  the  widow's  affections. 
Feel  first  the  waiting-gentlewoman ;  do  It,  master; 
8ome  half  a  dozen  kisses  were  not  lost 
Upon  this  gentlewoman ;  for  you  must  know, 
Tlicse  waitinp-raaids  are  io  their  miiitresses 
Like  porches  unto  doors ;  you  pass  the  one. 
Before  you  can  have  entrance  at  the  other. 
Or  like  your  mustard  to  your  piece  of  brawn, 
If  youMl  have  one  taste  well,  you  must  not  scorn 
To  be  dipping  in  the  other;  I  tell  you,  master, 
Tis  not  a  few  men's  tales,  which  they  prefer 
Unto  their  mistresses  in  compass  of  a  year; 
Be  rul'd  by  me,  untruss  yourself  to  her. 
Out  with  all  voUr  love-sick  thoughts  to  her; 
Kiss  her,  and  give  her  an  angel  to  buy  pins. 


And  this  shall  sooner  win  her  mistress*  love^ 
Than  all  your  protestations,  sighs^  and  tears. 

Enter  Taffata  and  Aoriaka. 

Here  they  come :  to  her  boldly,  master ; 
Do,  but  dally  not;  that's  the  widow's  phrase. 

JBout,  Most  worthy  fair,  such  is  the  power  of 
love, 
That  now  I  come  t'accept  your  proffer'd  grace ; 
And  with  submissive  thoughts  t  entreat  a  pardon 
For  my  so  gross  neglect. 

Taf,  There's  no  offence; 
My  mind  is  changed. 

Adri,  I  told  you  as  much  before. 

Con,  With  a  hey  pass,  with  a  repass. 

Bout,  Dearest  of  women. 
The  constant  virtue  of  your  nobler  mind. 
Speaks  io  your  looks :  nor  can  you  entertain 
fiioth  love  and  hate  at  ouce. 

Taf,  Tis  all  in  vain. 

Adri,  You  strive  against  the  stream. 

Con.  Fee  the  waiting-maid,  master. 

Bout,  Stand  thou  propitious;  indear  me  to 
my  love. 

[BovTCUER  gives  Adriana  hU  Purse  secretly, 

Adri,  pear  mistress,  turn  to  this  gentleman  ; 
I  protest, 
t  have  some  feeling  of  his  constant  love ; 
Cast  him  not  away ;  try  his  love. 

Taf,  Why,  sir. 
With  what  audacious  front  can  you  intreat 
To  enjoy  my  love,  which  yet  not  two  h^urs  shure 
You  scornfully  refused? 

Con,  Well  fare  the  waiiing-maid. 

Bout,  My  fate  corapell'd  me ;  but  now  farewell 
fond  fear. 
My  soul,  my  life,  my  lands,  and  reputation, 
ril  hazard  all,  and  prize  them  all  beneath  thee. 

Taf,  Which  X  shall  put  to  trial;  lend  me  thy 
ear. 

Adri.  Can  you  love,  boy  ? 

Con.  Yes. 

Adri,  What  ?  or  whom  ? 

Con.  My  victuals. 

Adri,  A  pretty  kna^e,  i'faith  !  come  home  to- 
night, 
Shalt  have  a  posset  and  candied  eringoes. 
A  bed  if  need  be  too,  I  love  a'life 
To  play  with  such  baboons  as  thou. 

Con.  Indeed ! 
But  dost  thou  think  the  widow  will  have  mr 
master  ? 

Adri,  111  tell  thee  then;  wo't  come? 

Con,  I  will. 
■ .  Adri,  Remember ! 

Taf,  Will  YOU  perform  so  much  ? 

Bout.  Or  lose  my  blood. 

Taf.  Make  him  subscribe  it ;  and  then  I  row, 


*»  Jweonf— See  Note  S08  to  The  Spanish  Tra^edfy,  Vol.  I,  p.  514« 
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By  sacred  Vesta's  ever  bidlowed  Are, 
To  take  thee  to  iny  bed. 

B9Ut.  Till  then,  farewell. 

Tqf,  He's  worthy  love  whose  viKues  most  excel. 

AdrL  Remember !  what,  is't  a  outtch  betwixt 
you,  mistress  ? 

[Exeunt  Boutcheb  imd  Constantia. 
ave  set  the  fool  in  hope ;  h*as  under- 
took 
To  rid  roe  of  that  fleshly  Captain  Face ; 
Which  'Swears  in  taverns,  and  all  ordinaries, 
I  am  his  lawful  wife :  he  shall  allay 
The  fury  of  the  captain,  and  I  secure, 
Will  laugh  at  the  disgrace  they  both  endure. 

[Exemnt 

Enter  Throate  and  Frances. 

^      Throate,  Open  your  case,  and  I  shall  soon  re- 
solve you. 

Fran.  But  wdl  yon  do  it  truly  ? 

ThratUe*  As  I  am  honest 

Fran.  This  gentleman  whom  I  so  ratich  affect, 
I  scarce  yet  do  know ;  so  blind  is  love 
In  things  which  most  concerqs  it.  As  you're  ho- 
nest, 
Tell  me  his  birA,  his  state,  and  farthest  hopes. 

Throate.  Ue  is  my  friend,  and  I  will  speak  hidi 
^ly; 
He  b  by  birth  son  to  a  foolish  knight, 
His  present  state,  I  think,  will  be  the  prison, 
And  farthest  hope  to  be  bail'd  out  again 
By  sale  of  all  your  land. 

Fran.  O  me  accursed ! 
Has  he  no  credit,  lands,  and  manors? 

Throate.  That  land  he  has,  lies  in  a  fur 
church-yard ; 
And  for  his  manners,  they  are  so  rude  and  vile. 
That  scarce  an  honest  man  wilt  keep  him  com- 
pany. 

Fran.  I  am  al^josed,  coetetied,  and  deceived. 

Throate.  Why,  that's  bis  occupation ;  he  will 
cheat 
In  a  cloak  lined  with  velvet;  he  wiU  prate 
Faster  than  five  barbers  andti  tailor; 
Lie  faster  than  ten  city  occupiers, 
Orcooning  tradesmen;  goes  a  trust 
In  every  tavern,  where  h'as  spent  a  fagot ; 
Swears  love  to  every  whore,  squires  bawds. 
And  takes  up  houses  for  them  as  their  husbands : 
He  is  a  man  I  love,  and  have  done  much 
To  bring  him  to  preferment. 

Fran.  Is  there  no  trust,  no  honesty  in  men  ? 


Throate.  Faith,  some  there  i^ 
And  'tis  all  in  the  hands  of  us  lawyers 
And  women ;  and  those  women*  which  have  it 
Keep  their  honesty  so  clobe,  that  not  one 
Amongst  a  hundred  is  perceived  to  have  it. 

Fran.  Good  sir,  may  I  not  by  law  forsake  him. 
And  wed  another,  though  my  word  be  pi^it 
To  be  his  wife  ? 

Tliroate,  O  questionless  you  may ! 
You  have  many  precedents  and  book-cases  fbf't; 
Nay,  though  you  were  married  by  a  book-case 
Of  idiUe$wto  iexcentesmo,  &c. 
You  may  forsake  your  husband,  and  wed  another. 
Provided  that  some  fault  be  in  the  husbaad. 
As  none  of  them  are  clear. 

Fran.  I  am  resolved. 
I  will  not  wed  him,  though  I  beg  my  bread. 

Throate.  All  that  I  have  is  yours; and  were  I 
worthy 
To  be  your  husband—— 

Fran.  I  thank  yon,  sir; 
I  will  rather  wed  a  most  perfidious  Red>dMmk8, 
A  noted  Jew,  or  some  mechanic  slave. 
Than  let  him  joy  my  sheets. 

Throate,  He  comes,  he  comes.* 

Enter  Willtam  Smabl-shanks,  Bo^ycbbr^ 
Thomas  Small-shanks,  Beard. 

W.  SmaU-ih.  Now,  my  virago^  'tis  done,  alFi 
cock-sure. 
I  have  a  priest  will  mumble  up  a  marriage. 
Without  bell,  book,  or  candle ;  a  nimble  slsve. 
An  honest  Welshman,  that  was  a  tailor. 
But  now  is  made  a  curate. 

Beard,  Nay,  you're  fitted. 

Bout.  Now,  master  Throate. 

T.  Smallish.  Where's  your  spirit,  sister? 

W.  SniaU-ih.  What,  all  amort  ?^^  whafs  the 
matter?  do  you  hear? 

Bott^  What's  the  reason  of  this  melancholy? 

Throate.  By  heaven  I  know  not ! 

W.  Small-tL  Has  the  gudgeon  bit?^ 

Fran.  He  has  been  nibbling. 

W.  Small'$h.  Hold  him  to  it,  wench, 
And  it  will  hit  by  heaven:  why  art  so  sad? 
'Foot,  wench,  we  will  be  married  to-night, 
We'll  sup  at  the  Mitre,  and  from  thence 
My  brother  and  we  three  will  to  the  &ivoy. 
Which  done,  I  tell  thee,  girl,  we'll  hand  o'er  bead^ 
Go  to  it  pell-mell  for  a  maidenhead ; 
Come,  you  are  lusty,  you  wenches  are  like  bells, 


*^  ITJUtf ,  an  amort  ?— iU  anMtt  here,  and  In  ether  places,  ii^ifies  meUmekolji, 
if  Fryer  Bacon,  1680,  Sign.  A  2 : 

**  Shall  he  thus  aK  amort  live  raalecontent  ?" 

Wily  BeguOed,  p.  S5S.    Hawktm*t  Origin  of  the  Drama,  Vol.  III. 

^  Why,  how  now,  Sophos  ?  all  amort  f  stiU  ]ai\gabb  b  love  ?" 
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Yoa  gire  no  muac  till  you  feel  the  dapper; 
Come,  Throftte,  a  torch,  we  must  be  gone. 

Fran.  Servant*  [Exit, 

Beard,  Mistress. 

Fran,  We  are  undone. 
.   Beard,  Now  Jo?e  forfend  !  *' 

Fran,  This  fellow  has  no  land;  and,  which  is 
worse, 
fie  has  no  credit. 

Beard.  How !  are  we  outstript  ? 
Blown  up  by  wit  of  man  ?  let  us  be  gone 
Home  again,  home  again,  our  maniet  now  is 
done. 

Fran,  I'hat  were  too  great  a  scandaL 

Throate,  Most  true, 
Better  to  wed  another  tluin  to  return 
"With  scandal  and  defame :  wed  me  a  man. 
Whose  wealth  may  reconcile  your  mother's  love, 
And  make  the  action  lawful. 

Beard,  But  where's  the  man  ? 
I  hke  your  counsel,  could  you  show  the  roan. 

Throate,  Myself  am  he,  might  I  but  dare  as- 
pire 
Unto  so  high  a  fortune. 

Beard,  Mistress,  take  the  man ; 
Shall  we  be  baffled  with  fair  promises. 
Or  shall  we  trudj^e  like  beggars  back  again  ? 
No,  take  this  wise  and  virtuous  man, 
W^ho,  should  he  lose  his  legs,  his  arms,  his  ears. 
His  nose,  and  all  his  other  members. 
Yet  if  his  tongue  be  left  'twill  get  his  living ; 
Take  me  this  man. 

Throate,  Thanks,  gentle  master  Beard. 


Fran,  Tis  impossible,  this  night  lie  means  to 
wed  me. 

Throate^  If  not  by  law,  we  will  with  power 
prevent  it, 
So  you  but  give  consent. 

Fran,  Let's  hear  the  means. 

Throate,  I'll  muster  up  my  friends,  and  thus  I 
cast  it :  *♦ 
Whilst  tliey  are  busy,  you  and  I  will  hence 
Directly  to  a  chapel,  where  a  priest 
Shall  knit  the  nuptial  knot  ere  they  pursue  ut. 

Beard,  O  rare  invention  ! 

Throate,  I'll  act  my  part; 
He  owes  me  thirteen  pound,  I  sajr  no  more. 
But  there  be  catch-poles:  speak,  is't  a  match? 

Fran,  I  give  my  liking; 

Throate,  Dash. 

Da$h,  Sir. 

Throate,  Get  your  sword. 

[Exeunt  Francis  and  Beard. 
And  me  my  buckler ;  nay,  you  shall  know 
We  are  Tarn  Marti  qudan  Mercurio, 
Bring  my  cloak,  you  shall  thither,  I'll  for  friends^ 
Worship  and  wealth  the  lawyer's  state  attends. 
Dasbywemust  bear  some  brain  :^^  To  Saint  John's- 

street, 
Go,  run,  fly;  and  afar  off  enquire. 
If  that  the  Lady  Sommerfield  be  there, 
If  there,  know  what  news,  and  meet  me  straight 
At  the  Mitrenioor  in  Fleet-street; *^  away: 
^  To  get  rich  wives,  men  must  pot  use  delay.*' 

[Exeunt. 


ACT  in. 


SCENE  L 


Enter  Sir  Oliver  5mall-shanks,  Justice 

TUTCHIN. 

J,  Tutch,  A  huuting.  Sir  Oliver,  and  dry-foot 
too! 

O.  Small'th,  We  old  men  have  our  crotchets, 
our  conundrums, 
Our  figares,  quirks,  and  quibbles, 
As  well  as  youth :  Justice  Tutchin,  I  go 
To  hunt  no  buck,  but  prick  a  lusty  doe, 
I  go  in  truth  a  ^ooing. 

J.  Tutch,  Then  ride  with  me, 
ril  brinj^  yon  to  my  sister  Sommerfield. 


O,  SmaVrsh,  Justice,  not  so,  by  her  there  hangt 

a  tale. 
J.  Tutch,  That's  true  indeed. 
O.  Smail-th,  She  has  a  daughter. 
J,  Tutch,  And  what  of  that  ? 
0.  Small-sh,  I  likewise  have  a  son, 
A  villainous  boy,  his  father  up  and  dowti ; 
What  should  I  say  ?  these  velvet-bearded*boy8 
Will  still  be  doing,  say  what  we  old  men  can. 
J.  Tutch,  And  wKat  of  this.  Sir  Oliver?  be 

plain. 
0.  SmalUih,  A  nimble  spirited  kpave,  the  viK 
lain  boy. 


*'  Forfead— Forbid. 

^  Ca$t  i<— i.  e.  contrive  it.    The  word  U  still  sometimes  used  in  the  same  sense. 

^'  Doikf  we  mutt  bear  a  brain — So,  in  The  Country  Captain^  by  the  Duke  of  Newcastle,  1640,  p.  61. 
**  When  these  wordes  of  command  are  rotten,  we  wiU  sow  some  other  military  seedes;  5^  beare  m  brrnm^ 
aod  memory." 

Again,  the  norse  in  Romeo  and  Julifit,  sayi : 

"  Well,  I  d9  bear  a  brain:* 

See  Mr  Steevens^s  Note  00  tbii  last  passage. 

^  M  the  Mitre-door  in  Fleet-ttreet^Ftom  this  line  it  seems  as  if  the  Mitre  Tavern  had  been  removed 
lirom  Cheapside  to  where  it  now  stands. 
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Has  one  trick  of  his  sire,  has  got  the  wench, 
Stolen  your  rich  sisler^s  heir. 
J.  Tutch,  Sommerfield's  heir? 
0.  SmaU-sk,  'Has  done  the  deed,  has  pierced 
the  vessel's  head, 
And  knows  by  this  the  vintage. 
J.  Tutch.  When  should  this  be  ? 
0.  Small-th.  As  I  am  by  my  oonnsel  well  inr 
formed, 
This  very  day. 

J.  Tutch.  Tut,  it  cannot  be, 
Some  ten  miles  hence  I  saw  the  maid  last  night. 
0.  Smallrtk,   Maids  may  be  maids  to-night, 
and  not  to-morrow. 
Women  are  free,  and  sell  their  maidenheads. 
As  men  sell  cloth  by  yard  and  handful ; 
But  if  you  chance  to  see  your  sister  widow. 
Comfort  her  tears,  and  say  her  daughter's  match'd 
With  one  that  has  a  knocker  to  his  father, 
An  honest  noble  knight. 

J.  Tutch.  Stand  close,  knight,  close. 
And  mark  this  captain's  humour,  his  name  is  Puff. 
He  dreams  as  he  walks,  and  thinks  no  woman 

Enter  Captain  Puff. 

Sees  him  but  is  in  love  with  him. 

Tuff,  Twere  brave, 
If  some  great  lady  through  a  window  spied  me, 
And  straight  should  love  me ;  say  she  should  send 
Five  thousand  pound  unto  my  lodging, 
And  crave  my  company :  with  that  money 
I  would  make  three  several  cloaks,  and  line  them 
With  black,  crimson,  and   tawny   three  piled 

velvet ; 
I  would  eat  at  Chare's  ordinary,  and  dice 
At  Antony's :  then  would  I  keep  my  whore 
L)  beaten  velvet,  and  have  two  slaves  to  tend  her. 

0.  Small'ih,  Ha,  ha,  ha ! 

Tuff.  What  my  case  of  justices? 
What  are  you  eaves-dropping?  or  do  you  think 
Your  tawny  coats  with  greasy  facings  here 
Shall  carry  it  ?  Sir  Oliver  Small->^anks, 
Know  my  name  is  Puff,  knight;  thee  have  I  sought 
To  fright  thee  from  thy  wits. 

J.  Tatch,  Nay,  good  Sir  Puff, 
We  have  too  many  mad  men  already. 

Fuff,  How  ?  I  tell  thee,  Justice  Tutchin,  not  all 


Thy  bailiffs,  seijeants,  busy  constables, 
Befesants,  warrants,  or  thy  mhtimos^s. 
Shall  save  his  throat  from  cutting,  if  he  presume 
To  woo  the  widow  eclipped  '^  Taffata ; 
She  is  my  wife  by  oath.    Therefore  take  heed, 
Let  me  not  catch  thee  in  the  widow's  house  : 
If  I  do,  I'll  pick'  thy  head  upon  my  sword, 
And  piss  in  thy  very  visnomy ;  beware,  beware. 
Come  there  no  more ;  a  captain's  word 
Flies  not  so  fierce  as  doth  his  fatal  sword. 

[Exit  PCPF. 

0.  Small sh.  How  like  you  this?  shall  we  en- 
dure this  thunder. 
Or  go  no  further  ? 

J.  Tutch.  We  will  on,  Sir  Oliver, 
We  will  on,  let  me  alone  to  touch  him ; 
I  wonder  how  my  spirit  did  forbear 
To  strike  him  on  the  face  :  had  this  been  spoke 
Within  my  liberties,  ha'd  died  for  it. 

He-enter  Captain  Puff. 

O.  SmaU-th.  I  was  about  to  draw. 

Puff,  If  you  come  there, 
Thy  beard  shall  serve  to  stuff  those  balls  by  which 
I  get  me  heat  at  tennis. 

/.  Tutch.  Is  he  gone  ?  [Exit  Puff. 

I  would  he  durst  ha'  stood  to  this  a  while ; 
Well,  I  shall  catch  him  in  a  narrow-room. 
Where  neither  of  us  can  flinch :  if  I  do, 
I'll  make  him  dance  a  trenchmore  *^  to  my  sword : 
Come,  I'll  along  with  you  to  the  widow. 
We  vvill  not  be  out-braved,  take  my  word. 
We'll  not  be  wrong'd  while  I  can  draw  a  sword. 

[Exeunt^ 
Enter  Theoate,  and  other  Gentlemen^ 

Throate,  Let  the  coach  stay  at  Shoe-lane  end ; 
be  ready. 
Let  the  boot  stand  open ;  and  when  she's  io. 
Hurry  towards  Saint  Giles's  in  the  Fields, 
As  if  the  devil  himself  were  waggoner. 
Now  for  an  arm  of  oak,  and  heart  of  steel. 
To  bear  away  the  wench,  to  get  a  wife, 

I  A  gentlewoman,  a  maid,  nay,  which  is  more, 
An  honest  maid,  and,  which  is  most  of  all, 
A  rich  and  honest  maid ;  0  Jove  !  0  Jove  ! 


^  Eclipped--'\.  e.  called. 

^7  A  treuckmore^Trenchmore  Was  a  dao^e,  of  Vrhicb,  (says  Sir  John  Hawkins,  in  his  History  of  Mu- 
sic.  Vol.  IV.  p-  8i>IO  '*  frequent  mention  Is  made  by  our  old  dradktle  writen:  Tbas,  hi  the/stend 
Prnwisi  of  Beaamoot  and  Fletcher,  A.  5.  one  of  the  townsnien  say< : 

*'  All  the  windows  of  the  town  dance  a  new  trenchmore,** 
**  Io  the  TabU  Talk  of  Seldeo,  title  King  of  England^  is  the  following  humorous  passage :  *  The  ceort  of 
Enghind  is  much  altered.  At  a  solemn  dancing,  first,  you  bad  Ibe  grave  measures,  then  (he  corantoes  and 
the  galliardii,  And  ibis  kept  up  with  ceremony ;  and  at  lengb  to  trenchmore  and  the  cushion  dance :  1  ben 
all  the  company  dances,  lord  and  groom,  lady  and  kitchen-maid,  no  distinction  So  in  our  conrt,  in 
Queen  lilizabetb*8  time,  there  has  been  nothing  bat  trenchmore  and  the  cushion  dance,  omnium  gatberum, 
tolly  polly,  boite  cum  toite.'  And  in  the  comedy  of  The  Rehearsal^  the  earth,  sun,  and  moon,  are  made 
to  dance  the  bey  to  the  tune  of  trenchmore.  From  all  which  it  may  be  inferred,  that  the  trenchmore  was 
M I ivcly  movement  " 

The  trenchmore  is  nentioaed  in  The  Ptfgrimy  A.  I.  S.  3. 
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For  a  mao  to  wed  such  a  wife  as  this. 
Is  to  dwell  iu  the  suburbs  of  beafeu. 

1  Gent.  Is  she  so  excjuisite  ? 
Tkroate.  Sir,  she  is  nch. 

And  a  e;reat  heir. 

2  Gent.  Tis  the  more  dnngeroos. 
Throaie,  Dangerous !  Lord,  where  be  those 

gallant  spirits  ? 
The  time  has  been  wbeu  scarce  aa  honest  woman, 
Much  less  a  wench,  cpuld  pass  an  lun-of-court. 
But  some  of  the  fry  would  have  been  doing  ^ 
With  her :  I  knew  the  day  when  Shreds,  a  taiUr, 
Coming  once  late  by  ^  Inn-ofK^hanoerv, 
Was  laid  alun^,  and  muffled  in  his  doak, 
His  wife  took-m,  stitch'd  up,  turnVl  out  again, 
And  he  persuaded  all  was  but  in  jest. 
Tut,  those  brave  boys  are  gone,  these  which  are 

left 
Are  wary  lads,  live  poring  on  their' books. 
And  give  their  linen  to  their  landresses. 
By  tale;  they  now  can  save  their  purses; 
I  knew  when  every  gallant  had  his  man. 
But  now  a  twelvepenny  weekly  landress 
Will  serve  the  turn  to  naif  a  dozen  of  them. 

Enter  Dash. 

Here  comes  my  man ;  what  news  ? 

Dash.  As  you  wouid  wish ; 
The  Lady  Sommerfield  is  come  to  town. 
Her  horses  yet  are  walking,  and  her,  men  say. 
Her  only  daughter  is  conveyed  away, 
No  man  knows  how :  now  to  it,  master, 
You  and  your  seri'ant  Dash  are  made  for  ever, 
If  you  but  stick  to  it  now. 

Throate.  Gentlemen, 
Now  shew  yourselves  at  full,  and  not  a  man 
But  shares  a  fortune  with  me  if  I  speed. 

^ter  William  Small-shanks,  Boutchbr* 
Thomas  Small-shanks,  Frances, anc{ Beard, 
with  a  T^ch, 

1  Gent.  Tut,  fear  not  us,  be  siure  you  run  away, 
And  we*ll  perform  the  quarrel. 

Thfoate.  Stand  close,  they  come. 

W.  Small-sh.  Art  sure  he  will  be  here  ? 

Fran.  Most  sure. 

W.Small-t^.  Beard? 

Beard.  Sir. 

W,  Smallr$h.  Bear   up   the  torcfa^  and  keep 
yoiir  way  apace 
Directly  to  the  Savoy. 

Throatt.  Have  vou  a  licence  ? 
Look  to  that,  brother,  before  yy  marry, 
For  fear  the  parson  lose  his  benefice. 


W.  SmaU-4h.  Tut,  our  curate  craves  no  licence ; 
he  swears 
His  living  came  to  him  by  a  miracle. 
Bout.  How  by  miracle } 
W,  SmaUrth.  Why  he  paid  nothing  for'C; 
He  swears  that  few  be  free  from  simony, 
But  only  Welshmen,  and  those  he  says  too 
Are  but  mountain  priests. 

Bout.  But  hang  him,  fool,  he<]les :  j 
What's  his  reason? 

W.  SmaU-ih.  His  reason  is  this ; 
That  all  their  livings  are  so  rude  and  bare. 
That  not  a  man  will  venture  his  damnation 
By  giving  money  for  them  :  he  does  prbtcsf, 
Tber^  is  but  two  pair  of  hose  and  shoes 
In  all  his  parish. 

First  Uent.  Hold  up  your  light,  sir. 

Beard.  Shall  I  be  tau^t  how  to  advance  my 

.    torch  ? 
W.  Small'Sh.  What's  the  matter,  lieutenapt? 
Second  Gent.  Your  lieutenant's  an  ass. 
Beard.  How  an  ass?  **  die  men  like  dogs? 
W*  Small-th,  Hold,  gentlemen.  t 

Beard.  An  ass  !  an  ass ! 
T.  Smallish.  Hold,  brother,  hold  lieutenant 
Put  up  as  you  are  men,  your  wife  is  gone. 
W.  Smallrsk.  Gone ! 
Bout.  Gone. 
W.  Smali'sh.  How,  which  way  ?  tins  is  some 

plot. 
T.  Small^th.  Down  toward  Fleet-bridge. 
AIL  Follow,  follow,  follow  !  [Exeunt. 

First  Gent.  So'  has  the  wench ;  let  us  pursue 
aloof. 
And  see  the  event ;  this  will  prove  good  mirth. 
When  things  nnshap'd  shall  have  a  perfect  birth, 

[Exit. 

Enter   William  .Smali/-8hanks,   Boutchcr, 
Thomas  Small-shanks,  and  Beard,   their 
Swords  drawn. 

W.  Small'Sh.   Tis  a    thing    impossible  thej 
should  be  gone 
Thus  far,  and  we  not  see  them. 

T,  Smallish.  Upon  my  life, 
They  went  in  by  the  Greyhound,  and  so  strudc 
Into  Bridewell. 

Bout.  What  should  she  make  there  ? 

T.  Small-sh.  Take  water  at  the  dock. 

Beard.  Water  at  dock  ! 
A  fico  for  her  dock,  you'll  not  be^  ruled, 
Vou'U.  still  be  obstinate,  I'll  pawja  my  fate. 
She  took  along  Shoe-lane,  and  so  went  home» 

W. Small-sh.  Uome} 


*'  Die  men  like  ^ogs  ^^Thls  expression  is  used  by  Pistol  in  the  Second  Part  of  HenrtfJV.  A*  2.  S.  ist 


"  Die  mm  like  doge :  give  crowns  like  pins. 
Have  we  not  Uireo  here  ?'* 
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SeartL  A j«»  homt ;  how  oduld  she  chooie  butgo, 
Seeing  so  many  naked  tools  at  once 
]>rawn  in  the  street? 

T.  SmaU^h.  What  scurvy  lack  was  this? 

W.  Small  $h.  Come,  we  will  find  her,  or  we'll 
fire  the  soborbs : 
Pot  op  yonr  tools ;  let's  first  along  Shoe-lane, 
Then  straight  up  Hoi  born ;  if  we  Ind  her  not, 
We'll  thence  direct  to  Tbroate's;  if  she  be  lost, 
I  am  ondooe^  and  all  your  hopes  are  crost 

[Exeunt. 

JEnter  Sir  Olivek  Small^shanks,  Jtatice  Tut- 
2,  CHiNy  ittereM  Tafvata,  Adriana. 

O.  Smatt-th,  Widow,  1  must  be  short 

/.  Tutch.  Sir  Oliver, 
Will  you  shame  yourself  ha?  you  mu9t  be  short. 
Why,  what  a  word  was  that  to  tell  a  widow  ? 

O.  Smallnh,  I  meant  I  must  be  brief. 

J.  TideJL  Why  siEiy  k>  then. 
Yet  thaf  s  almost  as  ill ;  go  to,  speak  on. 

O.  Smallish.  Widow,  1  must  be  brief:  what 
1  '  old  men  do, 

Tb^  must  do  quickly. 

Tqf,  Then,  good  sir,  do  it ; 
Widows  are  sebioin  slow  to  put  men  to  it. 

O.  Small-sh,  And  old  men  know  their  Q's;  my 
love  you  know 
Has  been  protested  long,  and  now  I  come 
To  make  my  latest  tender ;  an  old  grown  oak 
Can  keep  you  from  the  rain,  and  stands  as  fair 
And  portly  as  the  best. 

Taf.  Yet  search  him  well. 
And  we  shall  find  no  pith  or  hearty  timber 
To  underlay  m  building. 

J.  Tutch.  I  would  that  oak 
Had  been  a-fire  e  forward,  good  sir  Oliver, 
Your  oak  is  naudbt :  stick  not  too  much  to  that. 

0.  Small'ih,  u  you  can  like^  you  shall  be  la- 
dyfied, 


live  at  the  court,  and  soon  be  got  with  ciiild ; 
What,  do  you  think  we  old  men  can  do  pothing? 
J.  Tutch,  This  was  somewhat  like. 
0.  Smallrih,  Yon  shall  have  jewels, 
A  baboon,  parrot,  and  ^'  an  lo'.land  dog^ 
And  1  myself  to  bear  you  company. 
Your  jointure  is  five  hundred  pound  by  year, 
Besides  your  plate,  your  chains,  and  household 

stuflT, 
When  envious  fate  shall  change  thb  mortal  life. 
Tqf.  But  shall  I  not  be overcloy'd  with  love? 
Will  yon  not  be  too  busy  ?  shall  I  keep 
My  chamber  by  the  month,  if  I  be  pleased 
To  take  physic,  to  send  for  visitant^ 
To  have  my  maid  read  ^°  Amadit  de  Gaul^ 
Or  Donzel  del  Phabo  to  roe  ?  shall  I  have 
A  coach  of  the  last  edition. 
The  coachman's  seat  a  good  way  from  the  coacby 
That  if  some  other  ladies  and  myself 
Chance  to  calk  bawdy,  he  may  not  over-hear  us? 
0.  SmaUrih.  All  this,  and  more. 
Tqf,  Shall  we  have  two  chambers  ? 
And  will  you  not  presnme  unto  my  bed. 
Till  I  shall  call  you  by  my  waitint;-maid  ? 
0.  Small-th,  Not  I  by  heaven  ! 
Ta/I  And  when  I  send  her. 
Will  you  not  entice  her  to  your  lust. 
Nor  tumble  her  before  you  come  to  me  ? 

Adri,  Nay,  let  him  do  his  worst,  make  your 
match  sure. 
And  fear  not  me ;  I  never  yet  did  fear 
Anv  thing  my  master  could  do  to  me.      [Knock* 

To^.  What  noise  is  that  ?  go  see,  Adriana, 
And  bring  me  word  i  I  am  so  haunted 
With  a  swaggering  captain,  that  swears  God 
bless  us. 

Enter  Adriana. 

3'  Like  a  very  Termagant;  a  rascal  knave. 
That  says  he  wiU  kill  all  men  which  seek  to  wed 
me. 


^9  An  Iceland  dog-^r^  as  it  was  toroetimes  called,  an  Itland^  or  bling. , 
So,  in  The  Quten  of  Corinth,  A.  4.  d.  I  : 

«'  Hang  hair,  like  hemp,  or  like  the  hUng  oirV* 

Masihiger*8  Picture^  A,  b.  8. 1  : 

<« would  I  night  lie 

Like  a  dog  ander  her  table,  and  serve  for  a  footitool, 
So  1  might  have  my  belly  fuU  of  that 
Her  if 2^  cur  refuses." 

^^  JmadUdoGaulj  &c.— Heroes  of  Romance. 
^  "  Like  a  very  Tarmagant^Tarmagant^  or  Temagani,  was,'  as  Dr  Wrcy  observes,  a  Saracen  Deity, 
very  clamorous  and  violent  in  the  old  moralities.    He  is  frequently  dteotioned  and  alluded  to  in  our  an« 
cient  dramas  and  poems.    Bishop  hairs  Satiren  begin  thus : 

'*  Not  ladie*t  wanton  love,  nor  wandering  knight. 

Legend  1  out  in  rhimes  all  richly  dight ; 

Ivor  fright  the  reader  with  the  Pagan  vaunt 

Of  nighty  Hdhound,  and  great  TormagaiaU,^* 

See  also  King  and  nd  King,  A.  4.  and  ItuU  a  Wife  and  have  d  vrffe,  A.  6. 

Again,  lianlet  says,  **  I  would  have  such  a  fellow  whipt  for  o>r  doing  TermagmU.** 

See  Motes  on  this  paflMge»  edit*  1178 :  also  Mr  Warton's  ObservaUons  on  Spenseri  Vol.  IL  p.  9£<L 
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Adri.  O  mistress !  captain  Puff,  half  drunk, 
is  now 
Coming  up  stairs. 

O.  Smallrsh,  O  God !  have  you  no  room 
Beyond  this  chamber  ?  h*as  sworn  to  kill  me, 
And  piss  in  my  very  visiiomv. 

Taf.  What,  are  you 'afraid,  sir  Oliver? 
O.  Smallrsfi  Not  afraid ; 
But  of  all  men  I  love  not  to  meddle  with  a 

drunkard : 
Have  vou  any  room  backwards  ? 
Taj.  None,  sir. 

J.  Tutch,  Is  there  ne*er  a  trunk  or  cupboard 
for  him  ? 
Is  there  ne'er  a  hole  backwards  to  bide  him  in  ? 

Captain  Puff  without. 
I  must  speak  with  her. 

O.  Small'sh.  O  God !  he  comes! 
Adri.  Creep  under  my  mistress's  farthingale, 
knight. 
Thnt's  the  b^t  and  safest  place  in  the  chamber. 
J.  Tutch.  Aye,  there,  there,  that  he  will  ne?er. 

mistrust. 
AdrL  Enter,  knight,  keep  dose,  gather  yourself 
Round  like  a  hedge-hog,  stir  not,  whate'er  you 

hear. 
See,  or  smell,  knight.    God  bless  us!  here  be 
comes. 

Enter  Captain  Puff. 

Bless  thee,  viidow  and  wife. 

l}if.  Sir,  get  you  gone. 
Leave  my  house,  or  I  will  have  you  conjur'd 
With  such  a  spell  you  never  yet  heard  of. 
Have  you  no  other  place  to  vent  your  froth, 
But  in  my  house  ?  is  this  the  fittest  place 
Your  captain-ship  can  find  to  poffin,  ha? 

CPuf.  How?  am  I  not  thy  spouse?  didst 
thou  not  say 
These  arms  should  ^^  clip  thy  naked  body  fast 
Betwixt  two  linen  sheets,  and  be  sole  lord 
Of  all  thy  pewter-work  ?  thy  word  is  past. 
And  know,  that  'man  is  powder,  dust,  and  earth, 
That  shall  once  dare  to  think  thee  for  his  wife. 

Taf.  How  now,  you  slave  ?  One  call  the  con- 
stable. 

C.  Puff.  No  constable  with  all  his  halberdiers 
Dare  once  advance  his  head,  or  peep  up  ,stair8, 
If  1  cry  but.  Keep  down !  have  I  not  liVed 
And  march'd  on  sieged  walls. 

In  thunder,  lightning,  rain,  and  snow, 
And  eke  in  shot  of  powdered  balls. 

Whose  costly  marks  are  yet  to  show, 

T^f'  Captain  Face,  for  my  last  hnsbaud't  sake, 


With  whom  you  were  so  familiarly  acqoiAned, 
I  am  content  tu  wink  at  these  rude  tricks; 
But  hence  !  trouble  me  no  more ;  if  you  do 
I  shall  lay  you  fast,  where  yon  shall  see 
No  sun  or  moon. 

C.  Puff.  Nor  yet  the  northern  pole. 
A  fico  for  the  sun  and  moon,  let  me  live  in  a  bole, 
So  these  two  stars  may  shine. 

Taf.  Sir,  get  you  gone. 
You  swaggering  cheating  '^  TumbalKttreet-rogue^ 
Or  I  will  hale  you  to  tl^  common  gaol, 
Where  lice  shall  eat  you. 

C.  Puff.  Go  to,  I  shall  spom 
And  slash  your  petticoat.  '\ 

Taf.  Run  to  the  Counter, 
Fetch  me  a  ^^  red-bearded  serjeant ;  111  make 
You,  captain,  think  the  devil  of  hell  is  come 
To  fetch  you,  if  he  once  fasten  on  you. 

C.  Puff  Damn  thee  and  thy  Serjeants,  thoa 
mercer's  punk. 
Thus  will  I  kick  thee  and  thy  farthingales. 
O.  Small-sh.  Hold,  captain ! 
C.  Puff.  What,  do  you  cast  your  whelps  ? 
What,  have  I  found  you,  sir  ?  have  not  I  placed 
My  sakers,  cul\  erings,  demi«culverings. 
My  cannons,  demi-cannons,  basilisks. 
Upon  her  breach,  and  do  I  not  stand 
Ready  with  my  pike  to  make  my  entry, 
And  are  you  come  to  man  her  ? 
O.  Smallrih.  Good  captain,  hold. 
C.Puff.    Are  not    her    bulwarks,    parapet^ 
trenches. 
Scarfs,  counter-scarfs,  fordfication% 
Curtains,  shadows,  mines,  countermines, 
Ranipires,  forts,  ditches,  works,  water^works. 
And  is  not  her  half-moon  mine  ?  and  do  you  brin^ 
A  rescue,  good  man  knight  ? 
Taf.  Call  up  my  men. 

Enter  two  or  three  mitk  cbihu 

Where  be  these  knaves,  have  they  no  ears  or 

hearts? 
Bear  hence  this  rascal;  some  other  fetch  a  war- 
rant, 
ni  teach  him  to  know  himself. 
J.  Tutch.  Down  with  the  slave. 
O.  SmaU^sk,  Tis  not  youir  b^ard  shall  carry 

it ;  down  with  the  rogue. 
C.  Puff.  Not  Hercules  'gainst  (wehty. 
J.  Tutch.  Ah,  sirrah  !  I  Exit  Puff« 

I  know  my  hands  no  longer  could  fornear  him: 
Why  did  you  not  strike  the  knave^  sir  Oliver  I 
0.  Smallrih.  Why  so  I  did. 


**  Cf<|^— embrace. 

S3  Tum-buUrUrtet^Stt  Note  47  to  The  Muaet  Looking  GUus. 

s^  Eed-bearded  terjeant^&te  Mote  811  to  lU  Sfonish  Tragtdji^  Vol.  I.  p.  602. 
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J.  Thitck  Bot  Umu  it  was  too  late. 
O.  Smail^ih,  What  woald  you  have  me  do, 
when  I  was  down. 
Aim!  he  stood  thundering  with  his  weapoc  drawn^ 

Enter  Adrian  a. 

Beady  to  cut  my  throat. 

Aari.  The  roeue  is  {(one. 
And  here's  one  from  the  lady  Sommerfield, 
To  intreat  you  come  with  all  the  speed  you  can 
2\>  Saint  JohnVstreet. 

J.  Tutch.  Which  I  will  do. 

Tuf,  Gentlemen, 
I  am'  sorry  you  should  be  thus  disturbed 
Within  my  house ;  but  now  all  fear  is  past, 
You  are  most  welcome :  supper  ended, 
I'll  give  a  gracious  answer  to  your  suit ; 
Mean  white  let  nought  dismay,  or  keep  you 
route.  [Exit, 

£»^er  Throats,  FraKces,  hiu/Dash. 

Tkroate,  Pay  the  coachman,  Dash,  pay  him 
well, 
And  thank  him  for  his  speed.    Now  VirnU  Rex, 
The  knot  h  knit,  which  not  the  law  itself, 
With  all  his  hydra  heads,  and  strongest  nerves. 
Is  able  to  disjoin :  now  let  him  hang, 
Fret  out  his  guts,    and  swear  the  stars  from 

heaven. 
He  never  shall  enjov  you ;  you  shall  be  rich. 
Tour  lady  mother  this  day  came  to  town 
In  your  pursuit :  we  will  but  shift  some  ragSy 
And  straight  go  take  her  blesung. 

Fran.  That  must  not  be ; 
Furnish  me  with  jewels,  and  then  myself. 
Attended  by  your  man,  and  honest  Beard, 
Will  Uiither  first,  and  with  my  lady  mother 
Crave  a  peace  for  you. 

ThroaU.  1  like  that  well; 
Her  anger  somewhat  calm'd,  I  brisk  and  fine. 
Some  half  hour  after  will  present  myself 
As  soo-in-law  unto  her,  which  she  must  needs 
Accept  with  gracious  looks. 

Fran*  Aye,  when  she  knows 
Before  by  me,  from  what  an  imminent  plague 
Your  wisdom  has  preserved  me. 

Throate,  Aye,  that,  that. 
That  will  strike  it  dead :  but  here  comes  Beard. 

Enter  Beard. 

Beard.  What  are  you  sure,  tied  fast  by  heart 
and  hand  ? 

Throate.  I  now  do  call  her  wife,  she  now  is 
mine, 
SeaPd  and  deliver*d  by  an  honest  priest 
At  Saint  Giles' in  the  Fields. 

Beard.  God  give  you  joy,  sir. 

Throate.  But  where's  mad  Small-shanks  ? 

Beard.  O  hard  at  haod,^ 
And  almost  mid  with  loss  of  his  fair  bride ; 
Let  not  mj  lovely  mistress  be  seen ; 
And  tee  if  you  can  draw  him  to  compound 


For  all  his  title  to  her;  I  have  leijeants 
Ready  to  do  the  feat,  when  time  shall  serve. 
Throate.  Stand  you  aside,  dear  love;  nay  I 

will  firk  [Exit  Frances. 

My  silly  novice,  as  he  was  never  firk'd 
Since  midwives  bound  his   noddle:  here  they 

come. 

Enter  William  Svall-shanks,  Thomas 
Small-sham  KS,  and  Boutcher. 

W.  SmaUrth.  O,  master  Throate,  unless  you 
speak  good  news. 
My  hopes  are  cros^  and  I  undone  for  ever. 
Throate.  I  never  thought  you'd  come  to  other 
end. 
Your  courses  have  been  always  so  prophane, 
Extravagant,  and  base. 

W.  Small'ih,  Nay,  good  sir,  hear : 
Did  not  my  love  return?  came  she  not  hither? 
For  Jove's  love  speak. 

Throate.  Sir,  will  you  get  you  gone. 
And  seek  your  love  elsewhere  ?   for  know,  my 

house 
Is  not  to  entertain  such  customers 
As  you  and  your  comrades. 

W.  Smatirth.  Is  the  man  mad. 
Or  drunk  ?     Why,  master  Throate,  know  you  to 

whom 
You  talk  so  saucily  ? 

Throate.  Why  unto  you. 
And  to  your  brother  Small  shanks;  will  you  be 
gone? 
Bout.  Nay,  good  ur,  hold  us  not  in  this  sus- 
pense. 
Answer  directly ;  came  not  the  virgin  hither  ? 
Throate.  Will  yon  be  gone  directly  ?  are  you 
mad? 
Come  you  to  seek  a  virgin  in  Ram-Alley, 
So  near  an  Inn-of-court,  and  amongst  cooks. 
Ale-men,  and  landresses?  why,  are  you  fools? 
W.  Stkallrth.  Sir,  leave  this  firk  of  law,  or  by 
this  light, 
I'll  give  your  throat  a  slit;  came  she  not  hither? 
Answer  to  that  point. 

Throate.  WRat,  have  you  lost  her? 
Come,  do  not  gull  your  friends ! 

W.  SmaU-th.  By  heaven  slie*s  gone. 
Unless  she  be  retum'd  since  we  last  left  you. 
Throate.  Nay,  then,  I  cry  you  mercy,  she  came 
not  hitlier. 
As  I  am  an  honest  man :  is*t  possible, 
A  maid  so  lovely  fair,  so  well  demeaned. 
Should  be  took  from  you  ?  wliat  you  three, 
So  young,  so  brave,  and  valiant  gentlemen  ? 
Sure  it  cannot  be  ! 

T  Small-di.  Afore  God  'tis  true. 

W.  &nall-ih.  To  our  perpetual  shame  'tis  now 

too  true. 
Throate.  Is  she  not  left  behind   you  in  the 
tavern? 
Are  you  sure. you  brought  her  out?  were  you  not 
drunk, 
I  And  so  forgot  her? 
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IV.  Smalirth,  A  pox  On  all  f  uch  )vck ! 
I  will  find  lier,  or  by  this  good  light 
ril  fife  all  the  ci^ :  come  lec*ft  go; 
Whoever  has  her  shall  not  loiig  enjoy  her, 
ni  prove  a  cootrad;  let's  walk  the  round, 
111  have  her  if  the  kmp  above  thfi  grouiMl. 

[Esit. 

Throate.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  he  makes  me  sport  i  faith, 
The  gull  is  mad,  stark-mad;  Dash,  draw  the 

bond, 
And  a  release  of  all  his  interest 
In  this  mj  loved  wife. 

BeartL  Aye,  be  sure  of  that, 
For  I  have  cer^un  goblins  in  ^^  buff  jerkins. 

Mt-enter  William  Small-S0ank8  with  the  Ser- 
jeanti. 

lie  in  ambuscado  for  him. 

OfjL  I  arrest  yoo,  sir. 

W,  Small-th.  Rescue !  rescue ! 

Throate.  O  he  is  caught. 

W.  SmaU-sk.  Vi\  give  you  bail. 
Hang  o£^  honest  catch-poles:  master  Throate, 

good,  wise, 
Learned,  and  honest  master  Throate,  dow,  now, 
Now  or  never  help  nw. 

Throate.  What's  the  matter  ? 

W.  Small-sh.  Here  are  two  retainers,  hangers- 
on,  sir, 
Which  will  consume  more  dian  ten  liveries: 
If  by  your  means  they  be  not  strait  shook  ofl^ 
I  am  arrested. 

Throate.  Arrested  !  what's  the  sum  ? 

W.  Smalirth.    But  thirteen    pounds,    due  to 
Beard  the  butler; 
Do  but  bail  me,  and  I  will  save  you  harmless. 

Throate.  Why,  here's  the  end  of  r^pt ;  I  know 
the  law; 
If  von  be  bail'd  by  me,  the  debt  is  mine, 
Which  I  will  undertake. 

W.  Smallrih.  Law  there,  rogues; 
^Foot!  I  know  he  would  not  let  me  want 
For  thirteen  oounds. 

Throate.  Provided  you  seal  a  release 
Of  all  your  claim  to  mistress  Sommerfield. 

W.  Smalirth.  Serjeants,  do  your  kind,  hale  mie 
to  the  hole. 
Seal  a  release !  Serjeants,  copoe :  to  prison  ! 
Seal  a  release  for  mistress  Sommerfield  ! 
First  I  will  stink  in  jail,  be  eat  with  lice, 
Indure  an  object  worse  than  the  devil  himself, 
And  that's  ten  seijeants  peeping  through  the 

grmtes 
Upon  my  lousy  linen  t  come  to  jail : 
'Foot,  a  release ! 

T.  Smnll'th.  There's  no  conscience  in  it 

Bout.  Tis  a  demand  undiaritable. 

Throate,  Nay,  choose. 


Enter  Fravc^. 

Fran.  I  can  hold  no  longer ;  iippu^eot  man  ■ 
W.  Smalirth.  My  wife,  'foot  \  my  wifr ;  let  me 

go,  Serjeants. 
Fran.  O  thou  pei^dious  manf  dar'st  thoa 
presume 
To  call  her  wife,  whom  thou  so  much  hast 

wrong'd  ? 
What  conquest  hast  thou  got,  to  wrong  a  maid, 
A  silly,  harmless  maid  ?  what  glory  is*t 
That  thou  hast  thus  deceived  a  simple  virrin. 
And  brought  her  from  her  friends?  what  hooonr 

was't 
For  thee  to  make  the  butler  lose  his  office, 
And  run  away  with  thee  ?  Your  tricks  are  known  ; 
Didst  thou  not  swear  thou  should'st  be  baronizedf 
And  hadst  both  lands  and  fortunes }  both  which 
thou  want'st  ? 
W.  Smalirth.  Toot,    that's  not  my  fault;  I 
would  have  lands 
If  I  could  get  'em. 

FVoif .  I  know  your  tricksy 
And  know  I  now  am  wife  unto  this  man. 
Omnet.  How? 

Throate.  I  thank  her,  sir ;  Ant  has  now  voocb- 
safed 
To  cast  herself  on  me. 

Fran.  Therefore  subscribe  c 
Take  somewhat  of  him  for  a  full  release. 
And  pray  to  God  to  make  you  an  honest  man  ; 
If  not,  I  do  protest  by  earth  and  heaven. 
Although  I  starve,  thou  never  shidt  enjoy  me. 
Beard.  Her  vow  is  past,  nor  will  she  break 
her  word ; 
Look  to  it,  mitcher. 

Fran.  I  hope  he  will  compound. 
W.  Small'th.  'Foot,  shall  I  give  two  thousand 
pounds  a  year 
For  nothing  ? 

T.SmaUrth.  Brother,  €x>me;  be  rufd  by  mey 
Better  to  take  a  little  than  lose  all. 

Bout.  You    see   she's  resolute;  y'had   best 

compound. 
W.  SmaU'th.  I'll  first  be  damn'd  ere  I  will  lose 
my  right. 
Unless  he  give  me  up  my  forfeit  mortgage, 
And  bail  me  of  this  action. 

Fran.  Sir,  you  may  choose ; 
What's  the  mortgage  worth  ? 

W.  Small'th,  Let's  have  no  whispering. 
Throate,  Soii.e  forty  pounds  a  year. 
Fran.  Do  it,  do  it; 
Come,  you  shall  do  it,  we  will  be  rid  of  him 
At  any  rate. 

Throate.  Dash,  go  fetch  his  morteage; 

[F^U  Dasbt. 
So  that  your  friends  be  bound  you  shall  not  claim 
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Title,  right,  possesnon,  in  part  or  fHiole, 
In  time  to  come,  in  this  my  loved  wife : 
I  wi))  restore  the  mortgage,  pay  thit  debt| 
And  set  you  free. 

W,  Small-sh,  They  sbaU  not 

Bout.  We  wiU; 
Come  draw  the  bonds,  and  we  will  soon  subscribe 
them. 

Enter  Dash. 

Tkroate,  They're  ready  drawn;  liere's  his  re- 
lease; 
Serjeants,  let  \im  gp« 

Ikuh,  Here*8  the  mortgage,  sir. 

IT.  SmaU-sh,  Was  ever  man  thus  cheated  of  a 
wife? 
Is  this  my  mortgage  ? 

TAroate,  The  verj  sam^  sir. 

W.  SmaUrth.  Well,  I  )viii  subscribe ;  God  give 
you  joy, 
Although  I  have  but  little  cause  to  wish  it; 
My  hewrt  will  scarce  consent  unto  my  hand* 
Tb  done. 

Tkroate,  You  give  this  as  your  deeds. 

Ofinei.  We  do. 

Throate,  Certify  them.  Dash. 

W.  Small-ih,  What!  am  1  free? 

Tkroate.  You  are;  Serjeants,  I  discharge  you. 
There's  your  fees. 

Beard.  Not  so ;  I  must  have  money. 

Tkroate.  I'll  pass  my  word. 

Beard,  Foutre !  words  are  wind 
I  ^  I  must  have  money. 

Inroate.  How  much,  sir? 

Beard,  Three  pounds  in  hand,  and  all  the  rest 
to-morrow. 

Tkroate.  There's  your  sum ;  now,  officers,  be 
gone, 


Each  take  hb  way ;  I  must  to  Saint  JohnVstrec^ 
And  see  my  lady-mother:  she's  now  in  town^ 
And  we  to  her  sliall  straight  present  our  duties. 
T,  Smailrth.  O  Jove,  shall  we  lose  the  wench 

thus! 
W.  SmaiUsk.  Even  thus. 
Throate,  farewell ;  since  'tis  thy  ludc  to  hav^  hec^ 
I  still  shall  pray  you  long  m^y  live  together; 
Now  each  to  his  affairs. 
l%toate.  Good  nieht  to  all. 

lExeunt  W.  S.  T.  S.  and  Bout. 
Dear  wife,  step  in;  Beard  and  Dash,  come  hi- 
ther: 
Here,  take  this  money :  go  borrow  jewels 
Of  the  next  goldsmith :  Beard,  take  dioa  dieie 

books, 
Go  both  to  the  brokers  in  Fetter-lane, 
Lay  them  in  pawn  for  a  velvet  jeriiien 
And  a  double  ruff;  tell  him,  he  shall  have 
As  much  for  loan  to-night,  as  I  do  ^ve 
Usury  for  a  whole  circuit;  which  done. 
You  two  shall  man  her  to  her  mother's  s  go. 

lEseunt  BEkRj}  and  Das^» 
My  fate  looks  big;  methinks  I  see  already 
Nineteen  gold  cluuns,  seventeen  great  beards,  anci 

ten 
Reverend  bald  heads,  proclaim  my  way  before 

me; 
My  coadi  shall  now  go  prandng  through  Cheap* 

side. 
And  not  be  forced  to  hurry  throOgh  the  streets] 
For  fear  of  Serjeants;  nor  shall  I  need  to  try 
Whether  my  well-grass'd  tumbling  foot-cloth  nag 
Be  able  to  out-run  a  well-breath'd  catch-pole; 
I  now  in  pomp  will  ride,  for  'tis  most  6t 
He  should  have  state  who  riseth  by  his  wit. 

[Exiti 


ACT  IV. 


SCENE  I. 

Enter  Sir  Oliver,  Justice  Tutcrin,  Taffata, 
and  Adriava. 

Sir  Oiiv.  Good  meat  the  belly  fills,  good  wine 
the  brain; 
Women  please  men,  men  pleasure  them  again ; 
Ka  me,  Ka  thee,  one  thing  must  rub  another, 
English  love  Scots,  Welshmen  love  each  other. 
J.  Tutck.  You  say  very  right,  sir  Oliver,  very 
right; 
I  hav't  in  my  noddle,  i'faith.    That's  all  the  fault 
Old  Justices  have;  when  they  are  at  feasts, 


'^  They  will  bib  hard ;  they  will  be  ^ue  sup- 
burnt, 
Sufficient  fox'd  or  columber*d,  now  ,an(|  then; 
Now  could  I  sit  in  my  chair  at  home,  and  hod^ 
A  drunkard  to  the  stocks^  ^^  by  virtue  of 
The  last  statute  rarely. 

Taf.  Sir,  you  are  merry. 

J.  Tutck.  1  am  indeed. 

Taf.  Your  sup{>er,  sir^  was  light. 
But  1  hope  you  think  you're  welcome  ? 

J.  TutcJu  3  do; 
A  light  supper  quoth  you ;  pray  God  it  be, 
Pray  God  I  carry  it  cleanly ;  I  am  sure  it  lies 


^  Tkejf  will  bib  Aord,  ftc«— These  are  cant  phrases  for  being  intoxicated. 

57  By  virtue  of 

The  last  itaiute  rordy— The  statute  here  referred  to  is  the  4th  of  Janes  the  First,  1006,  which  di« 
rects,  that  ai>y  peraoos  convicted  of  being  drank  shall  pay  five  shillings,  or  l>e  set  in  the  stocks  daring  the 
space  of  six  hours,  for  the  first  oiTeace ;  and  for  the  second,  be  hoond  In  a  recognizance  for  his  good  he* 
haviour* 
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At  heuwj  ID  my  belly  as  moult  lead ;  i 

Yet  ril  go  see  my  sister  Sommerfield. 

Sir  Oliv.  So  ltite»  good  justice  ? 

J,  Tutch,  Aye,  even  so  late. 
Kight  IS  the  mother  of  wit,  as  you  may  see 
By  |M>ets,  or  rather  constables, 
In  their  examinations  at  midnight; 
IVe^l  lie  together  without  marrying, 
Save  the  curates  and  the  parish  a  labour; 
Tis  a  thriving  course. 

Sir  OUv.  That  may  not  be, 
For  excommunications  then  will  flee. 

J.  Tutck  That's  true ;  they  fly  indeed  like  wild 
geese 
In  flodcs,  one  in  the  breech  of  another ; 
Bui  the  best  is,  a  small  matter  slays  them. 
And  SI)  farewell. 

Sir  Oliv.  Farewell,  good  Justice  Tutdiin, 

(jBjrt'i  Juitice  Tutchim. 
Alas,  good  gentleman,  his  brains  are  crazed, 
But  let  that  pass :  speak,  widow,  b't  a  match  ? 
Shall  we  clap  it  up  r 

AdrL  Na^,  if't  come  to  clapping. 
Good  night  lYaith ;  mistress,  look  before  yon. 
There's  nothing   more   dangerous    to  maid  or 

widow, 
Than  sudden  clappings  up ;  nothing  has  spoiled 
So  many  proper  ladies,  as  clappings  up : 
Your  shittle-cock,  striding  from  tables  to  ground. 
Only  to  try  the  strength  of  the  back  ; 
Your  riding  a  hunting,  aye,  though  they  fell 
'With  their  heels  upward,  and  lay  as  if 
They  were  takine  the  height  of  some  high  star 
With  across  staff;  no,  nor  your  jumblings 
In  horslitters,  ^*  coaches  or  caroaches. 
Have  spoil'd  so  many  women  as  clappings  up. 

Sir  Oliv.  Why,  then,  we'll  chop  it  up. 

Taf.  That* 8  not  allowed, 
Unless  you  were  son  to  a  Welch  curate : 
But  faith,  sir  knight,  I  have  a  kind  of  itching 
To  be  a  lady;  that  I  can  tell  you  wooes. 
And  can  persuade  with  better  rhetoric, 
Than  oaths,  wit,  wealth,  valour,  lands,  or  person ; 
I  have  some  debts  at  court,  and  marrying  you, 
I  hope  the  courtiers  will  not  stick  to  pay  roe. 


5irO^.  Never  fear  thy  payment    This  I 
will  say 
For  courtiers,  thevHl  be  sure  to  pay  each  other, 
Howe*er  they  deaf  with  citizens. 

Tqf,  Then  here's  my  band, 
I  am  your  wife,  coodiuon  we  be  jcuoed 
Before  to-morrow*s  sua 

Sir  Oliv,  Nay,  even  to-night, 
So  you  be  pleased ;  with  litUe  waminf^  widow. 
We  old  men  can  be  ready,  and  thou  shalt  see^ 
Before  the  time  that  chanticleer 
Shall  call,  and  tell  the  day  is  near. 
When  wenches,  lying  on  their  backs, 
Receive  with  joy  their  love-stolen  sraadcs  ; 
When  maids  awaked  from  their  first  sleep, 
Deceived  with  dreams,  begin  to  weep, 
And  think,  if  dreams  such  pleasures  know, 
What  sport  the  substance  then  would  shew  ; 
When  ladies  'gin  white  limbs  to  spread, 
Her  love  but  new  stolen  to  her  bed. 
His  cotton  shoes  yet  scarce  put  off. 
And  dares  not  laugh,  spewk,  sneeze,  or  cough; 
When  precise  dames  beein  to  think. 
Why  their  gross  louring  nusbands  stink ; 
What  pleasure  'twere  then  to  enjoy 
A  nimble  vicar,  or  a  boy ; 
Before  this  time  thou  shalt  behold 
Me  quaffing  out  our  bride  ale-bowl. 

Adri.  Then  belike  before  the  morning  sun 
You  will  be  coupled. 

Tqf,  Yes  faith,  Adriana. 

Adri^  Well,  I  will  look  you  shall  have  a  clean 
smock, 
Provided  that  you  pay  the  fee,  sir  Oliver; 
Since  my  mistress,  sir,  will  be  a  lady, 
1*11  lose  no  fees  due  to  the  waiting  maid. 

Sir  Oliv,  Why  is  there  a  fee  belonging  to  it  P 

AdrL  A  knight,  and  never  heard  of  smock- 
fees? 
I  would  I  had  the  monopoly  of  them. 
So  there  were  no  impost  set  upon  them. 

Enter  William  Small-shanks. 

Sir  Oliv.  Wliom  have   we  here?  what  my 
mad-headed  son ; 


'•  Coachet  mnd  coroocAe*— These  names,  which  arc  generally  comidered  as  ijaonymous,  appear  from 
this  passage  to  signify  different  kinds  of  vehicles,  or  different  sizes  of  the  tame.  About  this  tioie  they 
were  come  into  general  use.  I)r  Percy,  in  his  Notes  to  the  Northumherland  Household  Book,  p.  448. 
says,  from  Anderson's  Origin  of  Commerce,  that  coaches  were  introduced  into  KngUnd  by  Fitz-Allan, 
Farl  of  Arundel,  A.  D.  1580 1  but,  from  tbe  following  passage  in  the  Works  of  J  aylor  the  Water  Poet, 
I6S0,  p.  ^MO.  they  appear  to  have  been  used  some  yeark  earlier :  ^  For  in  tbe  year  1564,  one  William 
Boooen,  a  Ontchraan,  brought  first  the  use  of  coaches  hither,  and  the  said  Boooen  was  Queene  Kliza- 
beth*s  coachman ;  for  indeede  a  coach  was  a  strange  monster  in  those  days,  and  the  sight  of  them  put 
both  hone  and  man  into  amaseraent ;  some  said  it  was  a  great  crab  shell  brought  out  of  China,  and  somo 
imagined  U  to  be  one  of  the  Pagan  Temples,  in  which  the  Cannibals  adored  the  divdl ;  but  at  last  those 
doubts  were  cleared,  and  coach-making  became  a  substantial  trade  i  so  that  now  all  tlie  world  may  see, 
they  are  as  common  as  whores,  and  may  be  hired  as  easie  as  Knights  of  the  Post."  Dt  Percy  observes, 
they  were  first  drawn  with  two  horses,  and  that  it  was  the  fovourite  Buckingham,  who,  about  Ifiltf,  be- 
gan to  draw  with  six  horses,  which  (Wilson  telb  us.  Life  of  King  James,  1&>8,  fol.  p.  I:m) ''  was  wod- 
dered  at  tbeu  as  a  novelty,  and  imputed  to  h'uu  as  a  mastering  pride.*'  About  the  same  time  he  intro* 
duced  Sedan  Chairs. 
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What  makes  he  here  so  late  ?  Saj  I  am  gone; 
And  I  the  whilst  will  step  behiod  the  himsings. 

W.  &HaU'»h,  God  bless  thee,  parcel  of  mao's 
flesh. 

Tof.  How,  sir. 

W.  Smalirth.  Why  parcel  of  man's  flesh,  art 
not  a  woman  ? 
But,  widow,  Where's  the  old  stinkard  my  father  ? 
They  say,  widow,  yon  dance  all  together 
After  his  pipe 

Taf  Whatihen? 

W  SmaU-sh.  Thon'ri  a  fool ; 
ni  asdnre  thee,  there's  no  music  in  it« 

Taf.  Can  you  play  better? 

W,  Small-sh.  Better,  widow  ? 
Blood,  dost  think  I  have  not  learnt  my  ^'  prick* 

song? 
What  not  the  court  pqgk-song  ?  one  up,  anfl  an- 
other down :' 
Why  I  hav*t  to  a  hair;  by  this  light, 
I  hope  thou  lovest  him  not. 

Taf*  ril  marry  him,  sir. 

w,  SmaUrth,  How,  marry  him  !  'foot,  art  mad, 
widow  ? 
Wo'ot  marry  an  old  crazed  man. 
With  meagre  looks,  with  visage  wan, 
With  little  legs,  and  crincled  thighs, 
With  chap-fairo  gams,  and  deep-sunk  eyes? 
Why  a  dog,  seized  on  ten  days  by  death, 
Stinks  not  so  loathsome  as  his  breath ; 
Nor  can  a  city  common  jakes, 
Which  all  men's  breeches  undertakes, 
Yield  fasting  stomachs  such  a  savour. 
As  doth  his  breath  and  ugly  favour. 

SirOUv,  Rogue! 

Aebri.  That's  all  one,  sir;  she  means  to  be  a 
kdy. 

IF.  SmaUrth,  Does  she  so  ?  and  thou  must  be 
her  waiting-woman. 
Faith  thou  wilt  make  a  fine  dainty  creature^ 
To  sit  at  a  chambeivdoor,  and  look  fleas 
In  my  lady*s  dog,  while  she  is  shewing 
Some  slippery  breech'd  courtier  rare  faces 
In  a  bye-window :  'foot,  widow. 
Marry  me,  a  young  and  complete  gallant. 

Taf,  How  a  complete  pliant?  what!  a  fellow 
With  a  hat  tuck'd  up  behind,  and  what  we  use 
About  our  hips  to  keep  our  coats  from  dabbling: 
He  wears  about  his  neck  a  farthingale, 
A  standing  collar  to  keep  his  neat  band  dean. 
The  whilst  his  shirt  doth  stink,  and  is  more  foul 
Tlian  an  inn^f-cl^mcery  table-cloth: 
His  breeches  must  be  pleited  as  if  he  had 
Some  thirty  pockets^  when  one  poor  half*penny 
purse 


Will  carry  all  his  treasure ;  his  knees  all  pointer 
As  if  his  lep  and  hams  were  tied  together; 
A  fellow  that  has  no  inside,  but  prates 
By  rote,  as  players  and  parrots  used  to  do, 
And,  to  define  a  complete  ^lant  nght, 
A  mercer  formed  him,  a  tailor  makes  him, 
A  Pjftyer  §^ves  him  spirit 

W,  SmaU-th.  Why  so  in  my  conscience  to  be 

a  countess, 
Thou  wouldst  marry  a  hedge  hog:  I  must  confess, 
Tis  state  to  have  a  coxcomb  kiss  your  hands 
While  yet  the  chamheMie  is  scarce  wiped  off: 
To  have  an  upright  usher  march  before  you 
Bare-headed,  in  a  tuffbifata  jerkin. 
Made  of  your  old  cast  gown,  shews  passing  well, 
But  when  you  feel  your  husband's  pulses,  that's 

hell; 
Then  you  fly  out,  and  bid  straight  smocks  fare* 

well. 
Taf.  I  hope,  sir,  whate*er  our  husbands  be^ 
We  may  be  honest. 

W.  Small'sh.  May  be,  nay  y'are : 
Women  and  honesty  are  as  near  allied 
As  parsons'  lives  are  to  their  doctrines ; 
One  and  the  same .  but,  widow,  now  be  ruled ; 
I  hope  the  heavens  will  give  thee  better  grace 
Than  to  accept  the  father,  and  1  yet  live 
To  be  bestowed ;  if  you  wed  the  stinkard. 
You  shall  find  the  tale  of  Tantalus 
To  be  no  fable,  widow. 

Sir  OUv.  How  I  sweat ! 
I  can  hold  no  longer ;  degenerate  bastard, 
I  here  disclaim  thee,  cashier  thee;  nay  more, 
I  disinherit  thee  both  of  my  love 
And  living ;  |et  thee  a  grey  cloak  and  hat, 
^  And  walk  m  Paul's  among  thy  cashier'd  mates 
As  melanchoty  as  the  best. 
Tt^,  pome  not  near  me, 
I  forbid  thee  my  house :  my  out-houses. 
My  garden,  orchard,  and  my  back-side: 
Thou  shalt  not  harbour  near  me. 

[Kteunt  Taffata  and  AntLtkVJu 
Sir  OUv.  Nay  to  thy  grief. 
Know,  varlet,  I  will  be  wed  this  morning, 
Thou  shalt  not  be  there,  nor  once  be  graced 
With  a  ^  piece  of  rosemary ;  I'll  cashier  thee ; 
Do  not  reply,  I  will  not  stay  to  hear  thee. 

[Exit  Sir  Oliver. 
W.  Small  th.  Now  may  I  go  put  me  on  a  clean 

shirt. 
And  hang  myself:  'foot,  who  would  have  thought 
The  fox  had  earth'd  so  near  qie ;  whf^'8  tq  be 

done? 
What  miracle  shall  I  now  undertake 


5'  Prieh^ang^~Ste  Note  5  to  Microcosmus. 

^  And  walk  in  PauVt^m  Paort  Cathedral,  which  at  this  period  was  open  all  day,  and  the  resprt  of 
all  the  idle,  profligate  or  necenitoos  people  in  town, 
f'  Ficco  of  rotcmarjf^See  Hott  to  The  MQtch  at  MidnlgkU 
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To  win  ^  respefctivb  grace  with  God  and  men  ? 
What  if  1  tnrn'd  oonrtier  and  lived  hoiiest? 
Sure  that  would  do :  I  dare  not  walk  the  streets, 
For  I  dwindle  at  a  serjeant  in  buff 
Almost  as  macb  u  a  new  plajer  does 
At  a  pla^e  bill  certified  forty. 
Well,  I  fike  this  widow ;  a  lusty  plnrnp  drab^ 
Has  substance  botfi  in  breech  and  parse. 
And  pity  and  sin  it  were  she  should  be  wed 
To  a  forr'd  cloak  and  a  night-cap.    Ill  have  her : 
This  widow  I  will  have :  l^r  money 
Shall  pay  my  debts  and  set  me  up  aiaifi ; 
^8  hete,  'tis  almost  forged,  which  if  it  take, 
The  world  shall  praise  my  wit,  admire  my  fate. 

[ExU. 

I  inter  Beard^  Dash,  Frances^  Serjeantiy 
Drawers, 

Beard,  Serjeants,  beware,  be  sure,  you  not 
mistake. 
For  if  you  do— 

DaA.  She  shall  be  quickly  bailed, 
She  shall  torpus  cum  causa  be  removed, 
Your  action  enterM  first  below  shall  shrink, 
Aiid  you  shall  find,  sir  Serjeant,  she  has  friends 
Will  stick  to  her  in  the  common  phu^ 

Serf.  Sir, 
Will  yon  procure  her  bail  ? 

Beard.  Sj^e  shall  be  bail'd ; 
Drawer,  brin^  up  some  wine,  use  her  well, 
Her  husband  is  a  gentleman  of  sort. 

Serf,  A  gentleman  of  sort !  why  what  care  I  ? 
A  woman  of  her  fashion  shaU  find 
More  kindness  at  a  lusty  Serjeant's  hand 
Than  ten  of  your  eentlemen  of  sort 
'    Dash,  Sir,  use  her  well ;  she*s  wif6  to  master 
Tbroate« 

Sen.  I'll  use  her,  sir,  as  if  she  were  my  wife. 
Woufd  y<nt  have  any  more  ? 

Beard,  Drink  upon  that, 
Whilst  we  go  fetch  her  bail :  Dash,  fellow  Dash, 
With  all  the  speed  thou  hast  run  for  our  master; 
Make  haste,  lest  he  be  gone  before  thbu  comest 
To  lady  Sommerfield's :  Til  fetch  another; 
She  shall  have  bail 

Dash,  And  a  firking  writ 
Of  falste  impfisonmenty  she  shall  be  sure 


Of  tweivepente  damage,    and  fiv6"aDu*twen&^ 

poutid 
For  suits  m  law :  Fll  co  fetdi  my  master. 

Beard.  And  I  another. 

[Exeunt  Beaeo  and  Dash. 

Serf,  Drawer,  leave  the  rooni. 
Here,  mistress,  a  health. 

Fran,  Let  it  come,  sweet  rogue. 

[Tlte  Draner  stands  askk. 

Dra,  Aye,  say  you  so?  then  must  1  have  an 
eye; 
These  Serjeants  feed  on  ver^  good  reversions, 
On  capons,  teals,  and  sometimes  on  awoodcodc 
^3  Hot  from  the  shrieve^s  own  table;  tli^  knaver 

feed  well. 
Which  makes  them  horrid  letdifers. 

Fran^  This  health  is  pledged ; 
And„  honest  Serjeant,  ho|(  does  master  Oripe, 
The  keeper  of  the  Counter  ?  I  do  protest 
I  found  him  always  fiftvouroble  to  me; 
He  is  an  honest  man ;  has  often  stood  to  me, 
And  been  my  friend ;  and  let  me  go  a  trust 
For  victual  when  he  has  denied  it  knights;  but 

come, 
Let's  pay,  and  then  be  gone  ;  the  arrest  you  know 
Was  but  a  trick,  to  get  from  nimble  Dash 
My  husband's  man. 

Serf,  True :  but  I  have  an  action 
At  suit  of  mistress  Smell-smock,  your  quondam 

bawd; 
The  sum  is  eight  good  pound,  ftrr  six  weeki 

board. 
And  five  weeks  loan  for  a  pM  tadhta  gown. 
Bound  with  a  silver  lace. 

Fran,  I  do  protest, 
By  all  the  honesty  'twixt  diee  and  me^ 
I  got  her  in  that  guwn  in  six  weeks  Spsbe 
Four  pound ;   and  fourteen  pence  given  1^  • 

clerk 
Of  an  hm-of^chancery,  that  night  I  came 
Out  of  her -house;  and  does  the  filthy  jade 
Send  to  me  for  hioney  ?  But,  honest  serjean^ 
Let  me  go,  and  say  thou  didst  not  see  me; 
I'll  do  thee  as  great  a  pleasure  shortty. 

Serf.  Shall  we  embrace  to-night  ? 

Fran,  With  all  my  heart. 

Serf,  Sit  on  my  knee,  and  kiss. 


^  Respeetive^i,  e.  respeetfuU    Bo,  in  The  Second  Part  of  Anionic  and  Jfeltufii,  A»  3.  9.  4  a 

**  1  give  the  noble  duke  rcspeetioe  tbaalkes,** 
Everg  Man  out  of  his  Humour ^  A.  6.  8.  4  f 

**  I  am  bound  to  pledge  it  r«fpecliw/y,  sir.'* 
Cyntkia*8  Revels :  « 

<<  Metbinks  be  did  not  tbii  rtspeetiwekf  eooufh.*' 

49  Hot  from  the  skrievt's  table  ^— It  was  formerly  cttfftomary  fo^  the  CeoAters  in  Iiondon  to  receive  the 
reroaiDs  of  the  SherUb*  dinnersi  for  tbe  use  of  the  prfemnefs  conined  there.    See  Sfow'i  ^rrey,  Tol.  i., 
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Enter  Beard. 

Beard,  What  news,  boy  ?  why  stand  you  cen- 

tinel? 
I>ra.  Do  but  conceal  yourself, and  we  shall  catch 
My  Serjeant  napping. 

Beard,  Shall  maids  be  here  deflowered  ? 
Serj.  Now  kiss  again. 
Dra.  Now,  now. 

Enter  Captain:  and,   feeing  the  hurfy^urf^, 
runs  away. 

Beard,  Deflower  virgins!  rogue  ?avant  ye  slave ! 
Are  maids  fit  subjects  for  a  Serjeant's  mace  ? 
So  now  are  we  once  more  free :  there's  for  the 
wine.  [Esit  Serjeant, 

Now  to  our  rendezvous :  three  pounds  in  ^old 
These  **  slops  contain ;  we'll  quaff"  in  ♦^  Venice 

glasses, 
And  swear  some  lawyers  are  but  silly  asses. 

[Exeunt  Beard  and  Frances. 

Enter  Captain  Face. 

Cap,  Face,  Is  the  coast  clear?  are  these  com- 
bustions ceased  ? 
And  may  we  drink  canary  sack  in  peace  ? 
Shall  we  have  no  attendance  here,  you  rogues  ? 
Where  be  these  rascals  that  skip  up  and  down 
Faster  than  ^  vii^inal  jacks  ?  drawers ! 

Dra.  Sir ! 

Cap,  Face,  On  whom  wait  you^  sir  rogue  ? 

Dra,  Faith,  captain, 
I  attend  a  conventicle  of  players. 

Ci^.  Face,  How  players,  what  is  there  e'er  a 
cuckold  among  them  ? 

Dra,  Jove  defend  else,  it  stands  with  policy. 
That  one  should  be  a  notorious  cuckold. 
If  it  be  but  for  the  better  keeping 
The  rest  of  his  company  togetner. 

Cap,  Face,  When  did  you  see  sir  Theopbrastus 
Slop, 
The  city  dog-master  ? 

Dra.  Not  to-day,  sir. 

Cap.  Face,  What  have  you  for  my  supper? 

Dra.  Nothing  ready, 
Unless  you  please  to  stay  the  dressing,  captain. 

Cap.  Face,  Zounds!  stay  the  dressing!  you 
damned  rogue. 


What,  shall  I  wait  upon  your  greasy  cook, 
And  wait  his  leisure  r  go  down  stairs,  rogue ; 
Now  all  her  other  customers  be  served. 
Ask  if  ^our  mistress  have  a  snip  of  mutton 
Yet  lelc  for  me. 
Dra.  Yes,  sir. 

Cap,  Face*  And  good-roan  rogue. 
See  what  good  thing  your  kitchen-maid  ha*  left 
For   me    to   work   upon,   my   barrow- guttlings 

grumble 
And  would  have  food :  [Exit  Drawer]  Say  now 

the  vintner's  wife 
Should  bring  me  up  a  pheasant,  partridge,  quail; 
A  pleasant  banquet,  and  extremely  love  me, 
Desire  me  to  eat,  kiss,  aiid  protest, 
I  should  pay  nothing  for  it ;  say  she  should  drink 
Herself  three  quarters  drunk  to  win  my  love,' 
Then  give  me  a  chain  worth  some  three  score 

pounds ; 
Say  t'were  worth  but  forty ;  say  but  twenty ; 
For  citizens  do  seldom  in  their  wooing 
Give  abov^  twenty  pounds:  say  then  'tis  twenty, 
I'll  go  sell  some  fifteen  pounds  worth  of  the  cham 
To  buy  some  clothes,  and  shift  my  lous^  linen. 
And  wear  the  rest  as  a  perpetual  favour 
About  my  arm  in  fashion  of  a  bracelet : 
Say  then  her  husband  should  grow  jealons, 
I'd  make  him  drunk,  and  then  I'll  cuckold  him. 
But  then  a  vintner's  wife,  some  rogue  will  say. 
Which  sits  at  bar  for  the  receipt  of  custom. 
That  smells  of  chippmgs,  and  of  broken  fish. 
Is  Love  to  captain  Face ;  which  to.  prevent, 
I'll  never  come  but  when  b^i^  best  stitch t  hat. 
Her  bugle  gown,  and  best  wrought  smf>ck,  is  on ; 
Then  does  she  neither  smell  of  bread,  of  meat, 
O^drappings  of  the  tap ;  it  shall  be  so. 

Un^erBouTCBER,  William  Small-shanks,  and 

CONSTANTIA. 

Bout.  Now  leave  us,  boy ;  bless  you,  captainr 

Face. 
Cap.  Face.  ♦^  III  have  no  musick. 
W,  SmalUth,  'Foot,  dost  take  us  for  fiddlers? 
Cap,  Face,  Then  turn  straight;  drawer,  rui\ 
down  the  stairs, 
Aod  tl^ank  the  gods  he  gav^  me  that  great  nar* 

tience 
Not  to  strike  yoy. 


44  5/op»— >are  breeches.    The  term  occnrs  in  almost  eyery  writer  of  the  times. 

45  Venice  gUtses, — In  PhilocothonUta,  I6J6.  p.  46.  it  is  said,  *^  Of  glasses  to  quafllb  tn,  the  fashions  and 
sizes  be  almost  without  number,  some  tramported  hither  f^om  Venice  and  other  places,  some  made  in  the 
citle  by  straoj^ers.  The  manufactory  of  glan  at  Venice  was  the*  very  con  iderable,'*  See  Howell's  Ltt» 
tersf  1754,  p.  56. 

4*  Virginatjaeksf^See  Note  36  to  The  Honett  Whore,  Vol.  I.  p.  68ft. 

47  ru  have  no  musick. — Formerly  there  were  a  set  of  itinerant  mnsiciaDS  who  used  to  earn  a  scanty 
pittance  by  going  about  in  winter  evenings  to^vems  and  inns,  playing  for  the  entertainment  of  the 
company  they  found  there.  Sir  John  liawkios  (Hittory  of  JVtmc,  Vol.  V.  p.  66)  mentions  a  person  who 
was  an  excellent  performer,  and  yet  submitted  to  get  his  living  by  tbb  practice  so  late  as  the  year  1735. 
It  is  said,  that  some  musicians  attended  the  greater  inqs  so  constantly,  that  they  might  in  some  so^t  bp 
styled  retainen  to  the  houses, 

vot.  II.  2  H 
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Bout  Your  patience,  sir,  is  great, 
For  you  dare  seldom  strike.    Sirrah,  they  say, 
Youoecds  will  wed  the  widow  Taffata, 
Nolens  voleru. 

Cap.  Face,  Do  not  urge  my  patience. 
Awake  not  fury  now  raked  up  m  embers, 
I  give  vou  leave  to  live. 

W  hmall'th.  Men  say  you've  tridLS, 
You  re  an  admirable  ape,  and  you  can  do 
More  feats  than  three  baboons ;  we  must  have 
some. 

Cap.  Face,  My  patience  yet  is  great;  I  say  be 
gone. 
My  tricks  are  dangerous; 

Bout,  That's  nothing, 
I  have  brought  you  furniture;  come  get  up, 
Upon  this  table,  do  your  feats, 
Or  I  will  whip  you  to  them ;  do  not  I  know 
You  are  a  lou^  knave? 

Cap.  Face.  How  !  lousy  knave ; 
Are  we  not  English  bred  r 

Bout,  YouVe  a  coward  rogue, 
That  dares  not  look  a  kitling  in  the  dee, 
If  she  but  stare  or  mew. 

Cap,  Face,  My  patience  ]fet  is  p^at : 
Do  you  bandy  tropes,  by  Dis  I  will  be  knieht, 
"Wear  a  blue  coat  on  great  Saint  George's-day, 
And  with  my  fellows  drive  you  all  from  Paul's 
For  this  attempt. 

Bout.  Will  you  yet  get  up  ? 
I  must  lash  you  to  it. 

Cap.  Face.  By  Pluto,  gentlemen, 
To  do  you  pleasure,  and  to  make  you  sport, 
ni  do't, 

W,  Smallrih,  Come,  get  up  then  quick* 

Bout,  ril  dress  you,  sh*.  • 

Cap.  Face,  By  Jove  'tis  not  for  fear. 
But  f^r  a  love  I  bear  unto  these  tricks, 
That  I  perform  it 

Bout,  Hold  up  your  snout,  sir. 
Sit  handsomely ;  by  heaven,  sir,  you  must  do  it; 
Come,  boy. 

W.  Small-sh.  No;  by  this  good  light  Fll  play 
Him  that  goes  with  the  motions. 

Dra.  Where's  the  Captain's  gentlemen  ? 

W,  Small-th,  Stand  back,  boy,  and  be  a  spec- 
tator.— Gentlemen, 
You  shall  see  the  strange  nature  of  an  out-landish 

beast. 
That  has  but  two  legs,  bearded  like  a  man, 
Nosed  like  a  goose,  and  tongued  like  a  woman, 
lately  brought  from  the  land  of  Cataia, 
A  beast  of  much  understanding,  were  it  not  given 
Too  much  to  the  love  of  veoery : — do  I  not  do  it 
well? 

Bout,  Admirably ! 

W  Small'$h,  Remember,  noble  captain, 
You  skip  when  I  shall  shake  my  whip.  Now,  sir. 


What  can  you  do  for  the ^reat  Turk? 

What  can  yoo  do  for  the  Pope  of  Rome  ? 

Hark,  he  stirreth  not,  be  moveth  not,  he  waggeth 

not; 
What  can  you  do  for  the  town  of  Geneva,  sirrah? 
[He  holds  up  his  hands  instead  of  praying. 

Con,  Sure  this  baboon  is  a  great  Puritan. 

Bout  Is  not  this  strange  ? 

W.  SmaU-sh,  Not  a  whit  by  this  light; 
^  Banks  his  horse  and  be  were  tau^t  both  in 
a  stable. 

Dra.  O  rare ! 

Cap,  Face.  Zound !  Fll  first  be  damn'd ;  shall 
sport 
Be  laught  at  ?  by  Dis,  by  Pluto,  and  great  Pro- 
serpine, 
My  fatal  blade  once  drawn,  falls  but  with  death  ; 
Yet  if  you'll  let  me  go,  I  vow  by  Jove,  ' 
No  widow,  maid,  wife,  punk,  or  cockatrice, 
Shall  make  me  haunt  your  ghosts. 

Bout,  ^will  not  serve,  sir. 
You  must  shew  more. 

Cap.  Face,  Fll  first  be  hangfd  and  damn'd. 

[Runs  otif . 

W,  Smallrsh.  Toot,  can  be  jump  so  well? 

Bout,  Is  he  so  quick  ? 
I  hope  the  slave  will  haunt  no  more  the  widow. 

W,  Smallrsh,  As  for  that  take  no  care,  for  by 
this  light 
She'll  not  have  thee. 

Bout.  Not  have  roe? 

W.SmaU-sh,  No,  not  have  thee. 
By  this  hand,  flesh,  and  blood,  she  is  resolved 
To  make  my  father  a  most  fearful  cuckold. 
And  he's  resolved  to  save  his  soul  by  her. 

Bout.  How,  by  her? 

TT.  Smallrsh.  Thus ;  all  old  men  which  marry 
Youne  wives  shall  questionless  be  saved. 
For  while  th'are  young,  they  keep  other  men's  wives. 
And  when  th'are  old,  they  keep  wives  for  other  men. 
And  so  by  satisfieiction  procure  salvation. 
Why,  thou  dejected  tail  of  a  crab ! 
Does  not  fair  Constantia  Somroerfield 
Doat  on  thy  filthy  face  r  and  wilt  thou  wed 
A  wanton  widow?  what  canst  thou  see 
To  doat  on  her? 

Bout,  Only  this ;  I  love  her. 

W.  Small-sh.  Do'st   love  her?  then  take  a 

{lurgation, 
'11  assure  thee,  is  a  binder. 
Of  all  things  under  heaven,  there's  do  fitter  pa« 
rallels  than  a  drunkard  and  a  lt>ver:  for  a 
drunkard  loses  his  senses,  so  does  your  lover ; 
your  drunkard  is  quarrelsome,  so  is  your  lover  ; 
your  drunkard  will  swear,  lye,  and  speak  great 
words,  so  will  your  lover;  your  drunkai^  ia 
roost  desirous  of  his  letchery,  and  so  is  jo^^ 
lover :  Well,  the  night  grows  old,  farewell. 


^>  Banks  his  horse.— See  Note  29  to  Zila  Parson's  Wedding' 
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I  am  80  roudi  thy  friend,  that  none  shall  bed  thee. 
While  fair  Coostantia  is  resolved  to  wed  thee. 

[£retifi^ 

Enter  Thovas  Small-shanks,  and  others, 

T.SmaU-sh,  Toot,  shall  ive  let  the  wench  go 
thus? 
My  masters,  now  shew  yourselves  gentlemen. 
And  take  away  the  lawyer's  wife ; 
'Foot,  though  1  have  no  wit,  yet  I  can 
Love  a  wench,  and  choose  a  wife. 

Gent,  Why,  sir,  what  should  you  do  with  a 
wife,  that  are  held  none  of  the  wisest  ?  you'll  get 
none  but  fools. 

T,  SmalUih,  I(owI  fools?  why  may  not  I  a 
fool  get  a  wise  child  as  well  as  a  wise  man  get 
fools :  all  lies  but  in  the  agility  of  the  woman  :  in 
troth,  I  think  all  fools  are  got  when  their  mothers 
sleep ;  therefore  1*11  never  lie  with  my  wife  but 
when  she  is  broad  waking:  stand  to*t,  honest 
friends;  knock  down  the  lieutenant,  and  then 
hurry  the  wench  to  Fleet-street;  there  my  father 
and  I  will  this  morning  be  married. 

Enter  Beard  and  Frances. 

Gent.  Stand  close,  they  come. 
Beard,  By  Jove  the  night  grows  dark,  and  Lu- 
na looks 
As  if  this  hour  some  fifty  cuckolds  were  making ; 
Then  let  us  trudge. 

Gent,  Down  with  'em,  down  with  'em,  away 
with  her,  master  Small-shanks,  to  Fleet-street ; 
go,  the  curate  there  stays  for  you.         [Exeunt, 

Beard,  And  stays  the  curate? 
What's  here  ?  knock'd  down,  and  blood  of  men 

let  out? 
Must  men  in  darkness  bleed  ?  then  Erebus  look 

big. 
And  Boreas  blow  the  fire  of  all  my  rage 
Into  his  nose.    .Night,  thou  art  a  whore, 
Small-shanks  a  rogue:  and  is  my  wench  took 

from  me?      * 
.Sure  I  api  gull'd ;  this  was  no  cockatrice, 
1  never  saw  her  before  this  day-light  peep'd : 
What  dropp'st  thou  head  ?  thb  surely  is  the  heir 
And  mad  Will  Small-shanks  lay  in  ambuscado. 
To  gpt  her  now  from  me.    Beard  !  Lieutenant 

^eard. 
Thou  art  an  ass ;  what  a  dull  slave  was  I, 
That  all  this  while  smelt  not  her  honesty  ? 
Pate,  I  do  not  pity  thee :  hadst  thou  brains. 
Lieutenant  Beard  had  got  this  wealthy  heir 
From  all  these  rogues :  blood !  to  be  thus  o'er- 

reached. 
In  pate,  and  wench !  Revenge!  Revenge !  come  np^ 


And  with  thy  curled  locks  cling  to.my  beard. 

SmalUshanks  I  will  betray  thee :  I  now  will  trudge 

To  Saint  John-street  to  inform  the  lady  Som- 
merfield 

Where  thou  art :  I  will  prevent  the  match. 

Thou  art  to  Fleet-street  gone,  revenge  shall  fol- 
low; 

And  my  incensed  wrath  shall,  like  great  thunder. 

Disperse  thy  hopes,  and  thy  brave  wife  asunder. 

\Etit. 

Enter  Lady  Sommerfield  and  Justice  Tutchin. 

Tutch,  Say  as  I  say,  widow,  the  wench  is  gone. 
But  I  know  whither ;  stolen  she  is  ;  well : 
I  know  by  whom;  say  as  I  say,  widow  : 
I  have  been  drinking  hard,  why  say  so  too, 
Old  men  they  can  b«  fine  with  small  ado. 
The  law  is  not  offended,  I  had  no  punk ; 
Nor  ^  in  an  ale  house  have  I  made  me  drunk ; 
The  statute  is  not  broke,  1  have  the  skill, 
To  drink  by  law :  then  say  as  I  say  still. 

La^  Som,  To  what  extreme^  duth  this  licen- 
tious time 
Hurry  unsta/d  youth  ?  Nor  gods  nor  laws, 
Whose  penal  scourges  are  enough  to  save 
Even  damued  fiends,  can  in  this  looser  age 
Confine  unbounded  youth.    Who  durst  presume 
To  steal  my  youth's  delight,  my  age's  hope. 
Her  fathers  heir,  and  the  last  noble  stem 
Of  all  her  ancestors ;  fear  they  or  Gods,  or  laws  ? 

Just,  Tutch,  I  say  as  you  say,  sister;  but  for 
the  laws. 
There  are  so  many,  that  men  do  stand  in  awe 
Of  none  at  all;  take  heed  they  steal ^ not  you. 
Who  wooes  a  widow  with  a  fair  full  moon 
Shall  surely  sp^ed ;  beware  of  full  moons,  Miri- 

dow ; 
Will  Small-shanks  has  your  daughter,  no  word 

but  mum. 
My  warrant  you  shall  have  when  time  shall  come. 

Lady  Som,  Your  warrant ^ 

Just,  Ttitch.  Aye,  my  warrant,  widow ; 
My  warrant  can  stretch  far ;  no  taore  but  so, 
Twill  serve  to  catch  a  knave,  or  fetch  a  doe. 


Enter  Serving't 

Sero,  Here's  a  gentleman  much  desirous  to 
see  you,  madam. 

Lady  Som,  What  is  he  for  a  man  ? 

Serv.  Nothing  for  a  man,  but  much  for  a  beast; 
I  think  him  lunatic,  for  he  demands 
What  plate  of  his  is  stirring  x'the  house. 
He  calls  your  men  his  butlers,  cooks,  and  steward, 
Kisses  your  women,  and  makes  exceeding  much 
Of  your  coochtnan's  wife. 


^Nar  in  an  aU'kotue  Aooe  J  made  me  dnmkf 

IhestatuU  it  not  broke.^ln  the  Statute  of  4  James  L  C.  5.  S.  4.  is  a  peoaltj  00  any  peison 
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JhsL  Tutch,  Then  he's  a  gentleman,  for  'tis  a 
true  not«  of  a  gentletoan  to  make  much  of  other 
men*8  wives :  bring  him  up )  ah,  sirrah,  makes 
he  much  of  your  coachman's  wife?  this  geer  will 
run  a  wheels  then  shortly,  a  man  may  make  much 
more  of  another  man's  wife  than  he  can  do  ofs 
own. 

Lofljf  Som,  How  much,  brother  ? 

Just.  Tutch,  A  man  may  make  with  ease  a 
punk,  a  child,  a  bastard,  a  cuckold,  of  another 
roan's  wife  all  at  a  clap.  And  that  is  much  I 
think. 

Enter  Serving-man^  and  Throatx. 

Scro,  That's  my  lady. 

Throate.  For  that  thoa  first  hast  brought  me 
to  her  sight, 
I  here  create  thee  clerk  of  the  kitchen, 
No  man  shall  beg  it  from  thee. 

Serv,  Sure  the  fellow's  mad. 

Lady  Som,  What  would  you,  sir  ?  I  guest  your 
long  profession 
By  your  scant  suit :  your  habit  seems  to  turn 
Your  inside  outward' to  me;  you're  I  think. 
Some  turner  of  the  law. 

Throate,  Law  is  my  living. 
And  on  that  ancient  mould  I  wear  this  outside ; 
Suit  upon  suit  wastes  some,  yet  makes  me  thrive. 
First  law,  then  gold,  then  love,  and  then  we  wive. 

Just.  Tutch,  A  man  of  form  like  me;   but 
what's  your  business  ? 

Loify  Som,  Be  brief,  good  sir:  5vhat makes 
Uiis  bold  intrusion  ? 
^    T%roate,  Intrude  I  do  not,  for  I  know  the  law, 
It  is  the  rule  that  squares  oat  all  our  actions. 
Those  actions  bring  in  coin,  coin  gets  me  friends. 
Your  son-in-law  hath  law  at's  fingers  ends. 

Lady  Som.   My  son-in-law  ! 

ITiroate,  Madam,  your  son-in-law : 
Mother,  1  come,  (be  glad  I  call  you  so) 
To  make  a  gentle  bread)  into  your  favour, 
And  win  your  approbation  of  my  choice : 
Your  cherry-ripe  sweet  daughter  (so  renownM 
For  beauty/virtue,  and  a  weuthy  dower) 
I  have  espoused. 

Lady  Som    How  ?  you  espouse  my  daughte  r  ? 

Throate.  Noverint  universi,th%  laws  of  heaven, 
Of  nature,  church,. and  chance,  have  made  her 

mine; 
Therefore  deliver  her  by  these  presents. 

Just,  Tutch,  How's  this?  made  her  your's^sir? 
per  quam  re^lum  9 
Nay  we  are  lettered,  sir,  as  well  as  you. 
Itedde  rationem^  per  quam  regulum* 

Throate.  Femim  ludificantur  virot : 
Bv  that  same  rule  these  lips  ba?e  taken  seizin : 
Tut|  I  do  all  by  statute  law,  and  reason. 


Lady  Som.  Hence,  you  ba»  knave!  yoo  petty- 
fogging  groom ! 
Clad  in  old  ends,  and  pieced  with  brokery  s 
You  wed  my  daughter ! 

Ju$t,  Tutch.  You,  sir  Ambo-dexler, 
A  Sumner's  son,  and  learn'd  in  Norfolk  wile^ 
Some  common  bail,  or  Counter  lawyer. 
Marry  my  niece !   your  half  sleeves  shall  not 
carry  her. 

Throate,  These  storms  will  be  dissolved  b 
•     tears  of  joy ; 
Mother,  I  doubt  it  not :  Justice,  to  you, 
That  jerk  at  my  half  sleeves,  and  yet  yourself 
Do  never  wear  but  buckram  out  of  sight; 
A  flannel  waistcoat,  or  a  canvas  truss, 
A  shift  of  thrift,  I  use  it :  let's  be  friends. 
You  know  the  law  bas  tricks,  ka  me,  ka  thee, 
Viderit  utilitah  the  motto :  these  half  arms, 
Corpus  cum  causa  need  no  bnmbasting, 
We  wear  small  hair,  yet  have  we  tongue  and  wii^ 
Lawyers  dose-breeph'd  have  bodies  politic. 

Lady  Som.  Speak,  answer  me,  sir  Jack :  stole 
you  my  daughter  ? 

Throate.  Short  tale  to  make,  I  fingered  tav« 
your  daughter : 
I  have  ta'on  livery  and  seisin  of  the  wencfa. 
Deliver  her  then,  you  know  the  statute  laws, 
She's  miiie  without  exception,  bar,  or  clause  > 
Come,  come,  restore. 

Lady  Som.  The  fellow's  mad,  I  think. 

Throate.  I  was  not  mad  before  I  married; 
But,  iptofactOf  what  the  act  may  make  me, 
That  know  I  not 

Just,  Tutch,  Fellows  come  in  there. 

Enter  two  or  three  Servants. 

By  this,  sir,  you  confess  you  stole  my  niece. 
And  I  attach  you  here  of  felony : 
Lay  hold  on  him :  Til  make  my  mittimus. 
And  send  him  to  the  gaol ;  have  we  no  bar 
Nor  dause  to  hamper  jpu  ?  away  with  him. 
Those  claws  shall  claw  you  to  a  bar  of  shame. 
Where  thou  shalt  shew  thy  5*>goll;— I'll  bar  your 

claim, 
If  I  be  justice  Tutchin. 

Throate,  Hands  off!  yon  slaves: 
Oh  !  favour  my  jerkin,  though  yon  tear  my  fietli« 
I  set  more  store  by  that :  my  Audita 
Querela  shall  be  heard,  and  with  a  Certiorari 
I'll  fetch  her  from  you  with  a  pox. 

EMer  Beabd. 

Beard.  What's  here  to  do?  is  all  the  world  in 
arms  ? 
More  tumults,  brawls,  and  insurrections. 
Is  blood  the  thene  whereon  our  time  must  treat  ^ 
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Throate.  Here^s  Beard  yon  butler;  a  rescue ! 

Beard,  draw. 
Beard.  Draw?  not  so:  inj  blade's  as  omin- 
oasly  drawn 
Unto  the  death  of  nine  or  ten  such  grooms, 
As  is  a  knife  unsheathVl,  with  the  hungry  maw, 
Threatening  the  ruin  of  a  cfaaiae  of  beef: 
But  for  the  restless  toil  it  took  of  late, 
Mj  blade  shall  sleep  awhile. 
Throate.  Help ! 
Beard,  Stop  thy  Throate, 
And  hear  me  speak,  whose  bloody  characters 
Will  shew  I  have  been  scuiBing :  briefly  thus : 
Thy  wife,  your  daughter,  and  your  lovely  niece, 
Is  hurried  now  to  Fleet-street,  the  daron*d  crew 
With  glaves  and  clubs  have  rapt  her  from  these 

arms; 
Throate,  thou  art  bobbed,  although  thou  bought- 
est  the  lieir. 


Yet  hath  the  slave  made  a  re-entry. 

Jasi,  Tutch,  Sirrah,  what  are  you  f 

Tkroate,  My  lady's  butler,  sir. 

Beard,  Not  I  b^  heaven ! 

J%roate.  By  this  good  light  he  swore  it; 
And  for  your  daughter's  love  he  ran  away. 

Beard  By  Jove  I  eulKd  thee,  Throate. 

Just,  Tutch.  More  knavery  yet? 
Lay  hands  on  him,  pinion  them  both. 
And  guard  them  hence  towards  Fleet-street; 
come  away. 

Beard  Must  we  be  led  like  thieves,  and  pini- 
oned walk  ? 
Spent  I  my  blood  for  this  ?  is  thb  my  hire  ? 
Why  then  burn,  rage,  set  Beard  and  Nose  on 
fire. 

Jutt,  Tutch,  On,  on,  I  say. 

Throate^  Justice,  the  law  shall  firk  yon^ 


ACT  V. 


'        SCENE  I. 
l&nter  William  Sm all-shanks. 

tr.  SmalUth,  On  this  one  hour  depends  my 

hopes  and  fortunes< 
'foot,  I  must  have  this  widow :  what  should  my 

dad 
Make  with  a  wife,  that  scarce  can  wipe  his  nose, 
Untruss  his  points,  or  hold  a  chamber  pot 
Steady  till  he  pisses :  the  doors  are  fast, 
'Ks  now  the  midst  of  nisht;  yet  shall  this  chain 
Procure  access,  and  conference  with  the  widow. 
What  though  I  cheat  my  father  ?  all  men  have 

sins, 
Though  in  their  several  kinds,  all  ends  in  this, 
So  they  get  gold,  they  care  noc  whose  it  is. 
Begging  the  court;  use  bears  the  city  out; 
Lawyers  their  quirks ;  thus  goes  the  world  about : 
So  that  our  villainies  have  but  different  shapes, 
The  effect's  all  one,  and  poor  men  are  but  apes. 
To  imitate  their  betters;  this  is  the  difference, 
All  great  men*s  sins  must  still  be  humoured, 
And  poor  men's  vices  largely  punished. 
The  privilege  that  great  men  have  in  evil, 
Is  this,  they  eo  unpunish'd  to  the  devil : 
Therefore  rlT  in ;  this  chain  I  know  will  move, 
Gold  and  ridi  stones  win  coyest  ladies*  love. 

[Knocku 

Enter  Abriana. 

Adri.  What  would  you,  sir,  that  you  do  knock 

so  boldly  ? 
W.  SmaU-th,  I  must  come  in  to  the  widow. 
AdrL  How !  come  in  ? 
The  widow  has  no  entrance  for  such  mates. 
W,  Smali'th,  Dost  hear,  sweet  chamber-maid  ? 

by  heaven  I  come 


With  letters  from  my  father;  I  have  brought  her 

stones, 
Jewels,  and  chains^  which  she  must  use  to-mor- 
row. 

AdrL  You're  a  needy  knave,  and  will  lye ; 
Your  father  has  cashiered  you,  nor  will  he  trust 

yon, 
Be  gone,  lest  I  do  wash  you  hence. 

W,SmaU-»lu  Dost  hear? 
By  this  good  night,  my  father  and  I  are  friends;^ 
Take  but  this  chain  for  token,  give  her  l)^a^  ^ 
And  tell  her  I  have  other  things  for  her,  ' 

Which  by  my  father's  will  I  am  commanded 
To  give  to  her  own  hands. 

Adri.  Say  you  so  ? 
In  troth  I  think  you'll  prove  an  honest  man, 
Had  you  once  got  a  beard ;  let  me  see  the  chain. 

W,SmaU^th.  Dost  think  I  lye?  by  this  light, 
Adriana, 
I  love  her  with  my  soul;  here's  letters 
And  other  jewels  sent  her  from  my  father; 
Is  she  a  bed  ? 

AdrL  By  mv  virginity. 
She  is  uncased,  and  ready  to  slip  in 
Betwixt  llie  sheets;  but  1  will  bear  her  this. 
And  tell  her  what  you  say.  [Esk, 

W,  Smalith.  But  make  some  haste ; 
Why  so  'twill  take,  heart,  how  a  waiting-maid 
Can  shake  a  fellow  up  tlmt  is  cashier'd, 
And  has  no  money  ?  'foot,  should  she  keep  the 

chain, 
And  not  come  down,  I  must  turn  citizen. 
Be  bankrout,  and  crave  the  king's  protection. 
But  here  she  comes. 

Enter  Tapfata  and  Adriana« 

Taf,  What  would  you,  sir,  with  us, 
That  on  the  sodden,  and  so  late  you  come? 
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W.  SmaVrih.  I  have  some  Mcreto  to  aoqiUMpt 
you  with. 
Please  you  to  let  the  chttnber-maid  shake  qS, 
And  stand  as  centineL 

Taf.  It  shall  not  need, 
I  hope  I  have  not  brought  her  up  so  ill, 
But  that  she  knows  how  to  contam  your  secrets, 
As  well  as  I  her  mistress;  therefore  on. 

W,  Smatt-tk.  It  is  not  fit  forsooth  that  I  should 
on, 
Before  she  leave  the  room. 

Adru  Tis  not  indeed, 
Therefore  111  wait  in  the  with-drawing  room 
Until  you  call.  [Exit. 


Taf,  Now,  sir,  what's  your  will  ? 
W.Si 


,  SmaU-sh.  bear  widow,  pity  the  state  of  a 

young, 
Poor,  yet  proper  gentleman  ;  by  Venus  pap, 
Upon  my  knees  Fd  creep  unto  your  lap, 
Por  one  small  drop  of  favour ;  and  though  this 

face 
Is  not  the  finest  face,  yet  t'as  been  praised 
By  ladies  of  good  judgment  in  faces. 
Taf.  Are  these  your  secrets? 
If .  SmalM.  You  shall  have  secrets 
More  pleasing ;  nay  hear,  sweet  widow ; 
Some  wantons  do  delight  to  see  men  creep, 
And  on  their  knees  to  woo  them. 

Taf.  I  am  none  of  those ; 
Stand  up,  I  more  desire,  a  man  should  stand. 
Than  cringe  and  creep,  that  means  to  win  my 

love; 
I  say  stand  up,  and  let  .me  go,  ye'ad  best. 

W.  Smoilrili  For  everi^  me  cneep  upon  the 

ground, 
Unless  you  bear  my  suit 

lii/I  How  now,  sir  sauce. 
Would  you  be  cap'riog  in  your  father's  saddle  ? 
Away,  you  cashier'd  younger  brother,  be  gone ! 
Do  not  I  know  the  fashions  of  you  ail  ? 
When  a  poor  woman  has  laid  open  all 
Her  thoughts  to  you,  then  you  grow  proud  and 

coy; 
But  when  wise  maids  dissemble,  and  keep  close. 
Then  you  poor  snakes  come  creeping  on  your 

bellies. 
And  with  all  oiled  looks  prostrate  yourselves 
Before  our  beauties  sun,  wliere  once  but  warm, 
like  hateful  snakes  youstrike  ua with  your  stmgs. 
And  then  forsake  us ;  I  know  your  tricks,  be  gone  I 
W,  SmalirMh.  'Foot,  V\\  first  be  hang'd;  nay, 

if  you  go, 
You  shall  leave  your  smock  behind  you,  widow ; 
Keep  close  your  woosanish  weapon,  hold  your 

tongue. 
Nor  speak,  cough,  sneeze,  or  stamp,  for  if  you  do, 
By  this  good  blade  I'll  cut  your  throat  directly. 
Peace !  stir  not,  by  heaven  Til  cut  jour  throat 
If  you  but  stir;  speak  not,  stand  still,  go  to^ 


111  teach  coy  widows  a  new  way  to  woo; 
Come  you  shall  kiss;  why  so  ;— Fil  stab  by  heaven 
If  vou  but  stir ;  now,  .he«r,^first  kiss  again ; 
Why  so ;  stir  not !  Now  «ome  I  to  the  point. 
My  hopes  are  past,  nor  can  my  present  state 
Afibrd  a  single  halfopenoy:  my  tather 
Hates  me  deadly;  to  beg, my  birth  forbids; 
To  steal,  the  law,  the  hac^pnan,  and  the  rope, 
With  one  consent  deny :  to  go  a  trust. 
The  city  common-council  has  forbid  i^ 
Therefore  my  state  is  desperate— stir  not  !— 
And  I  by  much  will  rather  choose  to  ban& 
Then  in  a  ditch  or  prison-hole  to  starve ; 
Resolve,  wed  me,  and  take  me  to  your  bed. 
Or,  by  my  soul,  Fll  sraight  cpt  oflf  your  head ; 
Then  kill  myself,  for  I  had  rather  die. 
Than  in  a  street  live  poor  and  lousilv. 
Do  not  I  know  you  cannot  love  my  Uther? 
A  widow  that  has  known  ^e  quia  of  tilings, 
To  doat  upon  an  old  and  crazed  man 
That  stinks  at  both  ends,  worse  than  an  elder  pipe! 
Who,  when  his  blood  and  spirit  are  at  the  hei^t. 
Hath  not  a  member  to  his  palsy  body, 
But  is  more  limber  than  a  King's-head  pudding 
Took  from  the  pot  half  sod :  do  I  not  know  this  ? 
Have  you  not  wealth  enough  to  serve  us  both  ? 
And  am  not  I  a  prettv  haiMsome  fellow 
To  do  your  drudgerv  f  come,  come,  resolve, 
For  by  my  blood,  if  you  deny  jrour  bed, 
I'll  cut  your  throat  without  equivocation; 
If  you  be  pleased,  hold  up  vour  finger;  if  not. 
By  heaven  I'll  gar  my  ^'  whyniard  through  your 

womb; 
Is't  a  ma^  ^ 

To/*.  Hear  me  but  spe^. 

W.  SmuU-ih.  You'll  prate  too  loud. 

Jb/.  No. 

W.SmalM.  Nor. speak  ope  word  figainst  my 
honest  suit? 

Taf  No,  by  my  worih. 

W.-SmaU-th,  Kjss  upoo  that,  and  sneak. 

Taf.  1  dare  not  wed :  men  say  you  re  naughty 
.you'll  cheat. 
And  you  do  keep  a. whore. 

W.  Small^h.  That  is  a  Jje; 
She  keeps  herself  and  pe ;  yet  I  protest 
She's  not  dishocMest 

Taf  How  could  she  maintain  ypu  ? 

W.  SmaUrth.  Why,  by  her  coming»-in ;  a  lit- 
tle thing 
Her  friends  have  left  her,  which  with  putting  to 

best  use. 
And  often  turning,  yields  her  a  poor  living : 
But  what  of  thatr  she's  now  shook  oflf;  to  thee 
ni  only  cleave.  111  be  thy  merchant. 
And  to  tins  wealthy  fiur  HI  bring  my  ware. 
And  here  set  up  my  standing :  therefore  reM)lfe, 
Nooght  but  my  sword  is  left ;  ift  be  a.  match. 
Clap  hands,  contract,  and  aCraight  to  bed ; 
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If  not,  prmy,  fomve,  and  straifht  goes  offyour  head. 


Taf,  I  take  thy  love. 


,  SmalUih.  Then  straight  Ms  both  to  bed. 

Tafi  I'll  wed  to-morrow. 

W.  SmaUrth,  You  shall  not  sleep  upon't, 
An  honest  contract  is  as  good  a»  marriage. 
A  bird  in  hand— you  know  the  proverb,  widow. 

Tqf.  To  let  me  tell  thee,  TU  love  thee  while  i 
live 
For  this  attempt;  ^e  me  that  loMv  lad. 
That  wins  his  widow  with  his  well-drawn  blade. 
And  pot  with  oaths  and  words :  a  widow's  wooing, 
Not  in  bare  words,  but  should  consist  in  doing; 
I  take  thee  to  my  husband. 

W.  Smalirih.  I  thee  to  wife, 
Now  to  thy  bed,  and  there  we'll  end  this  strife. 

[Exeunt, 

Enter  Sir  Oliver,  and  Uddkrt. 

Sir  OUv,  Warm  blood,  the  young  man's  slave, 
the  old  man's  God, 
Makes  me  so  stir  thus  soon :  it  stirs  i'faidi, 
And  with  a  kind  of  itching  pricks  me  on 
To  bid  my  bride  ban  jour  ;  O  ilus  desire 
Is  even  another  filch'd  Promethean  fife, 
By  which  we  old  men  live ;  pekformance  then, 
Aye,  that's  poor  old  men's  bane,  that  in  old  men 
Comeslimpmg  off  more  lame,  God  knows,  than  he. 
Which  in  a  dose^  a  hot,  and  dangerous  ficht, 
Has  been  dismembered ;  and  craves  by  letters 

patents: 
Yet  scarce  a  woman  that  considers  this, 
Women  have  tricks,  firks,  and  farthingales, 
A  generation  are  they  full  of  subtlety, 
And  all  most  honest  where  they  want  the  means 
To  be  otherwise.    Therefore  rll  have  an  eye. 
My  widow  goes  not  oft  to  vi^t  kinsfolk : 
By  birth  she  is  a  Ninny ;    and  that,  I  know. 
Is  not  in  London  held  the  smallest  kindred ; 
I  must  have  wits  and  brains ;  come  on  my  friemls, 
Out  with  your  tools,  and  to't,  a  strain  of  mirth. 
And  a  pleasant  song,  to  wake  the  widow. 


Enter  William  Sualij^rav%9  above  in  Am 

Shirt. 
W.  SmallSh,  Musicians, minstrels!  Yoot rogues. 
For  God's  lo\e  leave  your  filthy  squetkine  noise, 
And  get  you  gone ;  the  widow  and  myself, 
^*  Will  scamble  out  the  shaking  of  the  sheets 
Without  music :  we  have  no  n^  of  fiddlers 
To  our  dancing;  Yoot,  have  you  no  wmta^rsf 
Cannot  a  roan  take  his  natural  rest 
For  your  scraping  ?  I  shall  wash  your  gut^fltrings^ 
If  you  but  stay  a  while :  yet  honest  rascals^ 
If  you'll  let  us  have  t'other  crash. 
The  widow  and  I'll  keep  time ;  there's  fbr  your 

pains. 
Sir  OUv,  How's  this?  will  the  wkkm  and  you 

keep  time? 
What  trick  ?  what  quiddit?  what  fc^gare  is  this? 
My  cashiered  son  speak  from  the  wid(  iw's  chamber. 
And  in  his  shirt  ?  ha !  sure  she  is  not  there ! 
lis  so;  she  has  took  him  in  fbr  pity, 
And  now  removes  her  chamber;  I  Will  hftme. 
On  with  my  neatest  robes,  perftime  my  beard. 
Eat  cloves,  eringoes,  and  drink  som^  aqsa  vhte 
To  sweeten  breath,  and  keep  my  weam  from 

wambling. 
Then,  like  the  month  of  Maroh,  tytftat  Msteiw 

ing  m, 
Marry  the  widow,  shake  op  this  springal. 
And  then  lie  as  quiet  as  a  sucking  1  amb. 
Close  by  the  widow  witl  I  rest  atfni^ht 
As  for  mv  breath,  I  have  crotchets  and  devises, 
"  Ladies'^  rank  breaths  are  Often    help'd   with 

**  spices.'* 

Enter  Adrian  a,  and  another  ^'  strewing  Herbs, 
Adri.  Come,  strew  apace;  Lord ,  shall  I  never 
live 
To  walk  to  chordi  on  flowers?  O  'las  fine, 
To  see  a  bride  trip  it  to  church  so  lightly, 
^^  As  if  her  new  choppines  would  e  com  to  bmisa 
A  silly  flower :  and  now  I  pr^ythee  tell  me. 
What  flower,  thinkest  thou,  is  likest  to  a  woman F 


'^  Will  scamble  otU  the  ehaking  of  the  $keet§-^The  shaking  of  the  sheets  was  a  dance.  A  d  ouhle  entendre 
is  designed  here,  and  the  same  b  often  to  be  found  hi  old  piays.  See  How  to  chuse  a  good  W.ife  from  a  bad, 
1602.     The  City  Madam,  A. «.  S.  1.     A  Woman  kiU*d  with  Kindness^  A.  I.  8.  1. 

'3  Strewing  herbs-^li  appears  to  have  formerly  been  a  custom  to  strew  herbs  and  flo>wers  from  the 
boose  where  persons  betrothed  resided,  to  the  church  where  they  were  married.  See  Am  iin*8  Two  Maids 
of  Morttake.  A.  I.  S.  I. 

^^  As  if  her  new  choppines — Aehoppine^  Of  chioppine,  was  a  high  shoe  worn  by  the  Italians.  Tom 
Coriate  calls  them  chapmeySy  and  gives  the  foltowing  account  of  them:  ^*  There  is  one  th ing  used  of  the 
Venetian  women,  and  some  others  dwefling  in  the  cities  and  townes  subject  to  the  Signi  nrv  of  Venice, 
that  is  not  to  be  observed  (I  thinlte)  amongst  any  other  women  In  Christendome:  whtcii  Is  so  common 
in  Venice,  that  no  woman  whatsoever  goetb  without  it,  either  in  her  bouse  or  abroai  I,  a  thing  made 
of  wood  f  and  covered  with  Udther  ^f  sundry  colors^  some  with  white,  some  redde,  tome  yelf/no.  Uncalled 
a  chapiney,  which  they  weare  under  their  shoes.  Many  Of  them  are  curiously  painted;  so  me  also  I  have 
scene  fairely  gilt:  so  uncomely  a  thing,  (io  piy  opinion)  that  it  is  pitty  this  foolish  eosiwm  is  not  fileaae 
banuhed  and  exterminated  out  of  the  citle.  There  are  many  of  these  chapineys  of  a  great  heighSk,  even 
halfe  a  yard  high,  which  maketh  manv  of  their  women  that  are  very  short,  seememu-cb  taller  than  the 
tallest  women  we  have  in  England.  Also  1  have  heard  that  this  k  observed  among  them,  that  by  how 
much  the  nobler  a  woman  is,  by  so  much  the  higher  are  her  chapineys  All  their  f^tlewomeo,  and 
most  of  their  wives  and  widowes  that  are  of  any  wealth,  are  assisted  and  supported  eyther  by  men  or 
women  when  they  walke  abroad,  to  the  end  they  may  not  fall.  They  are  boroe  iip  nrost  eonmoaly 
by  the  left  arme,  otherwise  they  might  quickly  take  a  fall.*'  Crudities,  1611,  ^^xQi^  See  also  Mr 
^teevcns's  Mote  on  Hamlet ,  A«  «,  S.  2. 
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1  Worn,  A  marjr-gpldy  I  think. 

Adri.  Whj  a  mary-gold  ? 
.  1  Worn.  Because  a  little  heart  makes  it  to 

spread. 
And  open  wide  bis  leaves. 

Adri,  Th'art  quite  wide, 
A  marr-gold  dotn  open  wide  all  day. 
And  shuts  most  close  at  night;   I  hope  thou 

knowest, 
All  wendiet  do  the  contrarr :  but,  sirrahy 
How  does  thy  uncle  the  old  doctor? 
Dost  think  he*ll  be  a  Inshop? 

1  Worn.  O  questionless ! 
For  h'as  got  him  a  young  wife,  and  carried  her 
To  Court  already :  but  now,  I  pr'ythee  say, 
"Why  will  the  widow  wed  so  old  a  knight? 

Adri,  Why  ?  for  his  riches. 

1  Worn,  For  riches  only; 
Why,  riches  cannot  give  her  her  delight 

Adri.  Riches,  I  hope,  can  soon  procure  her  one, 
Shall  give  her  her  delight;  that's  the  devil, 
That's  it,  i'faith,  makes  us  waiting-gentlewomen 
live  maitls  so  long. 

1  Worn.  Think  )ron  so? 

Adri,  Yes,  in  faith. 
Married  women  quite  have  spoiled  the  market, 
By  having  secret  friends  besides  their  husbands ; 
For  if  these  married  wives  would  be  content 
To  have  but  one  a  piece,  I  think,  in  troth, 
There  would  be  doings  enough  for  us  all. 
And,  till  we  get  an  act  of  parliament 
For  that^  our  states  are  desperate. 

Enter  Bovtcheb  and  Constantia. 
Come  strew  a^ce. 

Omit,  So  ho^  ho,  master. 

Bout,  Boy. 

ConU.  In  troth  I  thought  y*ad  been  more  fast 
asleep, 
Than  a  midwife,  or  a  puntan  tailor 
At  a  Sunday  evening's  lecture ;  but,  sir^ 
Why  do  you  rise  so  soon  ? 

Bout,  To  see  the  widow. 

C<tMt,  The  weaker  you;  you  are  forbid  a 
widow. 
And  'tis  the  first  thing  you  will  fall  into.  . 
Methinks  a  young  clear  skin'd  country  gentle- 
woman, 
That  never  saw  baboons,  lions,  or  courtiers, 
Might  prove  a  handsome  wife ;  or  what  do  you 

say 
To  a  citizen's  daughter,  that  never  was  in  love 
With  a  player,  that  never  learnt  to  dance. 
That  never  dwelt  near  any  inn-of-coort. 
Might  not  she  in  time  prove  an  honest  wife  ? 
Faith  take  a  maid,  and  leave  the  widow,  master, 
Of  all  meats  I  love  not  a  gaping  ouster. 

Bout.  God  speed  your  works,  fair  maids. 


Adri,  You  much  mistake, 
^Tis  no  work. 

Bout.  What  then  ? 

Adri,  A  preparation 
To  a  work,  sir. 

Bout,  What  work,  sweet  ladies  ? 
,  Adri,  Why  to  a  marriage;  that's  a  work  I 
think. 

Bout.  How  ?  a  preparation  to  a  marriage  ? 
Of  whom,  kind  maids,  of  whom  ? 

Adru  And  whv  kind  maids? 
I  hope  you  have  had  no  kindness  at  ourhand 
To  make  you  say  so:  but,  sir,  understand, 
That  Sir  Oliver  Small-shanks  the  noble  knight, 
And  Mistress  Taffiita,  the  nch  widow. 
Must  this  day  be  coupled,  conjoined, 
Married,  espoused,  wedded,  contracted, 
Or,  as  the  puritan  says,  put  together. 
And  so,  sir,  to  the  shifting  of  our  clean  smocks^ 
We  leave  you, 

[Exeunt  Adbiana,  and  the  other  Woman. 

Bout,  Married,  and  to-day  ? 
Dissension,  jealousy,  hate,  beggary. 
With  all  the  dire  evenu  which  breed  dislike 
In  nuptial  beds,  attend  her  bridal  steps ! 
Can  vows  and  oaths  with  such  protesting  action. 
As  if  their  hearts  were  spit  forth  witli  their  words. 
As  if  their  souls  were  darted  through  their  eyes, 
Be  of  no  more  validity  with  women  ? 
Have  I  for  her  contemn'd  iny  fixed  fate, 
Neelected  my  fair  hopes,  and  scom*d  the  love 
Of  beauteous,  virtuous,  and  honour'd  Constnntia  ^ 

Con»t,  Now  works  it  with  my  wish :  my  hopes 
are  fulL 

Boist.  And  I  engaged  my  worth,  and  ventur'il 
life 
On  yonder  boffoln  face,  to  have  men  scorn. 
And  point  at  my  disgrace?  first  will  I  leave  ta 

live: 
There  take  my  purse,  live  thou  to  better  fate, 

[BouTCHER  hangi  himuifi, 
Better  thus  die  than  live  unfortunate. 

Const,  Aye  me  accurst !  help,  help,  murther, 
murther; 
Curst  be  the  day  and  hour  that  gave  me  breath ! 
Murther,  murther :  if  any  gentleman 
Can  hear  my  plaints,  come  forth,  and  assist  me. 

W.Small-sh.  »♦  What  out<riet  call  me  from 
my  naked  bed? 
Who  calls  Jeronimo  ^  speak,  here  I  am. 

Const.  Good  sir,  leave  your  struggling  and 
acting, 
And  help  to  save  the  Ufe  of  a  distressed  man; 
O  help,  if  you  be  gentlemen* 

W.  Small-sh.  What's  here  f 
A  man  han^d  up^  and  all  the  murtherers  gone^ 
And  at  my  door^  to  lay  the  guilt  onmef 


i^  What  outcried  &c«*-Tbe  Uiies  printed^  Italics  are  taken  from  The  Spanish  ZVif  ac^i  Vol>  U 
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Thii  place  mat  made  to  pleasure  eiHtent  wiveSf 
And  not  to  hang  ap  honest  gentlemen. 

Enter  Taffata. 
Taf.  Where  be  these  lazy  knaves?  some  raise 
the  house. 
Wliat  meant  the  cry  of  mnrther?  where's  mv  lore? 
•    W.  Smail-sh.  Come^  IsabeltOf  help  me  to  lament, 
For  sighs  are  stopt,  and  all  my  tears  are  ^^*' 
These  cloaths  I  oft  have  seen^  aye  me,  my  friend  ! 
Porsoe  the  murtherers,  raise  all  the  street. 
Const.  It  sha)l  not  need,  lio  stirs ;  give  him 

breath. 
W.  Small-sh.   Is  there  yet  life,  Horatio,  my 
dear  boy 
Horatio  f  Horatio,  what  hast  thou  missdone. 
To  lose  thy  life,  when  life  was  new  begun  f 
Bout,  Heart,  a  man  bad  as  good  be  hang'd 
out-right, 
As  to  endure  this  clapping :  shame  to  thy  sex, 
Per6dious  perjur'd  woman,  where'^  thy  shame  f 
How  can  thy  modesty  forbear  to  blush, 
And  knowest  I  know  thee  an  adulteress : 
Hare  not  thT  tows  made  thee  my  lawful  wife 
Before  tlie  /ace  of  heaven  ?  v^here  is  thy  shame  ? 
But  why  speak  I  of  shame  to  thee,  whose  face 
Is  steelxl  with  custom'd  sin,  whose  thoughts  want 

grace; 
The  custom  of  thy  sin 'so  lulls  thy  sense : 
^omen  ne'er  blush,  though  ne'er  so  foul  the 
#  o£fence. 

To  break  thjr  vow  to  me,  and  straight  to  wed 
A  doadng  stinkard ! 

W.  Small-sh,  But  bold  your  tongue. 
Or  by  this  light  1*11  truss  yon  up  again ; 
*Heart  rail  on  my  wife  !  am  I  a  stinkard  ? 
Jiout,  The  knight  your  father  is. 
W.  Small-sh,  Why,  who  denies  it  ? 
He  supplants  thee,  and  1  supplanted  him  t 
Come,  come,  von  shall  be  friends,  come  for- 
give her : 
For  by  this  light  there  is  no  remcdv. 
Unless  you  will  betake  you  to  my  leavings. 

Canst.  Rather  thnn  so.  Til  help  yon  to  a  wife 
Rioh,  well  bom,  and  by  some  accounted  fair. 
And  for  the  worth  of  her  virginity, 
I  dare  presume  to  pawn  my  honesty ; 
What  say  you  to  Constantta  Sommerfield  ? 
W.  Small-sh,  Dost  know  where  she  is,  boy  ? 
Const.  I  d3,  nay  more, 
If  he  but  sirear  to  embrace  her  constant  love, 
III  f«tch  her  to  this  place. 

W.  SmaU'sh.  He  shall  do  it,  boy. 

Enter  Sir  Oliveb,  and  Fiddlers^ 
He  shall  do  it,  go  fetch  her  boy,  'foot  my  father ! 

l^Exit  CoNSTAKTIA. 

Stand  to*t  now,  old  wench,  stand  to*t  now. 
Sir  Olh,  Now  fresh    and  youthful  as  the 
month  of  May, 
111  bid  mv  bride  leood-morrow ;  musicians,  on, 
Dghtly,  lightly,  and  by  my  knighthood  spurs. 
This  year  yoo  ^all  have  my  protection, 
And  yet  not  buy  your  livery  coats  yourse  Ives  ; 

VOL*  II. 


Good-morrow,  bride,  fresh,  fresh,  as  the  month 

of  May, 
I  come  to  kiss  thee  on  thy  wedding-day. 

W,  Small-sh,  Saving  your  tale,  sir,  Til  shew 
you  how ; 
April  showers  bring  May  flowers^ 
So  merrily  sings  the  cuckoos 
The  truth  is,  I  have  laid  my  knife  aboard 
The  widow,  sir,  is  wedded.  ] 

SirOUv.HA\ 
W.  Small-sh.  Bedded. 
Sir  OUv,  Ha ! 

W,  Small-sh.    Why,  my  good  father,  what 
should  you  do  with  a  wife  ? 
Would  you  be  crested?  will  you  needs  thmst 

•your  head 
In  one  of  Vulcan's  helmets  ?  will  you  perforce 
Wear  a  city  cap,  and  a  court  feather? 
Sir  OUv.   Villain,   slave,  thou  hast  wrong'd 

my  wife. 
W,  Small-sh.  Not  so. 
Speak,  my  good  wench,  have  I  not  done  thee 
right? 
Taf,  I  find  no  fault ;  and  I  protest.  Sir  Oliver 
IM  not  have  lost  the  last  two  hours  sleep 
I  had  by  him,  for  all  the  wealth  yon  have. 
Sir  OUv.  Villain,  slave,  I'll  hang  thee  by  the 
statute, 
Thou  hast  two  wives. 

W,  Small-sh.  Be  not  so  furious,  sir, 
I  have  but  thin,  the  other  was  my  whore. 
Which  now  is  married  to  an  honest  lawyer. 
Sir  OUv,  Thou  villain,  slave,  tliou  hsAt  abos'd 

thy  father* 
Bout.  "  Your  son  i'faith,  ^our  very  son  i'ftiith, 
"  The  villain  boy  has  one  tnok  of  his  sire, 
**  Has  firkt  away  the  wench,  has  pierc'd  the 

**  hogshead, 
''And  knows  by  this  the  vintage.'^ 
Sir  OUv,  I  am  undone. 
Bout,  You  could  not  love  the  widow,  but  her 

wealth. 
Sir  OUv,  The  devil  take  my  soul  but  I  did 

love  her. 
Thf.  That  oath  doth  shew  you  arenNortbera 
knight, 
And  of  all  men  alive,  Fll  never  trust 
A  Northern  man  in  love. 

Sir  OUv,  And  why?  and  why,  slut? 
Taff',  Because  the  first  word  he  speaks  is,  the 
devil 
Take  his  soul ;  and  who  will  give  htm  trust 
That  once  has  given  his  soul  unto  the  devil  ? 
W.  Small'sh.  She  says  most  true,  father,  the 
soul  once  gone, 
The  best  part  of  man  is  gone. 

Taf.  And,  lYaith, 
If  the  best  part  of  a  man  is  gone. 
The  rest  of  the  body  is  not  worth  a  rash^ 
Though  it  be  ne'er  so  handsome. 

Enter  Lady  Sommerfield,  Tbroate  and 

Beard  bound,  ana  Jiatice  Tuicuiii. 
L.  Som.  Bring  them  away 
23 
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ir.  Smalhh.  How  now  ? 
My  lawyer  pinion'd !  I  begin  to  stink 
Already. 

X.  Sam,  Cheater,  my  daughter ! 

W.  Small-sh,  She's  mad.     . 

Tftroate.  My  wife,  sir,  my  wife. 

IF.  Small  sh.  TheyVe  mad,  stark  mad  ! 
I  am  sorry,  sir,  you  have  lost  those  happy  wits. 
By  which  you  liv*d  so.  well.    The  air  grows  cold, 
I'herefore  ril  take  my  leave. 

X.  Som,  So,  stay  him  officers : 
Sir,  'tis  not  your  tricks  of  wit  can  carry  it 
Officers  attach  him,  and  this  gentleman, 
For  stealing  away  my  heir. 

W.  SmaU-sh.  You  do  me  wrong ; 
Heart,  I  never  saw  your  heir. 

rAroa*e.Thai'salye, 
,You  stole  her,  and  by  chance  I  married  her. 

W,  SmaUrth.  God  give  you  joy,  sir. 

Throate.  Ask  the  butler  else. 
Therefore,  widow,  release  me,  for  by  no  law^ 
Statute,  or  book-case,  of  Vkeuimo 
Edwardi  seeundi,  nor  by  the  statute 
Of  JHceaimo  Henrid  iextiy 
Nor  by  any  book  case  of  dedmo 
Of  the  late  queen,  am  I  accessary, 
Part,  or  party  confederate,  abetter. 
Helper,  seconder,  persuader,  forwarder, 
Principal,  or  maintainer,  of  this  late  theft: 
But  by  law,  I  forward,  and  she  willing, 
Clapt  up  the  match,  and  by  a  good  statute 
Of  Deckno  tertio  Richardi  guarti^ 
She  is  my  leeful,  lawful,  and  my  true 
Married  wife,  teste  lieutenaot  Beard. 

W.  Small-tk^   Who  lives,  would  think   yoo 
could  prate  so  fast, 
Your  hands  being  bound  behind  you  ?  'foo^  be  talks 
With  as  much  ease  as  if  he  were  in's  snirt. 

Sir  Oliv,  I  am  witness  thou  had'st  the  heir. 

Just,  Tut,  So  am  I. 

Throate,  And  so  is  my  maiiDa&b. 

Bout,  Hear  me  but  speak : 
Sit  you  as  judges,  undo  the  lawyer's  hands. 
That  he  may  freely  act,  and  ril  be  bound 
That  WilliamSmall-fthanks  shall  put  your  Throate 

to  silence. 
And  overthrow  him  at  hb  own  weapon. 

Just.  Tut.  Agreed,  take  each  his  place,  and 
hear  the  case 
Ai^ued  betwixt  them  two. 

Umnes.  Agreed,  agreed. 

Just.  Tut,  Now,  Throate^  or  never,  stretch 
yourself. 

Tkroate.  Fear  not. 

W.  Smallish.  Here  stand  I  for  my  client,  this 
Gentleman. 

Throate,  I  for  the  widow. 

W.  Small'Sh,  Begin. 

Throate,  Ri^ht  worshipful, 
I  say  that  William  Small-shanks,  mad-man. 
Is  by  a  statute  made  in  Octavo 
Of  Uichard  Cordelion,  euilty  to  the  law 
Of  felony,  for  stealing  this  lad/s  heir ; 


That  he  stole  her,  the  proof  is  most  pregnant. 
He  brouoht  her  to  my  house,  confest  bimsell^ 
He  made  great  mean's  to  steal  her ;  I  like  her, 
(And  finding  him  a  novice)  truth  to  tell, 
Married  her  myself,  and  as  I  said. 
By  a  Statute  Richardi  Quarti, 
She  is  lawful  wife. 

W.  Small'sh.  For  ray  client, 
I  say  the  wench  brought  unto  your  house, 
Was  not  the  daughter  to  rich  Sommerfield.^ 

Sir  O.  What  proof  of  that  ? 

W,  Small'sh,  This  gentleman. 

Throate,  Tut,  tut. 
He  is  a  party  in  the  cause,— -but,  sir, 
Ift  were  not  the  daughter  to  this  good  widow, 
Who  was  it  ?  answer  that. 

W.  Small-sh,  An  arrant  whore 
Which  you  have  married,  and  she  is  run 
Away  with  all  your  jewels,  this  is  true. 
And  this  lieutenant  Beard  can  testify; 
^was  the  wench  I  kept  in  Hosier-lane. 

Beard.  What  was  it  shef 

W.  Small-sh.  The  very  same. 

Jus,  Tut.  Speak,  sirrah  Beard ;  if  all  he  says 
be  true. 

Beard,  She  said  she  was  a  punk,  a  rampant 
whore. 
Whicli  in  her  time  had  been  the  cause  of  parting 
Some  fourteen  bawds ;  he  kept  her  in  the  suburbs. 
Yet  I  do  think  this  wench  was  not  the  same. 

Bout,  The  case  is  clear  with  me. 

Omnes,  O  strange ! 

Throate,  Sir,  sir. 
This  b  not  true ;— hOw  liv*d  you  in  the  suburbs^ 
And  scapt  so  many  searches  r 

W,  Smallish.  I  answer* 
That  most  Constables  in  our  out-parishes 
Are  bawds  themselves;  by  which  we  scapt  the 
searches. 

Sir  0,  This  is  most  strange ! 

Tdidy  Sam.  What's  become  of  this  woman? 

Beard.  Fhat  know  not  I.    At  I  was  squiring 
her 
Along  the  street,  Master  Small-shanks  set  upon 

.  me. 
Beat  me  down,  and  took  away  the  maid. 
Which  I  suppose  was  daughter  to  the  widow; 

W,  SmalUsh,  He  lyes;  let  me  be  hangfd  if  he 
lyes  not. 

Sir  O.  what  confusion  is  this  ? 

Enter  Coksta;b£,e. 
Con.  Bring  them  forward. 
Enter  Thomas  Smallsuanks  and  Frances. 

God  preserve  your  worship.    And  ii  like  you, 

madam, 
We  were  commanded  by  our  deputy, 
That  if  we  took  a  woman  in  the  watch, 
To  bring  her  straight  to  you  :  and  hearing  there 
You  were  come  hither,  hither  we  brought  them. 
Sir  0,  The  one  is  my  son*    I  do  acknowledge 

him, 
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What  woman's  that  ? 

T,  SmaUrsh.  The  widows  daughter,  sir* 

W.  Smallrsh.  Blood !  is  he  guU'd  too. 

7.  SmalUh.  My  brother  stole  her  first, 
Tliroate  coozenM  him,  aod  I  had  coost€n*d  Throate, 
Had  Dot  the  Constable  took  us  in  the  watch; 
She  is  the  widow's  daughter,  had  I  had  lack. 

Throate,  And  my  espoused  wife. 

Lady  Som.  Unmask  tier  face. 
My  daughter  ?  I  defy  her. 

W.  Small'Sh,  Your  worship's  wife. 

Throate,  I  am  gull'd  and  abus'd ;  and  by  a  sta- 
tute 
Of  Triceuimo  of  the  late  Queen, 
I  will  star-chamber  you  all  for  coozenage. 
And  be  by  law  divorc'd. 

W.  Smallish.  Sir,  'twill  not  hold: 
She's  jrour  leeful,  lawful,  and  true  wedded  wife, 
Teste  Lieutenant  Beard. 

Beard.  Was*t  you  that  broke  my  head  ? 

W.  Smallrih.  But  why  shouldst  think  much  to 
die  a  cuckold, 
Being  bom  a  knave  ?  As  good  lawyers  as  you 
Scorn  not  horns. 

Throate,  I  am  gull'd,  aye  me  accurs'd  ! 
Why  should  the  harmless  men  be  vex'd  with  horns, 
When  women  most  deserve  them. 

W*  Smallrih,  I'll  shew  you,  sir  : 
The  husband  is  the  wife's  head,  and  I  pray 
Where  should  the  horns  stand  but  upon  the  head : 
Why,  wert  thou  not  begot  (thou  foolish  knave) 
By  a  poor  sumner  on  a  Serjeant's  widow  ? 
Wert  not  thou  a  Puritan,  and  put  in  trust 
To  gather  relief  for  the  distressed  Geneva  ? 
And  didst  not  thou  leave  thy  poor  brethren. 
And  run  away  witli  all  the  money  ?  Speak, 
Was  not  that  thy  first  rising  ?  Go, 
Y'are  well  coupled,  by  Jove  ye  are;  she  is 
But  d  younger  sister  newly  come  to  town ; 
She's  current  mettle,  not  a  penny  the  worse 
For  a  little  use,  whole  within  the  ring 
By  my  soul. 

Beard.  Will  he  take  her,  think'st  thoo? 

Bout,  Yes,  'faith,  upon  her  promise  of  amend*- 
roent. 

Jus,  Tut,  The  Lawyer  is  gull'd. 


Throate,  Am  I  thus  over-reach'd,  to  have  a 
wife, 
And  not  of  the  best  neither? 

Franca^  Good  sir,  be  content^ 
A  lawyer  should  make  all  things  right  and  straight. 
All  lyes  but  in  the  handling.    I  may  prove 
A  wife  that  shall  deserve  your  best  of  love. 
Sir  0.  Take  her  Throate,  you  have  a  better 
jewel  now 
Than  ever;  kiss  her,  kiss  her,  man ;  all  friends. 
Lady  Som.  Yet  in  this  happy  close,  I  still  have 
lost 
My  only  daughter. 

W.  Small-ih.  Where's  thy  Page,  Boutchcr? 

Enter  Constantia. 

Con,  Here  I  present  the  Paget  and  that  all 
doubts 
May  here  be  cleared,  her^  in  my  proper  shape, 
That  all  your  joys  may  be  compleat,  and  full, 
I  must  make  one ;  with  pardon,  gentle  mother. 
Since  all  our  friends  so  happily  are  met. 
Here  will  I  choose  a  husband :  this  be  the  man. 
Whom  since  I  left  your  house,  in  sliape  of  page, 
I  still  have  followed. 

W.  Small'th,  'Foot,  would  I  had  known  so  much, 
I  would  have  been  bold  to  have  lain  with  your 
Page. 

Con.  Say  am  I  welcome  ? 

Bout.  As  is  my  life  and  soul. 

i^y  Som.  Heaven  give  you  joy, 
Since  all  so  well  succeeds,  take  my  consent. 

W.  SmaU-th.  Then  are  we  all  pair*d.    I,  and 
my  lass; 
You,  and  your  wife;  the  Lawyer  and  his  wench ; 
And,  father,  fall  you  aboard  of  the  widow  • 
But  then  my  brother  —— 

r.  Smalt'Sh.  'Faith,  I  am  a  fool. 

W.  Smallrsh.  That's  all  one;  if  God  had  not 
made 
Some  elder  brothers  fools,  how  should  witty 
Younger  brothers  be  maintain*d  ? 
Strike  up,  music;  let's  have  an  old  song: 
Since  all  my  tricks  have  found  so  good  success. 
Well  sing,  dance,  dice,  and  drink  down  heavi- 
ness. 


EPILOGUE. 


Thus  two  hours  have  brought  to  end 
What  many  tedious  hours  nave  penn'd 
He  dares  not  glory  nor  distrust : 
But  he  (as  other  writers  must) 
Submit  the  censures  of  his  pains 
To  those  whose  wito  and  nimble  brains, 
Are  able  best  to  jud^ :  and  as  for  some, 
Who,  fill'd  with  malice,  hither  come 
To  belch  their  poison  on  his  labour. 


Of  them  he  doth  intreat  no  favour ; 
But  bids  them  hang,  or  soon  amend. 
For  worth  shall  still  itself  defend ; 
And  for  ourselves  we  do  desire, 
You'll  breathe  on  us  that  growing  fire, 
B^  which  in  time  we  may  obtain 
Like  favours  which  some  others  gain ; 
For  be  assur'd  our  loves  shall  tend 
To  equal  theirs,  if  not  transcend. 
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(1.)  "  Ram-Alley ;  or,  Merrie  Tricks :  A  Comedy.  Divers  timet  heretofore  acted  by  the  Children 
*'  of  the  King's  Revels.  Written  by  Lo.  Barrey,  At  London.  Printed  by  G.  Eld,  for  Robert  Wil- 
**  800,  and  are  to  be  sold  at  his  shop  in  Uolborae,  at  the  new  gate  of  GrayeVInne,  1611, 4to.'' 

(9.)  '^  Raro-AUey ;  or.  Merry  Tricks :  A  Comedy.  Divers  times  heretofore  acted  by  the  Children 
'''  of  the  King's  Revels.  Written  by  Lo^  Burr^y.  London.  Printed  by  John  Norton,  for  Robert 
«  Wilson,  1636,410." 
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MOLL  CUT-PURSE. 


TO 

THE  COMIC  PLAY-READERS,  VENERY,  AND  LAUGHTER. 

The  fashion  of  plRy-iiiakin«;  I  can  properly  compare  to  nothing  so  naturally  as  the  alteration  in 

apparel :  for  in  the  time  of  the  Grent-crop-doubiet,  your  huge  hombasted  plays,  quitted  with  mighty 

words  to  lean  purpose,  was  only  then  in  fashion.     And  as  the  doublet  fell,  neater  inventions  b^an 

to  set  up.    Now  in  the  time  of  spruceness,  oar  plays  follow  the  niceness  of  our  Garments,  smj^le 

plots,  quaint  conceits,  letcherous  jests,  drest  up  in  hanging  sleeves,  and  those  are  fit  for  the  Times, 

and  the '  Termers ;  such  a  kind  of  light-colour  Summer  stuflf,  mingled  with  divers  colours,  vou  shall 

find  this  published  Comedy,  good  to  keep  you  in  an  afternoon  from  dice  at  home  in  your  chambers; 

and  for  venery  you  shall  find  enough  *  for  six- pence,  but  well  coucb'd  and  you  mark  it :  for  Venus 

being  a  woman,  passes  through  the  pla^  in  doublet  and  breeches,  a  brave  disguise  and  a  safe  one,  if 

the  otatute  untie  not  her  cod-piece  point.    The  book  I  make  uo  question,  but  is  fit  for  many  of  your 

companies,  as  well  as  the  person  itself,  and  may  be  allowed  both  jpllcry  room  at  the  play-house 

and  chamber-room  at  your  lodging :  worse  things  I  must  needs  confess  the  world  has  taxt  her  for, 

than  has  been  written  of  her;  but  'tis  the  excellency  of  a  Writer,  to  leave  things  better  than  he  finds 

them,  though  some  obscene  fellow  (that  cares  not  what  he  writes  against  others,  yet  keeps  a  mystical 

bawdy-house  himself,  and  entertains  drunkards,  to  make  use  of  their  pockets,  and  vent  his  private 

bottle-ale  at  mid-night)  thouj^h  such  one  would  have  ript  up  the  most  nasty  vice,  that  ever  hell 

bdcht  forth^  and  presented  it  to  a  modest  Assembly;  yet  we  rather  wish  in  such  discoveries,  whera 

reputation  lies  bleeding,  a  slackness  of  (ruth,  than  fulneto  of  slander. 

Thomas  Middleton. 


'  Tmiun : — This  word  was  fomerly  applied  to  persons  of  ill  repute,  both  male  and  female.  Dekker 
io  Th*  BeUium  •f  Lmdon^  1616,  9igD.  li  3,  speaking  of  the  practUes  of  the  cheats  !»  his  time,  says, 
^  they  allet  sach  coontries  to  this  Band  of  F9iit»^  such  townes  to  those,  and  such  a  City  to  so  maoy  Kvpti, 
wbereopoo  wbm  of  thete  Boothalers  are  called  Termers,  and  they  ply  fVcstminsier-haU :  Michaelmas 
Term  u  their  karvettf  and  they  sweat  in  it  harder  than  reapers  or  haymakers  doe  at  their  works  in  the 
beat  of  sammer." 

^  For  sis.pence,— The  priee  of  a  Play  at  this  time,  as  will  appear  fVom  the  followiog  instances :  Lam 
Tritkst  by  John  Day,  1608,  Addreis  from  the  Book  to  the  Reader,  concludes :  ^*  Thine  or  any  man's  for 
a  taster.*^ 

Yerses  by  W.  B.  (probably  William  Browne)  prefixed  to  The  Bondman  i 

**  Tis  granted  for  your  Twelve-pence  you  did  sit. 
And  see  and  bear,  and  underitood  not  yet  { 
The  Author  in  a  C  hristian  Pity,  takes. 
Care  of  your  good,  and  prints  it  for  your  sakes. 
That  such  as  will  but  venture  Six-pence  more, 
Itfay  know  what  they  but  saw  and  heard  before.**  ^ 

Randolph's  Address  to  the  Reader  prefixed  to  ThaJeabai  Lovert^  4to.  1613;  **  Coorteoiis  Reader,  ^ 
t^g  thy  pardon,  if  I  p^t  th^e  to  the  ex  pence  of  a  ilxpeace,  and  the  lots  of  an  hoar.** 
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DRAMAHS  PERSONJE. 


Sir  Alexandee  Wengeave^  anc^  Neat-foot  hit 

Man. 
Sir  Adam  Appleton. 
Sir  Davy  Dapper. 
Sir  Beauteous  Gantked. 

Lord  NOLAND. 

Toung  Wengrave. 

Jack  Dapper,  and  Gull  his  Page. 

Goshawk. 

Greek  EwiT. 

Laxtok^ 


Tilt-yard,  "j 

Openwork,  >  Civet  4r  Uxoreu 

Gallipot^    3 

Moll  the  Roaring  Girl, 
Trapdoor. 

Sir  Guy  Fitz-allard. 

Mary  Fitz-allard  Ati  DaugUer. 

CuRTiLAX  a  Serjeant^  and 
Hanger  1m  Yeoman, 


MifMtru 


ACT  I. 


SCENE  I, 


^nter  Mary  Fitz-allard,  disguised  like  a 
tempster^  vnth  a  case  for  bands ;  and  Neat- 
toot,  a  seroingman  with  her,  with  a  napkin  on 
his  shoulder,  and  ^  a  trencher  in  his  hand  as 
from  table, 

Neia.  The  young  geDtleman  (our  young  mas- 
ter,) sir  Alexander's  son,  is  it  into  his  cars  (sweet 
damsel,  emblem  of  fragility)  you  desire  to  have 
a  message  transported,  or  to  be  transcendent  ? 

3f.  Fitz,  A  private  word  or  two,  sir;  nothing 
else. 


Neat.  You  shall  fructify  in  that  which  j os 
come  for:  your  pleasure  shall  be  satisfied  to 
your  full  contentation :  I  will  (fairest  tree  of  g^ 
ncration)  watch  when  our  young  master  is  ere^ 
ted  (that  is  to  say  up,)  add  deliver  him  to  this 
your  most  white  hand« 

Af.  Fitz,  Thanks,  sir. 

Neat,  And  withal  certify  him,  that  I  have 
culled  out  for  him  (now  his  belly  is  replenished) 
a  dtthitier  bit  or  modicum  than  any  lay  upon  his 
trencher  at  dinner— hath  he  notion  of  your  name 
I  beseech  your  chastity  ?  ' 

M,  Fits.  One,  of  whom  he  bespake  fallioff 
bands  \  ^ 


3  J  trencher  tn  hU  hmd^Ax  this  time  pewte^  was  not  introdaced  into  connon  use.  Our  ancesfora 
were  content  with  wooden  trenchers,  and  these  were  even  to  be  found  at  the  tables  of  oar  nobility  and 
penons  of  good  fashion.  Among  the  orders  for  household-servants,  devised  by  John  llaryngton  1566 
and  renewed  by  bis  Son  1692,  it  is  directed,  "  That  nu  man  waite  at  the  table  without  a  trencher  in  his 
Hand,  except  it  be  upon  good  cause,  on  pain  of  Id."  Nu^«  Jntiqum,  Vol  II.  p.  267.  edit  1779.  See 
also  the  NorthumberUmi  Houtehotd-Book,  p.  364.  Trenchers  arc  still  used  In  some  coUeees  and  innBH>f- 
court,  particolaiiy  in  UncolnVlnn. 

./  r^'n^  Ws— IB  note  ^6  to  The  Honett  Whore,  Vol  I.  p.  530.  1  have  expressed  a  doubt  whether 
the  Jetting  band  might  not  be  a  species  of  mA.  In  Evelyn's  Dteeaune  on  Medalt,  I69t,  p.  lOS,  is  tlie 
head  of  Charles  I.  crowoed  in  the  garter,  robes,  and  wearing  a  falling  band ;  «  which  new  mode,  says 
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2^t.  Falling  bands !  it  ^11  so  be  given  bim 
—-if  you  please  to  Tenture  your  modesty  in  the 
ball,  amongst  a  corl-pated  company  of  rude  ser- 
vingmen,  and  take  such  as  they  can  set  before 
youy  you  shall  be  most  seriously  and  ingeniously 
welcome* 

Jf.  Fitz,  I  bare  '  dined  indeed  already,  sir. 

Neat.^-Or  will  you  vouchsafe  to  kiss  the  lip 
of  a  cup  of  rich  Orleans  in  the  buttery  amongst 
our  waiting-women. 

M.  Fiti.  Not  now  in  truth,  sir. 

Neat»  Our  young  master  shall  then  have  a 
feeling  of  your  being  here ;  presently  it  shall  be 
given  him.  [Exit.  Nbat-poot. 

M.FUz,  I  humbly  thank  you,  sir;— but  that 
my  bosom 
Is  full  of  bitter  sorrows,  I  could  smile. 
To  see  this  formal  ape  play  antick  tricks : 
But  in  my  breast  a  poisoned  arrow  sticks, 
And   smiles   cannot  become  me :   love  woven 

slightly 
(Such  at  thy  false  heart  makes)  wears  out  as 

But  love  being  truely  bred  i'tV  soul  (like  mine) 
Bleeds  even  to  death,  at  the  least  wound  it  takes, 
The  more  we  quench  this,  the  less  it  slackes : 
Omef 

Enter  Sebastian  Wengeave  with  Neat-Foot. 

&  Wen,  A  sempster  speake  with  me,  ^  says't 
thou? 

Neat.  Yes,  sir;  she's  there,  vieoa  voce^  to  de- 
liver her  auricular  confession, 

Seb,  With  me,  sweet  heart?  What  is't? 

M,  FitM,  1  have  brought  home  your  bands,  sir, 

iS^.  Bands !— Neat-foot 


Neat.  Sir. 

Seb.  Pr'ythee  look  in;  for  all  the  gentlemen 
are  upon  rising. 

Neat.  Yes,  sir;  a  most  methodical  attendance 
shall  be  given. 

Seb,  And  dost  hear  ?  if  my  father  call  for  me, 
say  I  am  busy  with  a  sempster. 

^eo^.  Yes,  sir !  be  shall  know  it  that  you  are 
busied  with  a  needle  woman. 

Seb.  In's  ear,  good  Neat-foot. 

Neat.  It  shall  be  so  given  bim.  [Exit. 

Seb.  Bands!  you're  mistaken,  sweet  heart,  I 
bespake  none:  when,  where,  I  pr'ythee?  what 
bands  ?  let  me  see  them. 

M.  Fitz.  Yes,  sir;  a  bond  fast  sealed,  with  so- 
lemn oaths, 
Subscribed  unto  (as  I  thought")  with  your  soul: 
Delivered  as  your  deed  in  signt  of  heaven : 
Is  this  bond  cancell'd  ?  have  you  forgot  me? 

Seb.  Ha !  life  of  my  life :  Sir  Guy  Fitz-allard's 
daughter ! 
What  has  transform'd  my  love  to  this  strange 

shape? 
Stay:  make  all  sure — so:  now  speak  and  be 

brief. 
Because  the  wolf's  at  door  that  lies  in  wait. 
To  prey  upon  us  both :  albeit  mine  eyes 
Are  blest  by  thine ;  yet  this  so  strange  disguise 
Holds  me  with  fear  and  wonder. 

M.  FitM.  Mine's  a  loathed  sicht : 
Why  from  it  are  yon  banish'd  dse  so  long? 

iS^.  I  must  cut  short  my  speech,  in  broken 
language: 
Thus  much,  sweet  MoU;  I  must  thy  company 

shun; 
I  court  another  Moll;  my  thoughts  must  run. 


Mr  Eve^o,  succeeded  the  cumbersome  ruff;  but  neither  did  the  Bnhops  or  Judges  give  if  over  so  soon, 
the  Lord  Keeper  Finch  being,  I  think,  the  very  first.**  From  this  medal,  which  was  struck  in  1633,  it 
appears,  that  ih9  falling  band  resembled  what  lately  was  called  a  Vandyke.  We  learn  from  the  Works 
of  Tt^lor  the  Water  Poet,  foU  1630.  p.  167.  that  the  rise  of  falUng  hmd$  was  only  the  revival  of  an  an« 
cient  fashion* 

'<  Now  up  aloft  I  mount  unto  the  ruffe, 
Which  into  foolish  mortals  pride  doth  puffes 
Yet  Raffes  antiquity  is  here  but  small, 
Within  this  eighty  yeeres,  not  one  at  all ; 
For  the  eighth  Henry  (as  f  understand) 
Was  the  first  King  that  ever  wore  a  Band ; 
And  but  afallhtg  band,  plaine  with  a  hem, 
All  other  people  knew  no  use  of  thenri 
Yet  imitation  in  small  time  began 
To  xrow»  that  it  the  kingdome  Dver-ilin ; 
The  little  falimg  band*  encreas'd  iQ  Ruffes, 
Ruffes  (growing  great)  were  waited  on  by  cnffesi 
And  thougb  our  fraUties  should  awake  our  care. 
We  make  oor  Aoffes  as  carelesse  as  we  are." 

^  i>tM4— The.  Quarto  reads  difed* 
^  &^7— The  Quarto  reads  taith. 
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As  a  horse  runs  that's  bllDd,  roufid  in  a  mill, 
Out  every  step,  vet  keepioi;  one  path  still. 
Jlf»  ¥Uz.  Umh !  must  ;ou  shun  roy  company  ? 

In  one  knot 
Have  both  uur  bands  by  th'  hands  of  heaven  been 

tied. 
Now  to  be  broke?  I  thought  me  once  your  bride: 
Our  fathers  did  agree  on  the  time  wheny — 
Aud  must  another  bed-fellow  iUI  my  room? 
Scb.  Sweet  maid,  lets  lose  no  time,  'tis  in 

heaven*s  book 
Set  down,  that  I  must  have  thee :  an  oath  vtt 

took, 
To  keep  our  vows ;  but  when  the  kuight  your 

father 
Was  from  mine  parted,  storms  began  to  sit 
Upon  my  covetous  father's  brow ;  which  fell 
from  them  on  me :  he  reckoned  up  wliat  gold 
Ihis  marriage  would  draw  from  nim,  at  which 

he  swore, 
To  lose  so  much  blood,  could  not  grieve  him 

more; 
He  then  dissuades  me  from  thee,  caird  thee  not 

fair, 
And  ask'd  what  is  she,  but  a  beggar's  heir; 
He  scom'd  thy  dowry  of  (five  thousand)  marks. 
If  such  a  sum  of  money  could  lie  found, 
And  I  would  match  with  that,  he'd  not  undo  it. 
Provided  his  bags  might  add  nothing  to  it; 
But  vow'd,  if  I  took  thee,  nay  more,  did  iwear  it. 
Save  birth  from  him  I  nothing  should  inherit 
M,  FUz,  What  follows  then  ?  my  ship-wrack  ? 
Seb,  Dearest,  no : 
Though  wildly  in  a  labyrinth  I  go. 
My  end  is  to  meet  thee :  with  a  side  wind 
Must  I  now  sail,  else  I  no  haven  can  find, 
But  both  must  sink  fur  e^'er.    There's  a  wench 
Cail'd  Moll,  road  Moll,  or  merry  Moll,  a  creature 
So  strange  in  quality,  a  whole  city  lakes 
Note  of  her  name  and  person ;  all  that  afliection 
I  owe  to  thee,  on  her  in  counterfeit  passion 
I  spend  to  mad  my  father :  he  believes 
I  doat  uport*  this  Roaring  Girl,  and  grieves 
As  it  becomes  a  father  for  a  son. 
That  could  be  so  bcwicht :  yet  1*11  go  on 
This  crooked  way,^sigh  still  f()r  her,  feign  dreams, 
In  which  I'll  only  talk  of  her :  these  streams 
Shall,  I  hope,  force  my  father  to  consent 
That  here  I  anchor  rather  than  be  rent 
Upon  a  rock  so  dangerous:  art  thou  pleas'd. 
Because  thou  secst  we  are  way- laid,  that  I  take 
A  path  that's  safe,  though  it  be  far  about  ? 
M,  FUz.  My  prayers  with  heaven  guide  thee ! 
Seb,  Then  I  will  on: 
My  father  is  at  hand,  kiss  and  begone; 
Hours  shall  be  watch'd  for  meetings ;  I  most  now. 
As  men  for  fear,  to  a  strange  idol  bow. 
M,  FUz.  Farewell. 

Stb,  111  guide  thee  forth ;  when  next  we  meet^ 
A  story  of  Moll  shall  make  our  mirth  more  sweet. 

[Exeunt. 


Enter  Sir  ALCXAifDEm  Wejtorave,  Sir  Davy 
DAPPER,Sir  Adam  Appletow,Go8Bawk,Lai- 
TOK,  and  Oentlemen, 

Omnei.  Thanks,  good  Sir  Alexander,  for  our 

bounteous  cheer. 
Sir  A.  Wen.  Fy,  fy,  in  giving  thanks  you  pay 

too  dear. 
Sir  D.  Dap.  When  bounty  spreads  the  table, 
faith  t*  were  sin, 
(At  going  off)  if  thanks  should  not  step  in.    - 
Su-  A.  Wen,  No  more  of  thanks^  no  more :  aye, 
marry,  sir, 
Th'  inner  room  was  too  close ;  how  do  yoo  like 
This  parlour,  gentlemen  ? 
Omnei,  Oh  passing  well. 
Sir  A,  Apple.  What  a  sweet  breath  Uie  air  casts 

here,  so  cool ! 
Oo8.  I  like  the  prospect  best 
Lax.  See  Imw  'tis  furitish'd. 
Sir  D.  Dap,  A  very  fair  sweet  room. 
Sir  A.  Wen.  Sir  Davy  Dapper, 
The  furniture  that  doth  adorn  tliis  room 
Cost  many  a  fair  gray  groat  ere  it  came  here ; 
But  good  things  are  most  cheap,  when  th*  are 

most  dear. 
Nay,  when  you  look  into  my  galloriefl, 
How  bravely  they  are  trimm'd  up,  you  all  shall 

swear 
Y'are  highly  pleas'd  to  see  what's  set  down  there : 
Stories  of  men  and  women  (mixt  together 
Fair  ones  with  foul,  like  sun-shioe  in  wet  weather) 
Within  one  square  a  thousand  heads  are  laid 
So  close,  that  all  of  heads  the  room  seems  made : 
As  many  faces  there  (fill'd  with  blith  looks) 
Shew  like  the  promising  titles  of  new  books^ 
(Writ  merrily)  the  readers  being  tlieir  own  eyes, 
Which  seems  to  move  and  to  give  plaudities : 
And  here  and  there  (whilst  with  obsequious  ears, 
Throiig'd  heaps  do  listen)  a  cut*purse  thrusts  and 

leers 
With  hawk's  eyes  for  his  prey :  I  need  not  shew 

him. 
By  a  hanging  villainous  look,  your  selves  may 

know  him, 
The  face  is  drawn  so  rarely :  then,  sir,  below, 
Tlic  very  floor  (as  twere)  waves  to  and  fro, 
And,  like  a  floating  island,  seems  to  move. 
Upon  a  sea,  bound  in  with  shores  above. 

Enter  Sebastiah  Wbncrave  and  Mr  Greene- 
wit. 

Omnei.  These  sights  are  excellent. 
Sir  A.  Wen.  I'll  shew  you  all. 
Since  we  are  met,  make  our  parting  comical. 
Seb,  This  gentleman  (my  triend)  will  take  bis 

leave,  sir. 
Sir  A.  Wen.  Ha,  take  his  leave  (Sebastian)  who  ? 
Seb,  This  gentleman. 

Sir  A.  Wen.  Your  love,  sir,  has  already  given 
me  some  time. 


MlBBLBTON.] 


THE  ROARING  GIRL. 


329 


Aod  if  yon  piease  to  tnist  my  age  with  more. 
It  shall  pay  double  interest :  go^  nr,  stay. 
Green,  t  have  been  too  bold. 
5^  A,  Weiu  Not  so,  sir.    A  merry  day 
'Mongst  friends  being  spent,  is  better  than  gold 

saved. 
Some  wine,  some  wine.    Where  be  these  knaves 
I  keep? 

Enter  three  or  four  Servingmenf  and  Neat-foot. 

Neat.  At  your  wor>hipful  elbow, sir. 

Sir  A.  Wen.  Yon  are  kissing  my  m^ds,  drink- 
ing, or  fast  asleep. 

Neat.  Yoar  worship  has  given  it  as  right. 

Sir  A,  Wen,  You  varlets  stir, 
Chairs,  stools,  and  cushions:  pr*ytbee,  sir  Davy 

Dap(>er, 
Make  that  chair  thine. 

Sir  D  Dap.  Tis  but  an  easy  sift; 
And  yet  I  thank  yon  fur  it,  sir ;  I'll  take  it. 

Sir  A.  Wen,  A  chair  for  old  sir  Adam  Apple- 
ton. 

Neat^  A  back  friend  to  your  worship. 

Sir  A.  Apple.  Marry  £ood  Neatfoot, 
I  thank  thee  for  it :  back  friends  sometimes  are 
good. 

Sir  A.  Wen,  Pray  make  that  stool  yonr  perch, 
good  Mr  Goshawk. 

Gou  I  stoop  to  yoor  lure  sir. 

Sir  A.  Wen,  Son  Sebastian, 
Take  master  Grecncwit  to  you. 

Seb.  Sit,  dear  friend. 

Sir  A.  Wen.  Nay,master  Laxton — furnish  mas- 
ter Laxton 
With  what  he  wants  (a  stone)  a  stool  I  would 
say,  a  stool. 

Lax,  I  had  rather  stand,  sir. 

[Exeunt  Servants. 

Sir  A.  Wen.  I  know  you  had,  good  Mr  Lax- 
ton.    So,  so — 
Now  here's  a  liiess  of  friends ;  and,  gentlemen. 
Because  time's  glass  shall  not  be  running  long, 
I'll  quicken  it  with  a  pretty  tale. 

Str  1).  Dap,  Good  tales  do  well 
In  diese  bad  days,  where  vice  does  so  excel. 

Sir  A.  AppU.  Begin,  sir  Alexander. 

Sir  A,  Wen.  Last  day  I  met 
An  aged  man,  opon  whose  bead  was  scored 
A  debt  of  just  so  many  years  as  these. 
Which  I  owe  to  my  grave  \  the  man  you  all  know. 

Omnet,  His  name  I  pr^y  you,  sir. 

Sir  A.  Wen,  Nay,  you  shall  pardon  me ; 
But  when  he  saw  me,  with  a  sigh  that  break, 
Or  seem*d  to  break  his  heart-strings,  thus  he 

spake : 
Oh,  my  good  knight,  says  he  (and  then  his  eyes 


Were  richer  even  by  that  which  made  them  poor. 
They  had  spent  so  many  tears  they  had  no  more.) 
Oh,  sir,  says  he,  you  know  it,  for  you  have  seen 
Blessings  to  reign  upon  mine  house  and  me  i 
Fortune,  who  slaves  men,  was  my  slave,  her  wheel 
Hath  spun  me  golden  threads;  for,  I  thank  heaven, 
1  ne'er  had  bi|t  oiiex^^B  to  curse  my  stars. 
I  ask'd  him  then,  4^^^Bfc^me  eause  might  be. 

Omnet.  So,  sir.  j^^H 

Sir  A,  Wen,  He  ^flfri  and  as  we  often  see, 
A  sea  so  much  becalmed,  there  can  be  found 
No  wrinkle  on  his  brow,  his  waves  being  drowned 
In  their  own  rage ;  but  when  the  impenous  winds 
't7se  strange  invisible  tyranny  to  shake 
Both  heaven's  and  Earth's  foundation  at  their  noise. 
The  seas,  swelling  with  wrath  to  part  that  fray. 
Rise  up,  and  are  more  wild,  more  mad  than  dney. 
Even  so  this  good  old  man  was  by  my  question 
Sdrr'd  up  to  roughness;  you  might  jiee  his  gall 
Flow  even  in's  eyes :  then  grew  he  fantastical. 

^  D,  Dap.  Fantastical  \  ha,  ha. 

Sir  A.  Wen.  Yes ;  and  talk  oddly. 

Sir  A.  Apple,  Pray,  sir,  proceed : 
How  did  this  old  man  end  ? 

Sir  A,  Wen.  Marry,  sir,  thus : 
He  left  his  wild  fit  to  read  o*er  his  cards; 
Yet  then,  chough  age  cast  snow  on  all  his  hair, 
He  joyed,  because,  says  he,  the  God  of  gold 
Has  been  to  me  no  niggard;  that  disease, 
Of  which. all  old  men  sicken,  avarice. 
Never  infected  me. 

Lax,  lie  means  not  himself,  Tm  sure. 

Sir  A,  Wen,  For  like  a  lamp, 
Fed  w4th  continual  oil,  I  spend  and  throw 
My  light  to  all  that  need  il^  yet  have  still 
Enough  to  serve  myself;  oh  but,  quoth  he. 
Though  heaven's  dew  fall  thus  on  this  aged  tree, 
I  have  a  son,  that's  like  a  wedge,  doth  cleave 
My  very  heart  root. 

Sir  D.  Dap.  Had  he  such  a  son  ? 

Seb,  Wen.  Now  I  do  smell  a  fox  strongly. 

Sir  A,  Wen,  Let's  see :  no,  master  Greenewit 
is  not  yet 
So  mellow  in  years  as  he ;  but  as  like  Sebastian, 
Just  like  my  son  Sebastian^such  another. 

Seb,  Wen,  How  finely  like  a  fencer  my  father 
fetches  his  by-blows  to  hit  me !  but,  if  I  beat 
you  not  at  your  own  weapon  of  suhtilty — 

Sir  A.  Wen.  This  son,  saith  he,  that  should  be 
The  column  and  main  arch  unto  my  house. 
The  crutch  unto  my  age,  becomes  a  whirlwind 
Shaking  the  firm  foundation. 

iSir.i.  Apple,  Tis  some  prodigal. 

Seb,  Wen,  ^Well  riiot,  old  Adam  Belt. 

Sir  A,  Wen.  No  dty  monster  neither,  no  prd- 
I  digal, 

*  But  sparing,  wary,  civil,  and,  though  wiveless, 


7  Well  shot,  old  Adam  Belt. — For  an  acciNUit  of  this  celebrated  archer  and  outlaw,  see  Dr  Percy^s  Re- 
UquM  of  Antient  Poetry^  Vol.  ill.  p.  U3. 
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An  exeellent  husband;  and  such  a  traireUer, 
He  has  more  tongues  in  his  head  than  somb  have 
teeth. 
Sir  D.  Dap,  I  have  but  two  in  mine. 
Gos,  So  sparing  and  so  warj ; 
What  then  could  vex  bis  father  so  ? 
Sir  A.  Wen.  Ob,  a  woman  ! 
Seb,  Wen*  A  fl4|HHp  ^^  ^^^  ^"J  °>^* 
Sir  A.  Wen.  A  s^^^Bman, 
Oo  whom  the  passionil^fRian  swore  he  doated : 
A  creature,  saith  be,  ramk  hath  brought  forth 
To  muck  the  sex  of  woman — It  is  a  thing 
One  knows  not  how  to  name,  her  birth  began 
Ere  she  was  all  made.  Tis  woman  more  than  man, 
Man  more  than  woman,  and,  which  to  none  can 

liap, 
The  sun  gives  her  two  shadows  to  one  shape ; 
Nay  more,  let  this  strange  thing,  walk,  stand,  or 

sit, 
No  blazing  star  draws  more  eyes  after  it. 
Sir  t>.  Dap.  A  monster,  'tis  some  monster. 
Sir  A.  Wen.  She's  a  varlet. 
Seb.  Wen,  Now  is  my  cue  to  bristle. 
Sir  A.  Wen.  A  naughty  pack. 
Seb.  Wen,  Tis  false. 
Sir  A.  Wen.  Ha,  boy. 
Seb.  Wen.  Tis  false. 

Sir  A.  Wen.  What's  faUe  ?  I  say  she's  nought 
Seb.  Wen,  I  say  that  tongue 
That  dares  speak  so  (butyours)  sticks  in  the  throat 
Of  a  rank  villain,  set  yourself  aside — 
Sir  A,  Wen.  So  sir,  what  then  ? 

Seb.  Wen.  Any  here  else  had  lyed. 

I  think  I  shall  fit  you.  J[AniU* 

Sir  A.  Wen.  Lye? 
Seb,  Wen.  Yes. 

Sir  D.  Dap.  Doth  this  concern  him  ? 
Sir  A.  Wen,  Ah,  sirrah  boy ! 
Is  your  blood  heated  ?  boils  it?  are  you  stung? 
I'll  pierce  you  deeper  yet :  oh,  my  dear  friends, 
I  am  that  wretched  father;  this  that  son. 
That  sees  his  ruin,  yet  headlong  on  doth  run. 
Sir  A,  Apple,  Will  you  love  such  a  poison  ? 
Sir  D.  Dap.  Fyc,  fye. 
Seb,  Wen.  You're  all  mad. 
Sir  A,  Wen.  Thou'rt  sick  at  heart,  yet  feerst  it 
not :  of  all  these, 
What  gentleman,  but  thou,  knowing  his  disease 
Mortal  would  shun  the  cure !  oh  master  Green* 

wit, 
Would  you  to  such  an  idol  bow  ? 
Green.  Not  I,  sir. 

Sir  A.  Wen.   Here's  master  Laxton ;  has  he 
mind  to  a  woman 
As  thou  hast? 

Lax,  No,  not  I,  sir. 

Sir  A>  Wen.  Sir,  I  know  it. 


Lax.  Their  good  parts  are  so  rare,  their  bad  to 
common, 
I  will  have  nought  to  do  with  any  woman. 
Sir  D.  Dap,  Tis  well  done,  master  Laxton. 
Sir  A,  Wen.  Oh,  thou  cruel  boy ! 
Thou  wouldst  with  lust  an  old  man^  life  destroy: 
Because  thou  see'st  I'm  half  way  in  my  grave, 
Thou  shovels  dust  upon  me :  would  thou  migbtest 

have 
Thy  wish,  most  wicked,  most  unnatural ! 

Sir  b.  Dap.    Why,  sir,  'tis  thought  sir  Guy 
Fiu-al lard's  daughter 
Siall  wed  your  son  Selmstian. 
P  Sir  A.  Wen.  Sir  Davy  Dapper, 
I  have  upon  my  knees  woo'd  this  fond  boy 
To  take  that  virtuous  maiden. 
^  Seb.  Wen,  Hark  you  !  a  word,  sir. 
You  on  your  knees  have  curst  that  vii  tuous  maiM, 
I  And  me  for  loving  her ;  yet  do  you  now 
Thus  *  baffle  me  to  my  face :  wear  not  your  knees 

!  In  such  intreaties give  me  Fitz-allard's  dausb- 

ter.  ^ 

Sir  A.  Wen.  I'll  give  thee  rats-bane  rather. 

Seb.  Wen.  Well,  then  you  know 
What  dish  I  mean  to  feed  upon. 

Sir  A,  Wen.  Hark,  gentlemen  ! 
He  swears  to  have  this  cut-parse  draby  to  sfitt 
my  gall. 
Omnet.  Master  Sebastian  I 
^  Seb.  Wen.  I  am  deaf  to  you  all. 
I'm  so  bewitch'd,  so  bound  to  ray  desires. 
Tears,  prayers,  threats,  nothing  can  quench  out 

those  fires 
That  bum  within  me.  [Exit  Scbastiak. 

Sir  A.  Wen.  Her  blood  shall  quench  it  then  j 
Lose  him  not,  oh  dissuade  him,  seutlemen. 
Sir  D.  Dap.  He  shall  be  wean\J,  I  warrant  you. 
Sir  A.  Wen.  Before  bis  eyes 
Lay  down  his  shame,  my  grief,  his  miseries. 
Omnes.  No  more,  no  more,  away ! 

[Exeunt  aH  but  Sir  Alexahdeb. 
Str  A,  Wen.  I  wash  a  negro. 
Losing  both  pains  and  cost :  but  take  thy  flight, 
I'll  be  most  near  thee,  when  I'm  least  in  sight. 
Wild  buck,  ril  hunt  thee  breathless,  thou  shalt 

run  on, 
But  I  will  turn  thee  when  I'm  not  thought  upon. 

Enter  Ralfh  Trap]k>or. 

Now,  feirrah,  what  are  vou?   leave  your  ape'» 

tricks  and  speak. 
R,  Trap.  A  letter  from  my  captain  to  your 

worship. 
Sir  A,  Wen.  Oh,  oh ;  now  I  remember  'tis  to 

prefer  thee  into  my  service. 
H.  Trap,  To  be  a  shifter  under  your  worship's 


•  Ba^««»8ee  note  1  to  Th»  Mutes  Looking  Olass. 
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nose  of  a  clean  trencher,  when  there's  a  ^o 
bit  upoQ*t. 

Sir  A-  Wen-  Troth,  honest  fellow— homh— ha 
— let  i^e  see ; 
This  knave  shall  be  the  axe  to  hew  that  down 
At  which  I  stumble ;  he  has  a  face  that  promiseth 
Much  of  a  vtllali):  I  will  grind  his  wit. 
And,  if  the  edge  prove  Hne,  make  use  of  it. 
Come  hither,  sirrah ;  canst  thou  be  secret  ?  ha ! 

Ji.  2Vflp.  As  two  crafty  attornies  plotting  tlie 
undoing  of  theijr  clients. 

Sir  A.  Wen,  Did'st  never,  as  thou  hast  walkt 
abou^  this  town,  ^ 

Hear  of  a  wench  call'd  Moll,  mad  merry  Moll  ? 

ILTrap,  Moll  Cut-purse,  sir  ? 

Sir  A,  Wen.  The  same ;  dost  thou  know  her 

fp       then  ? 

nT  Trap,  As  well  as  I  know  it  will  rain  upon 
Simon  ind  Jude's  day  next :  I  will  sift allthe  ta- 
verns i'the  city,  and  drink  half  pots  with  all  the 
Tvatermen  at  the  bankside,  but,  if  you  wil^  sir.  Til 
find  her  out. 

Sir  A,  Wej^,  That  task  is  easy ;  do't  then,  hold 
jthy  hand  up. 
What's  jthis?is*t  burnt? 

R,  1  rap.  No,  sir,  no ;  a  little  singed  with  ma- 
king fire-works. 

4$^  A.  Wen.  There's  money,  spend  it ;   that 
being  spent,  fetch  more. 

B..  Trap.  Oh,  sir,  that  all  the  poor  soldiers  in 
England  had  such  n  leader !  For  fetching,  no  wa- 
^r  spaniel  is  like  me. 

Sir  A.  Wen.  This  wench  we  speak  of  strays 
BO  from  her  kind. 
Nature  repents  she  made  her.   Tis  a  Mermaid 
Has  tpir.d  my  son  to  shipwreck. 

ll.  Trap,  ril  cut  her  comb  for  you. 

Sir  A.  Wen.  1*11  tell  out  gold  for  thee  then ; 
hunt  her  forth. 
Cast  out  a  line  huug  full  of  silver  hooks 
To  catch  her  to  thy  com|uiny  t'  deep  spend! ngs 
May  draw  her  that's  mXt  chaste  to  a  man's  bo- 
som. 

R.  Trap.  The  jtugliog  of  golden  bells,  and  a 
good  fool  with  a  hobby-horse,  will  draw  all  the 
whores  i'the  town  to  dance  in  a  morris. 

Sir  A.  Wen.  Or  rather,  M  that's  best,  (they 
say  sometimes 
She  goes  in  breeches)  follow  her  as  her  man. 

R.  Trap.  And  whpn  her  breeches  are  off  she 
shall  follow  me. 

Sir  A.  Wen.  Beat  all  thy  brains  to  serve  her. 

R.  Trap.  Zounds,  sir,  as  country  wenches  ^eat 
icream,  'till  butter  pomes. 


Sir  A,  Wen.  Play  thou  the  subtle  spider;  weaive 
fine  nets 
To  insnarc  her  very  life. 
R.  Trap.  Her  life  ? 
Sir  A.  Wen.  Yes ;  suck 
Her  heart-blood  if  thou  canst;  twist  thou  but 

cords        tfi^BM 
To  catch  her,  I'll  fin^^^^Rang  her  up. 
R.  jTVad.  Spoke  li^^^Bshipful  bencher. 
Sir  A.  Wen.  '  Trac^Hier  steps :  atthissher 
fox's  den 
Watch  what  lambs  enter :  let  me  play  the  sliep- 

herd 
To  save  their  throats  from  bleeding,  and  cut  herst 
R.  Trav.  This  is  the  ''^goll  shall  do't. 
Sir  A.  Wen,  Be  firm,  and  gain  me 
Ever  thine  own.  This  done,  I  entertain  thee : 
How  is  thy  name  ? 

JR.  Trap.  My  name,  sir,  is  Ralph  Trapdoor, 
honest  Ralph. 

Sir  A.  Wen.  Trapdoor,  be  like  thy  name,  a 
dangerous  step 
For  her  to  venture  on,  but  uato  me— 
R.  Trap,  As  fast  as  your  soal  to  your  boot  or 

shoe,  sir. 
Sir  A.  Wen.  Hence  then,  be  little  seen  here  at 
thou  canst : 
111  still  be  at  thine  elbow. 

R,  Trap.  The  trapdoor's  set. 
MoH,if  ^ou  budge  you're  gone :  this  me  shall  crown, 
A  Roanng  Boy,  the  Roaring  Girl  puts  down. 
Sir  A.  Wen.  God-a-mercy  lose  no  time. 

[Exeunt* 

The  three  Shops  open  in  a  Rank :  the  first  an 
Apothecary's  Shop :  the  next  a  Feather  Shop : 
tlie  third  a  Sempsters  Shop :  Mistress  Gai> 
LI  POT  in  the  first,  Mistress  Tilt-yard  in  the 
next.  Master  Openwork  and  his  Wife  in  the 
third ;  to  them  enter  Laxton,  Goshawk,  and 
Greenewit. 

Mrs  Open.  Gentlemen,  what  is't  you  lack  ? 
what  is't  you  buy  ?  see  fine  bands  and  rufis,  fine 
lawns,  fine  cambrics ;  what  is't  you  lack,  gentli>- 
men  ?  what  is't  you  buy  f 

Lax.  Yonder's  the  shop. 

Gos.  Is  that  she  ? 

Lax.  Peace. 

Green,  She  that  minces  tobaoco. 

Lax.  Av  t  she's  a  gentlewoman  bom  I  can 
tell  you,  though  it  be  her  bard  fortune  now  to 
shread  Indian  ix>t-herbs. 

Gos,  Ob,  sir,  'tis  many  a  good  woman's  for* 


^  Trace  all  her  steps-^^  e.  follow  all  her  steps.  See  Note  86  to  Qeorge  a  Greene^  Vol,  I.  p.  454 
?°  Go«-».  e,  hand/  ^        ' 
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tone,  when  her  hasbaDd  turas  banknipt,  to  be- 
.gin  with  pipes  and  set  up  agmo. 

Lax,  And  indeed  the  raising  of  tlie  woman  ia 
the  lifting  up  of  the  man's  head  at  all  times;  if 
one  flounshy  t'other  wiU  bud  as  fast,  I  warrant 

Got.  Come»  th'artju^^Iy  acquainted  tliere, 
I  grope  that.  ..  ^^^r 

Lmx,  And  jou  gr^^^Better  i'tho  dark,  you 
may  chance  Ite  i'tbe  oi^Khen  y*are  drunk. 

Got.  Go,  th'art  a  myrocal  letcher. 

Lax.  1  will  not  deny  but  my  credit  may  take 
up  an  ounce  of  pure  smoke. 

Go».  May  take  up  an  ell  of  pure  smock ;  a- 
way  go,  'Ui  the  closest  striker.  life  I  think  he 
commits  venery  iorty  foot  deep,  no  man's  aware 
on't.  I,  like  a  palpable  smockster,  go  to  work  so 
openly  with  the  tricks  of  art,  that  I'm  as  appa- 
rently seen  "  as  a  naked  boy  in  a  vial ;  and  were 
it  not  for  a  gift  of  treachery  that  I  have  in  mt 
to  betray  my  friend  where  be  puts  most  trust  in 
me,  (mass  yonder  he  is  too^)  and  by  his  injury 
to  make  ^ood  my  access  to  her,  I  should  appear 
•s  defective  in  courting,  as  a  farmer's  son  the 
first  day  of  his  feather,  Uiat  doth  nothing  at  court 
but  woo  the  hangmss  and  glass  windows  for  a 
month  together,  and  some  broken  waiting  wo- 
man for  ever  after.  I  find  those  imperfections 
in  my  venery,  that  were't  not  for  flattery  and 
falsehood,  I  should  want' discourse  and  impu- 
dence ;  and  he  that  wants  impudence  among  wo- 
men is  worthy  to  be  kick'd  out  at  bed's  feet— He 
ahall  not  see  me  yet. 

Green.  Troth,  this  is  finely  shred. 

Lax,  Oh,  women  are  tlie  best  miacers. 

Mr$.  GaL  'Thad  been  a  good  phrase  for  a 
<x>ok's  wife,  sir. 

Lax,  But  *CwiM  serve  generally,  like  the  front 
of  a  aew  alnauack,  as  thus:  calculated  for  the 
meridian  of  cook's  fvivesi  but  generally  for  all 
Englishwomen. 

Mrt,  GaL  Nay,  you  shall  ha't,  sir,  I  have  fiird 
it  for  yott.  [Ska  puts  it  to  tktfire. 

Lax,  The  pipe's  in  a  good  hand»  and  I  wish 
mine  always  to. 

Green.  But  not  to  he  used  o'  that  fashion. 

Lax,  O  pardon  me,  sir,  I  understand  no  French. 
I  pray  be  cover'd :  Jack,  a  pipe  of  rich  smoke. 

Go$.  Rich  smoke !  that's  sixpence  a  pipe,  is't  ? 

Green,  To  mo,  sweet  lady  ? 

JIf rt  Ge/.  Be  aot  forgetful ;  respect  my  cre- 
dit; seem  strange; 
Art  and  wit  makes  a  fool  of  suspicion :— pray 
be  wary. 

Lax,  Push,  I  warrant  you :— come,  how  is't 
gallants? 


Green,  Pure  and  excellent. 

Lax,  I  thought  'twas  good,  you  were  grown  so 
silent ;  yon  are  line  those  that  love  not  to  talk  at 
victuals,  though  they  make  a  worse  noise  i'the 
noise  than  a  common  fiddler^s  prentice,  and  dis- 
course a  whole  supper  with  snuffling; — I  must 
speak  a  word  with  you  anon. 

Mrt  Gal,  Make  your  way  wisely  then. 

Gof.  Oh,  what  else,  sir ;  he's  perfection  itself, 
full  of  manners, 
But  not  an  acre  of  ground  belon^ng  to  *em. 

Green,  Ay,  and  \   "    -  ' 
stool  in's  chamber. 


Green,  Ay,  and  full  of  form ;  h'as  ne'er  a  good 


mgin 
;h'a 


Got,  But  above  all,  religious :  he  prayeth  dailj 
upon  elder  brothers. 

Green,  And  valiant  above  measure;  he'as  nm 
three  streeu  from  a  serjeant. 

Lax,  Puh,puh. [BebUms  Td)aceo in  theirfaces. 

Green,  Got,  Ob,  puh|  ho,  ho. 

Lax.  So,  so. 

Mrs  GaL  What*s  the  matter  now,  sir  f 

Lax.  I  protest  Fm  in  extreme  want  of  money; 
if  you  can  wpply  me  bow  with  any  means,  you 
do  me  the  gneatest  pleasure,  next  to  the  boimtj 
of  your  love,  as  ever  poor  gentleman  tasted. 

Mn  GaU  What's  the  sum  would  pleasure  ye, 
sir  ?   Though  you  deserve  nothing  less  at  my  hands. 

Lax,  Why,  'tis  but  for  want  of  opportunity 
thou  know'st  ^7!  put  her  off  with  opportunity 
still ;  by  this  lieht  I  hate  her,  but  for  means  to 
keep  me  in  fauiioo  with  gallants ;  for  what  I 
take  from  her,  I  spend  upon  other  wenches ;  ** 
bear  her  in  hand  still;  she  has  wit  enough  to 
rob  her  husband,  and  I  ways  enough  to  oonsuoie 
the  tnoney :  why,  how  now  ?  what,  the  chin-cough  ? 

Gof.  Thou  hast  the  coward liest  trick  to  come 
before  a  man's  face^  and  strangle  him  ere  he  be 
aware ;  I  could  find  in  my  heart  to  make  a  quar- 
rel in  earnest. 

Lax,  Pox,  and  thou  do'st,  thou  know'st  I  never 
use  to  fight  with  my  fnends,  thou'li  but  lose  thy 
labour  in't. 
Jack  Dapper ! 

Enter  Jack  Dapper  and  ha  man  Gull. 

Green,  Monsieur  Dapper,  I  dive  down  to  your 
ancles.  • 

J,  Dap.  Save  ye,  gentlemen,  all  three  in  a  pecu- 
liar salute. 

Got.  He  were  ill  to  make  a  lawyer;  be  dis- 
patches three  at  once. 

Lax,  So,  well  said  s  but  is  this  of  this  same  to- 
bacco, mistress  Gallipot? 

Mrs  Gal,  The  same  you  had  at  first,  sir. 

Lax,  I  wish  it  no  better :  this  will  serve  to  \\ 
drink  at  my  chamber. 


"Asa  naked  hoy  in  a  vUd; — meaning  an  abortion  preserved  in  spirits. 

■^  Bear  her  in  ftoitd— 8ce  Mote  80  to  Ram- Alley,  p.S99. 

'3  Drink  at  my  cAam^er— See  Mote  88  to  Second  Tart  of  JJmust  Where,  Vol.  I.  p.  880. 
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Gos.  Shall  we  taste  a  pipe  on*t?  ] 

Las.  Not  of  tlna  bj  my  troth,  gentlemen,  I 
have  Bwoni  before  yon.  • 

Goi.  What  not  Jack  Dapper? 

Late.  PantooflMt  sweet  ^nBuckyFrn  1007 1  made 
such  a  rasli  oath,  but  foolish  oaths  mast  stand : 
where  art  gokig,  Jack  ? 

Dap,  *¥ajxh  to  buy  one  feather. 

Xcjr.  One  featberl  the  IboFs  peculiar  still. 

J.  Dap.  Gull. 

OuiL  Master* 

J.  Dap.  Here's  three  half-pence  forypnror- 
fiinary,  boy:  meet  sne  an  hour  h«ice  in  Paafs. 

GulL  How !  three  single  half-pence ;  life,  this 
will  scaice  serre  a  man  m  sauce,  a  halporth  of 
mustard,  a  balportb  of  oil,  and  a  halporth  of  Tine- 
g^,  wliat'9  left  then  for  the  pickle  herring :  this 
"shews  like  small  beer  i^he  morning  af\er  a  great 
surfeit  of  wine  o'er  ai^ht :  he  coald  spend  bis 
three  pounds  last  nig^  m  a  supper  amongst  girls 
«ad  brave  bawdy-house  boys :  1  thought  his  pock- 
ets cackel'd  not  for  nothing;  these  are  the  eggs 
ef  three  pounds,  Til  go  sup  \m  up  presently. 

[JSriVGuLL. 

LoM.  Sigbt,  nine,  ten  angels;  gpod  wench 
I'faith,  and  one  that  loves  darkness  well,  she  pnts 
out  a  candle  with  the  best  tricks  of  any  dragster's 
wife  in  England :  but  that  which  mads  her,  I  rail 
opon  opportunity  still,  and  take  no  notice  on'L 
Ine  other  night  she  would  needs  lead  me  into  a 
room  with  a  candle  in  her  hand  to  shew  me  a 
imked  pictnre^  where  no  sooner  entered,  but  the 
candle  wnt  sent  of  an  errand :  now  I  not  intend- 
ing to  understand  her,  bnt,  like  a  puny  at  tbe 
inns  of  venery,  call'df  or  another  li^t  innocently ; 
thus  reward  I  all  her  canning  with  simple  mis- 
taking. I  know  she  coiens  her  husband  to  keep 
me,  and  I'll  keep  her  honest  as  long  as  I  can, 
to  make  tbe  poor  man  some  part  of  amends: 
an  honest  mind  of  a  wboremaster  !  how  think 
you  amongst  yon  ?  what !  a  fresh  pipe  ?  draw  in 
•  third  oma. 

Gatt  No  you're  a  hoarder,  yon  ingross  by  tbe 
ounces. 

[At  the  Feather  Shop  now, 
J.  Dap*  Pub,  I  like  it  not. 
JJrs.  Tiit.  What  feather  is^  ;rou'd  hare,  sir  ? 
These  are  most  worn  and  most  in  fashion, 
Amongst  the  bearer  gallants,  tbe  stone  riders. 
The  prirate  stage's  audience,  *♦  the  twelre  penny 

stool  gentlemen ; 
I  can  inform  you  'tis  the  general  feather. 


J.  Dap,  And  therefore  I  mislike  it,  tell  me  of 
g^eral! 
Now  a  continual  Simon  and  Jude's  rain 
Beat  all  your  feathers  as  flat  down  as  pancakes. 

Shew  me a spangled  feather. 

AIrt,  TiH.  Oh,  to  go  a  feasting  with. 
You'd  bare  it  for  a  '' hendi  boy,  you  shall. 

[At  the  Semptter^i  Shop  nam. 
Mr  Open.  Mass  1  had  quite  forgot. 
Hi:*  Honour's  footman  was  here  last  nig^t;  wif^ 
Ha'  you  done  with  my  lord's  shirt  ? 

Afrt  Open,  What's  that  to  you,  sir  ? 
I  was  this  morning  at  his  Honour's  lodging. 
Ere  such  a  snake  as  you  crept  out  of  your  sheH. 
Mr  (hen^  Oh^  'twas  well  done,  pood  wife. 
JIffS  Open.  I  hold  it  better,  sir,  than  if  yon 

had  don't  yourself. 
Mr  Open,  Nay,  so  say  I :  but  is  the  Coantess*s 
smuck  almost  done,  '^  mouse  f 

Mr$  Open,  Here  lies  the  cambrick,  nr;  bot 

wants  I  fear  me. — 
Mr  Open.  Ill  resohre  you  of  that  presently. 
Mrs  Open,  Heyday  !  oh,  audacious  groom ! 
Dare  you  presume  to  noblewomen's  linen  ? 
Keep  yon  your  yard  to  measure  shephenTs  bol- 

land, 
I  must  confine  you,  1  see  that 

[At  the  Ihbaeco  Shop  nam, 
Goi.  What  say  you  to  this  geer  ? 
Lax.  I  dare  tlie  arrant'st  critic  in  tobacco 
To  lay  one  fault  upoa't. 

Enter  Moll,  tn  a  Freete  Jerkin  and  a  Bkck 
'^  SaveguartU 

Got,  'life !  yonder^s  Moll. 

Lag.  Moll !  wbicb  Moll^  ^ 

Got.  Honest  Moll. 

Lax,  PrV^leUoaUhtf— MoU! 

AU,  Moll,  Moll !  pist  Moll ! 

Moll  How  now  !  what's  tbe  matter? 

Got,  A  pipe  of  good  tobacco^  Moll 

MoU.  I  cannot  stay. 

Got,  Nay,  Bloll,  pub,  pr'ytbee  bark;  but  one 
word  i'faith. 

MoU.  Well,  what  is't? 

Green,  Pr'ytbee  come  faitfaer,  simh. 

Inx.  'Heart,  I  would  gire  bot  too  modi  money 
to  be  nibbling  with  that  wench ;  li£e,  she  has  the 
spirit  of  four  great  parishes,  and  a  voice  that 
will  drown  all  tbe  city :  Methinks  a  brave  cap- 
tain might  get  all  bb  tolditrs  npon  her,  and 


«♦  ThM  tmelvepmm  tto^l  gmtbmew-Vt  Percy  Is  of  opinion,  that  one  sUI»ag  w«  the  gfneml  price  of 
what  Is  now  called  the  Fit.    Set  Rtlique*  ofAncUnt  Pottry,  VoL  i.  p.  Ul. 

««  Moute^MoZrifat  formerly  a  word  of  endearment.    In  Ewrp  Man  in  hit  Humour,  A.  2.  S.  t.  Mlt 
KItelv  canTher  husband  mitfi ;  or,  as  1  think,  it  tkouM  be  written  muf,  the  Latin  word  for  moutt. 
^»7  Saveguardr^^et  Note  b  to  The  Umry  Bawil  ofI4monim  p.  840. 
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ne'er  be  beholding  to  a  compeDy  of  Mile-end 
milk  sops,  if  he  could  come  on,  and  come  off 

Jjoick  enough :  Such  a  Moll  were  a  maribone  be- 
bre  an  Italian ;  he  would  cry  bona  roboj  till  bis 
ribs  were  nothing  but  bone.  Til  lay  hard  siege 
to  her;  money  is  that  aquafortis,  th^t  eats  into 
many  a  maidenhead,  where  the  walls  are  flesh 
and  blood.  I'll  ever  pierce  through  with  a  gol- 
den augre. 

Gos.  Now  thy  judgment,  Moll  ?  is't  not  good  ? 

MolL  Yes  'faith,  'tis  very  good  tobacco  ;  How 
do  you  sell  ap  ounce  ?  far^weU.  God  b*y  you, 
Sf  istrcss  Gallipot. 

Gof.  Why,  Moll,  Moll. 

MolL  I  cannot  stay  now  'faith ;  I  am  going  to 
buy  a  shag-ruff;  the  shop  will  be  shut  in  pre- 
sently. 

Cos,  Tis  the  maddest  fantastical  girl—l  ne- 
ver knew  so  mupfa  flesh  apd  so  much  nimhlcness 
put  together. 

Lax.  She  slips  from  one  company  to  another, 
like  ^  fat  eel  between  a  Dutchman's  fingers: — 
^ll  watch  my  time  for  her. 

Mrs  Gal,   Suibe  will  not  stick  to  say  she's  a 
man. 
And  some  both  man  and  woman. 

fjox.  That  were  excellent;  she  mi^ht  first 
cuckold  the  husband,  and  then  make  him  do  as 
much  for  the  wife. 

The  Feather  Shop  again, 

MolL  Save  you ;  how  does  mistress  Tiltryard  ? 

J.  Dap,  Moll. 

MoiL  Jack  Dapper? 

J.  Dap,  Uow  dost,  Moll? 

MolL  I'll  tell  you  by  and  by,  I  go  bu(  to  the 
neit  shop. 

J.  Dap,  Thou  sbalt  find  me  here  this  hour  a- 
bout  a  feather. 

MolL  Noy,  and  a  feather  hold  you  in  play  a 
whole  hour,  a  goose  will  last  you  all  the  days  of 
your  life.    Let  me  s^  a  good  shag-ruff. 

[The  Sempster-^op. 

Mr  Open.  Mistress  Mary,  that  shalt  thou 
I'faith,  and  the  best  in  the  shop. 

Mrs  Open,  How  now  !  greetings !  loye  terms 
with  a  pox  between  you !  have  I  found  put  one 
pf  vour  haunts?  I  send  you  for  hoi  lands,  and 
you  re  i*the  low  countries  with  a  mischief.  I'm 
yerv'd  with  good  ware  by  the  shift,  that  makes 
it  lie  dead  so  long  upon  my  hands;  I  were  a# 
good  shut  up  shop,  for  when  I  open  it  I  take  no^ 
thine. 

Mr  Open,  Nay,  and  you  fall  a  ringing  once, 
the  devil  cannot  stop  you ;  111  out  of  the  belfry 
as  fast  as  I  can — Moll. 

Mrs  Open.  Get  you  from  my  shop. 

MolL  I  come  to  buy. 

Mrs  Open,  I'll  sell  ye  nothing ;  I  warn  ye  my 
house  and  shop. 

MolL  You  !  goody  Openwork|— you  that  prick 
out  a  poor  livm^ 


And  sew  many  a  bawdy  skiiHooet  together. 
Thou  private  pandress  between  shirt  and  smock, 
I  wish  thee  for  a  minute  but  a  man : 
Tbott  shoiildst  never  use  more  shapes^  but  as  thoa 

art 
I  pity  my  revenge :  now  my  spleen's  up. 

Enter  a  Fellow  with  a  long  Rapier  bif  his  side. 

I  would  not  mock  it  willingly—ha,  be  thankful ; 
Now  I  forgive  thee. 

Mrs  Open-  Marry  hang  thee,  I  never  askt  for* 
giveness  in  my  life. 

MolL  You,  goodman  swines-face  ? 

FeL  What,  will  you  murder  me  ? 

MolL  You  remember,  slave,  liow  you  abused 
me  t'other  night  in  a  tavern. 

FeL  Not  I  by  this  light 

AlolL  No,  krat  by  candle-li^ht  you  did :  yo« 
have  tricks  to  save  your  oaths;  reservations 
have  you  ?  and  I  have  reserved  somewhat  for  yoo, 
-—as  you  like  that,  ci|)l  for  morp;  you  know  the 
sign  again. 

FeL  Pox  on'r,  bad  I  brought  any  company 
along  with  me  to  have  borne  witness  on*t,  'twold 
ne'er  have  griev'd  mc ;  but  to  be  struck  and  no- 
.body  by,  'tis  my  ill  fortune  still :  why,  tread  upon 
a  worm,  they  say  'twill  turn  tail;  but  indeed  « 
geutleman  should  have  more  manners. 

[Exit  Fellow. 

Lax,  Gallantly  performed  i'faith,  Moll,  and 
manfully;  I  love  thee  for  ever  for't :  base  rogue! 
had  he  ofier'd  but  the  least  counter-buff,  by  this 
hand  I  was  prepared  for  him. 

MolL  You  prepared  for  him !  why  shpuld  yoa 
be  prepared  for  him  ?  was  he  any  n^ore  than  «• 
man? 

Jmx,  No,  nqr  so  oauch  by  a  yard  and  a  hand- 
ful, London  measure. 

MplL  Why  do  yoi|  speak  this  then?  do  yoa 
think  I  cannot  ride  a  stone  horse,- unless  one  lead 
hint)  by  the  snaffie  ? 

Lax.  Yes,  and  sit  him  bravely ;  I  know  thou 
canst,  Moll :  ^yr^s  but^n  honest  mistake  through 
love,  and  Til  make  amends  for*t  any  way :  pr'y- 
thec,  sweet  plump  Moll,  when  shall  thqu  and  I 
go  out  o'  town  together  ? 

MolL  Whither,  to  Tyburn  pr'ythee  ? 

Lax,  Mass  that's  out  o'  town  indeed:  ^pa 
hang'st  so  many  jests  upon  thy  friends  still !  I 
mean  honestly  to  preptford,  Staines,  or  Ware. 

Moll.  What  to  do  there? 

Lax.  Nothing  but  be  merry  and  lie  together : 
111  hire  a  coach  with  four  horses. 

MolL  I  thought  'twould  be  a  beastly  journey ; 
you  mav  leave  out  one  well ;  three  horses  will 
serve,  if  I  play  the  jade  myself. 

L(ix,  Nay,  push,  tl)*art  such  another  kicking 
wench ;  prythee  be  kind  and  let's  meet. 

MolL  Tis  hard  but  we  sh^ll  meet,  sir. 

LaJP>  Nay,  but  appoint  the  place  then ;  there'ft 
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ten  angels  in  fair  gold,  Moll :  you  sec  I  do  not 
trifle  with  you ;  do  bat  say  thou  will  meet  aae, 
and  i'll  have  a  coach  ready  for  thee. 

MolL  Why  here's  my  hand,  Til  meet  you,  sir. 
Lax.  Oh  good  gold — the  place,  sweet  Moll  ? 
MolL  It  shall  be  your  appoinUnent. 
Liue,  Somewhat  near  Holbom,  MolL 
MolL  In  GrayVInn-fields  then. 
Xox.  A  match. 
MolL  I'll  meet  vou  there; 
Lax,  The  hour? 
MolL  Three. 

Lot.  That  will  be  time  enough  to  sup  at 
Brentford.  [Fall from  them  to  the  other. 

Mr  Open.  I  am  of  such  a  nature^  sir^  I  cannot 
endure  the  house  when  she  scolds.  She  has  a 
tongue  will  be  heard  farther  in  a  still  morning 
than  Saint  Antling's  bell:  she  rails  upon  me  for 
foreign  wenching,  that  1  being  a  freeman  must 
needs  keep  a  whore  i*the  suburbs,  and  seek  to  im- 
poverish the  liberties :  when  we  fall  out,  I  trouble 
you  still  to  make  all  whole  with  my  wife. 

Gos,  No  trouble  at  all ;  'tis  a  pleasure  to  me 
to  join  things  together. 

Mr  Open.  Go  thy  ways;  I  do  this  but  to  try 
thy  honesty,  Goshawk.  [The  Feather-Mhop, 

/.  D(q).  How  lik'st  thou  this,  Moll  ? 
MolL  Oh  singularly,  you're  fitted  now  for  a 
bunch:  he  looks  for  all  the  world  with  those 
spangled  feathers  like  a  nobleman's  bedpost ;  tiie 
purity  of  your  wench  would  J  fain  try,  she  seems 
like  Kent  unconquered>  and  I  believe  as  many 
wiles  are  in  her— oh,  the  gallants  of  these  times 
are  shallow  letchers,  they  put  not  their  courtship 
home  enough  to  a  wench :  ^tis  impossible  to  know 
what  woman  b  thoroughly  honest,  because  she's 
ne'er  thoroughly  tried ;  I  am  of  that  certain  be- 
lief, there  are  more  queans  in  this  town  of  their 
own  making,  than  of  anv  man's  provoking :  where 
lies  the  slackness  then  r  many  a  poor  soul  would 
down,  and  there's  nobody  will  push  them : 
Women  are  courted,  but  ne'er  souodly  tried. 
As  many  walk  in  spurs  that  never  ride. 

[The  Sempsters  thop. 
Mr$  Open,  Oh,  abominable ! 
Gos,  Nay,  more  I  tell  you  in  private,  he  keeps 
a  whore  i'the  suburbs. 
Mrt  Open,  O  spittle  dealing !  I  came  to  him 
a  gentlewoman  born. 
Ill  shew  you  mine  arms  when  you  please,  sir. 
Go$.   i  had  rather  see  your  legs,  and  begin 

tliat  way. 
Mrs  Open,  Tis  well  known  he  took  me  from 
a  lady's  service,  where  I  was  well  beloved  of  the 
steward.  I  had  my  Latin  tongue,  and  a  spice  of 
the  French,  before  I  came  to  him ;  and  now  doth 
he  keep  a  suburbian  whore  under  my  nostrils? 

Gou  There's  w^ys  enough  to  cry  quit  with 
ham ;  hark  in  thine  ear. 

Mrs  Open.  There*s  a  friend  worth  a  million* 
MolL  ril  try  one  spear  against  your  chastity^ 
mistress  Tiltyard, 
Though  it  prove  too  short  by  the  burgh. 


Enter  Ralph  Trapdooe. 

Trap,  Mass,  here  she  is. 
Fro  bound  already  to  serve  her,  though  it  be  bot  a 
sluttish  trick.  Bless  my  hopeful  young  mistress 
with  long  life  and  great  limbs ;  send  her  the  up- 
per hand  of  all  bailiS,  and  their  hungry  adherents. 
MolL  How  now,  what  art  thou  ? 
K.  2Va^.  A  poor  ebbing  gentleman,  that  would 
gladly  wait  for  the  young  flood  of  your  servicei 

MolL  My  service !  what  should  move  you  to 
oflfer  your  service  to  me,  sir? 

R,  Trap.  The  love  I  bear  to  your  heroick  spirit 
and  masculine  womanhood. 

MolL  So,  sir,  put  case  we  should  retain  you  to 
us,  what  parts  are  there  in  you  fur  a  gentlewo- 
man's service  ? 

R,  2Vap.  Of  two  kinds  right  worshipful; 
moveable,  and  immoveable :  moveable  to  run  of 
errands,  and  immoveable  to  stand  when  you  have 
occasion  to  use  me. 

MolL  What  strength  have  you  ? 
R,  Trap.  Strength,  mistress  Moll  ?  I  have  gone 
up  into  a  steeple,  and  staid  the  great  bell  as  it 
has  been  ringing ;  stopt  a  windmill  going. 

[Molls  trips  up  his  heels  ;  he  falls. 
MolL  And  never  struck  down  yourself. 
R,  Trap.  Stood  as  upright  as  I  do  at  this  pre* 
sent. 

MolL  Come,  I  pai^on  you  for  this,  it  shall  be 

no  disgrace  to  you :  I  have  stnick  up  the  heels  of 

the  high  German's  size  ere  now, — what,  not  stand? 

R.  Trap.  I  am  of  that  nature  where  I  love, 

I'll  be  at  my  mistress*  foot  to  do  her  service. 

MolL  Why,  well  said ;  hut  say  your  mistress 
should  receive  injury,  have  you  the  spirit  of 
fighting  in  you  ?  durst  you  second  her? 

R,  'Trap.  Life,  I  have  kept  a  bridge  myself, 
and  drove  seven  at  a  time  before  me* ' 
MolL  Aye? 

R.  Trap,  Bot  they  were  all  Lincolnshire  bul- 
locks by  my  troth.  [Asidet 
MolL  Well,  meet  me  in  Gray's-Inn-fields,  be- 
tween three  and  four  this  afternoon;  and  upon 
better  consideration  we^ll  retain  you. 

R,  Trap,  I  humbly  thank  your  good  mistress- 
ship  ; — 
I'll  crack  your  neck  for  this  kindness. 

[Exit  Trapdoor.  • 
Lax.  Remember  three.  [Moll  meets  Laxton. 
MolL  Nay,  if  I  fail  you,  hang  me. 
Lax,  Good  wench,  I'faith.  [Then  Open. 

MoU.  Who's  this? 
Mr  Open,  *T\%  I,  Moll. 
MolL  Pr'ythec  tend  thy  shop,  and  prevent  bas« 

tards. 
Mr  Open,  We*ll  have  a  pint  of  the  same  wine 
'faith,  Moll.  [The  Bell  rings^ 

Gos.  Hark,  the  bell  rings !  come,  centlemen. 
Jack  Dapper,  where  shalls  all  munch ? 
/.  Dap.  1  am  for  Parker's  ordinary. 
Lax,  He's  a  good  guest  to  them»  he  deserves 
his  board; 
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He  draws  nil  the  gentlemen  in  a  term  time  thi- 
ther; 

We*n  be  your  fbllowen»  Jack ;  lead  the  way; 

look  700,  by  my  faith^  the  fool  has  feathered  his 
nest  weli 

[£mm«  Oaikmtt. 

Enter  Mater  Gallipot,   Mtater  TtLTTARD 
mui  Sereanii^  wUh  WMter-epameit  mud  m  Duck.  * 

Mr  I^U,  Come,  shot  up  voar  shops;  where's 

master  Openwork  r 
Mrt  Gal.  Nay,  ask  not  me,  master  Illtyaid. 
Mr  Tilt.  Where's  his  watca^ng,  pub— pist— 

hur— bur — pist. 
Mr  OaL  Come,  wenches,  come,  we*re  going 

all  toHogsdoo. 
Mrs  GaL  To  Hossdon,  husband  ? 
Mr  Gal  Av,  to  Hogsdoo,  pigsoy. 
Mr$  GaL  1  m  not  ready,  husband* 

r^p^s  in  th§  Dof^t  mouth, 
Mr  GaL  'Faith,  thars  well— hum— pist— pist 
Come,  mistress  Openwork,  you  are  so  long— 
Mn  Open.  I  have  no  joy  of  my  life,  master 

Gallipot 
Mr  GaL  Push,  let  your  boy  lead  his  water 
spaniel  along,  and  we  11  show  you  the  bravest 
sport  '^  at  parlous  pond,  '^  he  trug,  he  trug,  he 
tnig ;  here's  the  best  duck  in  England,  except  my 
wife ;  be,  he,  he,  fetch,  fetch ;  come,  let's  away : 
Of  all  the  year  this  is  the  sportful'^t  day. 

[Exeunt. 

Enter  Scbastian  solui. 

Seb.  If  a  man  have  a  free  will,  where  should 
the  use 
More  perfect  shine  than  in  his  will  to  love  ? 
All  creatures  have  their  liberty  in  that^ 

Enter  Sir  Albxanpeb,  ami  Uitent  to  him. 

Though  else  kept  under  servile  yoke  and  fear; 
The  very  bond-slave  has  his  freedom  there. 
Amongst  a  world  of  creatures  voiced  and  silent, 
Must  my  desires  wear  fetters  f — yea,  are  you 
So  near  r  then  I  mast  break  with  my  heart's  truth; 
Meet  grief  at  a  back  way — well :  why  suppose. 
The  two-leaved  tongues  of  slander  or  of  truth 
Pronounce  Moll  loathsome ;  if  before  my  love 
She  appear  fair,  what  inj[ury  have  I  ? 
I  have  the  thing  I  like ;  m  all  things  else 
Mine  own  eves  guide  me,  and  I  find  *em  prosper. 
Life,  what  should  ail  it  now  ?  I  know  that  man 
Ne*er  truly  loves,  if  he  gainsa/t  he  lyes^ 


That  winks  and  marries  with  his  father's  eyes; 
ru  keep  mine  own  wide  c^em 

Enter  Moll,  and  a  Porter  unth  a  viol  on  his  hack. 

Sir  A.  Wen.  Here's  brave  wtlAilness ! 
A  made  oMtoh,  here  she  oomes,  they  meet  a  pur^ 

Par.  Muse  I  carry  this  great  Mdle  to  year 
chamber,  mistress  Mary  ? 

MolL  Fiddle,  goodman  hog-rabber  !  some  of 
these  porters  bou*  so  much  for  othersi  they  have 
no  time  to  carry  wit  for  themselves. 

Par.  Toyoar  own  chamber,  mistress  Mary  ? 

Moll.  Who'll  hear  an  ass  speak  ?  whither  else 
goodman  paf^eanfe^bearer?  they're  peof^  of  the 
worst  memories !  [Biit  Porter, 

Seh.  Wen.  Why,  twei«  too  great  a  burthen, 
love,  to  have  them  carry  things  in  their  minds, 
and  o^their  backs  together. 

MolL  Pardon  me,  sir,  1  thought  not  yon  90  near. 

Sir  A,  Wen.  So,  so,  so. 

Seh.  Wen.  I  would  be  nearer  to  thee,  and  iil 
that  fashion 
That  makes  the  best  part  of  all  creatures  honest. 
No  otherwise  I  wish  it 

MolL  Sir,  I  am  so  poor  to  requite  you,  you 
roust  look  for  nothine  but  thanks  of  me  :  I  have 
no  humour  to  marry,  ilove  to  Ke  aboth  sides  o'the 
bed  myself;  and  again  o'the  other  side,  a  wife  you 
know  ought  to  be  obedient ;  but  I  fear  me  I  am*^  « 
too  headstrong  to  obey,  therefore  Fll  ne'er  go  a- 
bout  it  I  love  you  so  well,  sir,  for  your  good 
will,  IM  be  loath  you  should  repent  your  ba^:ain 
after ;  and  therefore  we'll  ne'er  come  together  at 
first :  I  have  the  head  now  of  myself,  and  am 
man  enough  for  a  woman*,  marriage  is  bu^  a 
chopping  and  changing;  where  a  maiden  loses 
one  head,  and  has  a  worse  i'the  place. 

Sir  A.  Wen.  The  most  comfortablest  answer 
from  a  Roarmg  Girl,  tliat  ever  mine  ears  drunk 
in. 

Seb.  This  were  enough  now  to  aflfright  a  fool 
for  ever  from  thee,  when  'tis  the  music  that  I 
love  thee  for. 

Sir  A.  Wen.  There's  a  boy  that  spoils  all  again. 

MolL  Believe  it,  sir,  I  am  not  of  that  disdain* 
ful  temper,  but  I  could  love  you  faithfully. 

Sir  A.  Wen.  A  pox  on  you  for  that  word.    I 
like  yoq  not  now. 
You're  a  conmng  roarer  I  see  that  already. 

MolL  But  sleep  upon  this  once  more,  sir;  you 
may  chance  to  shift  a  mind  to-morrow ;  be  not 
too  hasty  to  wrong  yourself;  never  while  you 


**  At  parlous  jpoiu^This  I  iDagiae  is  the  sane  place  new  called  peeriess  po^l.  It  is  situated  near  Old 
Street  roiad,  and  was  formerly  a  spring  that  over-flowing  Its  banks,  caused  a  very  dangerous  poad,  whicfi 
from  the  naaiber  of  persons  who  lost  their  lives  tbere,  obtained  the  name  of  Ptrilmu  P—L  To  preveot 
these  accidents,  it  was  in  a  manner  filled  up  until  the  year  1748,  fvl^n  It  was  inclosed,  and  converted 
into  a  bathing  place. 

■9  He,  trug^  irugf  trug^  &c]  I  sappose  Trug  b  the  name  of  the  spaniel  whom  he  is  sending  Into  the 
water  to  hunt  ducks  $  or  else  that  he  means  to  say,  trudge,  trudge,    S. 
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live,  sir,  take  a  wife  ranning,  many  have  nm  out 
at  heels  that  have  don*t :  you  see,  sir,  I  speak 
against  myself;  and  if  every  woman  would  <leal 
mrith  their  suiter  so  honestly,  poor  younger  brothers 
vrould  not  be  so  often  gull*d  with  old  cozening 
widows,  that  turii  o'er  all  their  wealth  in  trust  to 
some  kinsman,  and  make  the  poor  eentleman 
work  hard  for  a  pension :  fare  you  well,  sir. 

Seb.  Wen.  Nay,  pr*ythee,  one  word  more. 

Sir  A.  Wen,  How  do  I  wrong  this  girl !  she 
puts  him  off  still. 

MolL  Think  upon  this  in  cold  blood,  sir :  you 
make  «s  much  h«ste  as  if  you  were  going  upon 
a  sturgeon  voyage*  Take  deliberation,  sir ;  never 
chase  a  wife  as  if  you  were  going  to  ^  Virginia. 

Seb*  Wen*  And  so  we  parted, my  too  cursed  fate ! 

iSiV.  A,  Wen,  She  is  but  cunning,  gives  him 
Wog^r  lime  ia't 

Enter  a  Taylor, 


Tay,  Mistress  Moil,  mistrets  Moll !  so  bo,  ho, 
so,  ho ! . 

MoU.  There,  boy;4here,  boy;  what  dost  thou  go 
a  hawking  after  me  with  a  red  clout  on  thy  finger  ? 

Tay,  I  forgot  to  take  measure  on  joxi  for  your 


Sir  A.  Wen.  Ho^^da,  breeches !  what  will  he 
marry  a  monster  with  two  trinkets  !  what  age  is 
this  P  if  the  wife  go  in  breeches,  the  man  must 
wear  long  coats  like  a  fool. 

MdL  What  fidling's  here !  would  not  the  oM 
pattern  have  served  your  turn  ? 

Tay.  You  change  the  fashion ;  you  say  you*ll 
have  the  great  Dutch  slop,  mistress  Mary. 

UoU.  Vfhf,  sir,  I  say  so  still. 

Tay.  Your  breeches  then  will  take  up  a  yard 


MolL  Well,  pray  look  it  be  pot  in  then. 

Tdy.  It  shall  stand  ronnd  and  full,  I  warrant 
yon. 

MolL  Pray  make  Vm  easy  enoo^. 

Tay,  I  know  my  fiault  now,  t'other  was  some- 
what stiff  between  the  legs,  Fll  make  these  open 
eaoa^  I  warrant  you. 

Sir  A,  Wen.  Heve's  good  gear  towards,  I  have 
brought  ap  my  son  Co  marry  a  Dutch  slop,  and  a 
f  renoh  doublet ;  a  codpiece  daughter. 

IW  80, 1  have  gone  as  far  as  I  can  go. 

MM  Why  then,  ftirewelt. 

2by.  If  yoa  ge  presently  to  yoor  chamber, 
raistreas  Mary,  pray  aend  me  the  measure  of  your 
thigh,  by  some  Maest  body. 

MM  WcU,  sir,  TU  smd  it  by  a  porter  preseirt- 
ly.  [Exit  Moll. 

Tay.  So  you  bad  need,  it  is  a  lusty  one ;  both 
of  them  woold  make  any  porter*s  back  ache  in 
England.  [Exit  Tnylor. 

Seb.  Wen.  I  have  examined  the  best  part  of  man. 


Reason  and  judgment;  and  in  love  they  tell  me, 
They  leave  me  uncontrourd ;  he  that  is  sway*d 
By  an  unfeeling  blood,  past  heat  of  love. 
His  spring  time  must  needs  err,  his  watch  ne'er 

goes  right 
That  sets  his  diall  by  a  rusty  clock. 

Sir  A,  Wen,  So,  and  which  is  that  rusty  dock, 
sir,  you  ? 

Seb.  Wen,  The  clock  at  Ludgate,  «r,  it  ne'er 
goes  true. 

Sir  A,  Wm,  But  ihou  goest  falser :  not  thj 
father's  cores 
Can  keep  thee  right;  when  that  insensible  work 
Obeys  the  workman's  art,  lets  off  the  hour, 
And  stops  again  when  time  is  satisfied : 
But  tbou  run'st  on,  and  judgment,  thy  main 

wheel, 
Beate  by  ail  stops,  as  if  the  work  would  break, 
Begun  with  long  pains  for  a  minute's  ruin : 
Much  like  a  suffisring  man  brought  up  with  care; 
At  last  bequeatii'd  to  shame  and  a  short  prayer. 

Seb.  Wen.  I  taste  you  bitterer  than  I  can  de- 
serve, sir. 

Sir  A.  Wen.  Who  has  bewitched  thee,  son? 
what  devil  or  drag 
Has  wrought  upon  the  weakness  of  thy  blood, 
And  betray'd  ail  her  hopes  to  ruinous  folly  f 
Oh,  wake  from  drowsy  and  enchanted  shame, 
Wherein  thy  soul  sits  with  a  golden  dream 
Flattered  and  poisoned ;  I  am  old,  my  son ; 
Oh,  let  me  prevail  i{oickly  ! 
For  I  have  weightier  business  of  mine  own 
llian  to  chide  thee:  I  must  not  to  my  grave. 
As  a  drunkard  to  fats  bed,  whereon  he  lies 
Only  to  sleep,  and  never  cares  to  nse : 
Let  me  dispatch  in  time,  come  no  more  near  her. 

Seb,   Wen.  Not  honestly?  not  in  the  way  of 
marriage? 

Sir  A,  Wen.  Wlmt  say'st  thou  ?  marriage  ?  in 
what  place?  the  Scssions^faouae ?  and  who  shall 
give  the  bride,  pr^ychoe  ?  an  inditement? 

Seb,  Wens  Sir,  now  yon  take  part  with  the 
world  to  wrong  her. 

Sir  A.  Wen,  Why,  woahTst  thou  fain  marrj 
to  be  patnted  at? 
Alas !  the  number's  great,  do  sot  o'erborden't. 
Why  as  good  marry  a  beacon  on  a.hill. 
Which  ail  the  country  6k  their  eyes  upon. 
As  her  thy  folly  doats  on.    K  thou  long'st 
To  have  die  story  of  thy  infamous  fortunes 
Serve  for  discourse  in  ordinaries  and  taverns, 
Th*art  in  the  way:  or  to  confmmd  thy  name. 
Keep  on,  thou  canst  not  mns  it:  or  to  strike 
Thy  wretched  father  ^o  untimely  coldness. 
Keep  the  left  hand  still,  it  will  bring  thee  to't. 
Y«t  if  no  te<urs  wrung  £rom  thy  father's  eyes. 
Nor  sighs  that  fly  in  sparkles,  from  his  sorrows, 
Had  p(M^6r  to  alter  what  is  wilful  in  thee. 


VOL,  II. 


rtf^tiiM--Great  efforts  were  used  about  this  time  to  settle  Virginia 
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Mf thinks  her  very  name  should  fright  thee  from  I 

her, 
And  never  trouhle  roe. 

Seb.  Wen.  Why^  is  the  name  of  Moll  so  fata),  sir  ? 
Sir  A,  Wen.  Many  one,  sir,  where  suspect  is 
entered ; 
For  seek  all  London  from  one  end  to  t'other. 
More  whores  of  that  name,  than  of  any  ten  other. 
Seb,  Wen.  What's  that  to  her }  let  those  blush 
for  themselves. 
Can  any  guilt  in  others  condemn  her  ? 
IVe  vow'd  to  love  her  :  let  all  storms  oppose  me. 
That  ever  beat  aj^ainst  the  breast  of  man. 
Nothing;  but  death's  black  tempest  shall  divide  us. 
Sir  A»  Wen.  Oh,  folly  that  can  doat  on  nought 

but  shame ! 
Scb.  Wen.  Put  case,  a  wanton  itch  runs  through 
one  name 
Mere  than  another,  is  that  name  the  worse. 
Where  honesty  sits  possest  in't  ?  it  should  rather 
Appear  more  excellent,  and  deserve  more  praise. 
When  through  foul  mists  a  brightness  it  can  raise. 
Why  there  are  of  the  devils,  honest  gentlemen. 
And  well  descended,  keep  an  open  house. 
And  some  of  the  good  mau*s  that  are  errant 

knaves. 
He  hates  unworthily,  that  by  rote  contemns. 
For  the  name  neither  saves,  nor  yet  condemns ; 
And  for  her  honesty,  I  have  made  such  proof 

on't. 
In  several  forms,  so  nearly  watcht  her  ways, 
I  will  maintain  that  strict,  afi^ainst  an  army, 
Exceptiofi:  you,  my  father  :  here's  her  worst, 
Sne  has  a  bold  spirit  that  mint^les  with  mankind. 
But  notiiing  else  comes  near  it :  and  oftentimes 
Through  her  apparel  somewhat  shames  her  birth. 
But  she  is  loose  in  nothing  but  f n  mirth : 
Would  all  Molls  were  no  worse ! 

Sir  A,  Wen,  This  way  I  toil  in  vain,  and  " 
give  but  aim 
To  infamy  and  ruin  :  he  will  fall, 
My  blessing  cannot  stay  him :  all  my  joys 
Stand  at  the  brink  of  a  devouring  flood, 
And  will  be  wilfully  swallowed ;  wilfulhr* 
But  why  so  vain  ?  let  all  these  tears  be  lost, 
I'll  pursue  her  to  shame,  and  so  all's  crost. 

[Exit  Sir  Alexander. 
Seb.  Wen,  He  b  gone  with  some  strange  pur- 
pose, whose  effect 
Will  hurt  me  little  if  he  shoot  so  wide. 
To  thiuk  I  love  so  blindly :  I  but  feed 
His  heart  to  this  match,  to  draw  on  the  other. 
Wherein  my  joy  sits  with  a  full  wish  crown'd. 


Only  his  mood  exceptefd,  which  must  changd 
By  opposite  policies,  courses  indirect ; 
Plain  dealing  in  this  world  takes  no  efiect. 
This  mad  girl  I'll  acquaint  with  my  intent, 
Ge»  her  assistance,  make  my  fortunes  known, 
Twixt  lovers'  hearts,  she's  a  fit  instrument, 
And  has  the  art  to  help  them  to  their  own  : 
By  her  advice,  for  in  that  craft  she's  wise. 
My  love  and  I  may  meet,  spite  of  all  spies. 

[Exit  Sebastian. 

Enter  Laxtok   in    Gray' t- Inn  JieUk  with  tht 
Coachman. 

Lax.  Coachman? 

Coach.  Here,  sir. 

Lax.  TTiere's  a  tester  more;  pr'ythee  drive 
thy  coach  to  the  hither  end  of  Mary  bone-park,  a 
fit  place  for  Moll  to  get  in. 

Coach,  Maryhonepark,  dr? 

Lax,  Ay,  it's  in  our  way,  thou  know'st. 

Coach,  It  shall  be  done,  sir. 

Lax,  Coachman. 

Coach,  Anon,  sir. 

Lax,  **  Are  we  fitted  with  good  phrampel  jades  ? 

Coach,  The  best  in  Smithfield,  1  warrant  you, 
sir. 

Lax,  May  we  safely  take  the  upper  hand  of 
any  coacht  velvet  cap,  or  tuflaflfety  jacket?  for 
they  keep  a  vile  swaggering  in  coaches  now-a- 
days ;  the  highways  are  stopt  with  them. 

Coach.  My  life  for  yours,  and  baffle  'em  too, 
sir,—  why,  they  are  the  same  jades,  believe  it, 
sir,  that  have  drawn  all  your  famous  whores  to 
Ware. 

Lax.  Nay,  then  they  know  their  business,  they 
need  no  more  instnictiorrs, 

C^ach,  They're  so  used  to  such  joumies,  sir,  I 
never  use  whip  to  'em ;  for  if  they  catch  but  thf 
scent  of  a  wench  onee,  they  run  like  devils.' 

[Exit  Coachman  with  hit  whip. 

Lax.  Fine  Cerberus !  that  rogue  will  have  the 
start  of  a  thousand  ones ;  for  whilst  others  trot  a 
foot,  he'll  ride  prancing  to  h6ll\ipoD  acoadi-horae. 
Stay,  'tis  now  about  the  hour  of  her  appoinl^ 
ment,  [The  clock  ttrikes  three.]  but  yet  I  see  her 
not.  Hark  !  what's  this  ?  one,  two,  thrf e,  three 
by  the  clock  at  Savoy;  this  is  the  hour,  and 
Gray's-Inn-fielda  the  place  she  swore  she'd  meet 
me:  ha,  yonder's  two  Inns-o-court  men  with  one 
wench,  but  that's  not  she,  they  walk  toward 
Islington  out  of  my  way;  I  see  none  yet  dresf 


*'  Give  hut  aim— See  Note  98  to  Cornelia. 

**  Are  wefited  toith  good  phrampel  jade*  f^Phrampel  in  this  place  Mr  Steeveoi  considers  as  the  word 
frampold,  uacd  by  Sbakrvpearr,  In  The  Merry  Wivet  of  Windsor,  A.  V.  S. «.  but  differently  spelt.  See  his 
note  on  the  passage.  Phrampel  here  appears  to  signify  fery  or  metdcsome ;  and  the  word  as  used  by 
Shakesprare  and  the  other  writers,  qooted  by  Mr  Stcevem,  seems  generally  to  denote  something  wUd^  ex* 
travagant,  or  irregular^ 
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like  her;  I  must  look  for  a  shag  ni%  a  freeze 
jerken,  a  short  sword,  and  a  ^^  safeguard,  or  I 
gee  none :  why,  Moll,  pr'ythee  make  haste,  or  the 
Coachman  will  curse  us  anon. 

Enter  Moll,  like  a  Man, 

Moll,  Oh,  here's  my  geotleoian :  if  they  would 
keep  their  days  as  well  with  their  mercers,  as 
their  hours  with  their  harlots,  no  bankrupt  would 
five  seven  score  pound  for  a  serjeant  s  place ; 
for  would  you  know  a  catchpole  rightly  derived, 
the  corruption  of  a  citizen,  is  the  generation  of  a 
Serjeant :  how  his  eye  hawks  for  venery  !  come, 
you  are  ready,  sir? 
.  Lax,  Ready  for  what,  sir? 

Moll.  Do  you  ask  that  now^  sir  ?  why  was  this 
meeting  'pointed  ? 

Lot.  I  thought  you  mistook  me,  sir; 
You  seem  to  be  some  young  barrister, 
I  have  no  suit  in  law — all  my  land's  sold, 
I  praise  heaven  for't ;  t'has  rid  ma  of  much  trou- 
ble. 

MolL  Then  I  must  wake  you,  sir ;  where  stands 
the  coach  ? 

Lax.  Who9e  this?  Moll,  honest  Moll  ? 

Moll.  So  young,  and  purblind  ?  you're  an  old 
wanton  in  your  eyes,  I  see  that. 

Lax.  Thou'rt  admirably  suited  for  ^  the  three 
pigeons  at  Brentford ;  I'll  swear  I  knew  thee  not. 

Moll.  rU  swear  you  did  not ;  but  you  shall 
kj^ow  me  now. 

Lax.  No  not  here,  we  shall  be  spy'd  *faith; 
the  coach  is  better,  come. 

Moll.  Stay. 

Lax.  What  wilt  thoo  untruss  a  point,  Moll  ? 

[She  puts  off  her  cloak  and  draw$. 

MolL  Yes ;  here's  the  point  that  I  untruss,  *thas 
but  one  tag,  'twill  serve  mough  to  tie  up  a  rogue's 
tongue. 

ior.  How  ! 

Moll.  There's  the  gold  witli  which  you  hir'd 
your  hackney,  here's  her  pace; 


She  radts  hard,  and  perhaps  your  bones  will  feel  it : 
Ten  angels  of  mine  own,  I've  put  to  thine,  win 

'em,  and  wear  'em. 
Lax.  Mold,  Moll ;  mistress  Mary  ! 
MolL  Draw,  or  I'll  serve  an  e&ecution  on  thee, 
Shall  lay  tliee  up  till  doomsday. 

Lax.  Dra«v  upon  a  woman  !   why,  what  dost 

mean,  Moll  ? 
MolL  To  teacli  thy  base  thoughts  manners : 

thou'rt  one  of  those 
That  thinks  each  woman  thy  fond  flexible  whore; 
ir  she  but  cast  a  hberal  eye  upon  thee. 
Turn  back  her  head,  slie*s  (b'me ;  or  amongst  com- 
pany 
By  chance  drink  first  to  thee,  then  site's  quite  gone. 
There  is  no  ipeans  to  help  lier :  nay  fur  a  need. 
Wilt  swear  unto  thy  credulous  fellow  letchers, 
That  thou'rt  more  in  favour  with  a  lady  at  first  sight . 
Than  her  monkey  all  her  life  time. 
How  many  of  our  sei,  by  such  as  thou. 
Have  theirgood  thoughts  paid  with  a  blasted  name, 
That  never  deserved  loosely,  or  did  trip 
In  path  of  whoredom,  beyond  pup  and  lip  ! 
But  for  the  stain  of  consience  and  of  soul, 
Better  had  women  fall  into  the  hands 
Of  an  act  silent,  than  a  bragging  nothing. 
There  is  no  mercy  in't — what  durst  move  you,  sir. 
To  think  me  whorish  ?  a  name  which  I'd  tear  out 
From  the  **  high  Qerman's  throat,  if  it  lay  ^  leiger 

there 
To  dispatch  privy  slanders  against  me. 
In  thee  I  defy  all  men,  their  worst  hates. 
And  their  best  flatteries,  ail  their  golden  witch-. 

crafts^ 
With  which  they  intangle  the  poor  spirits  of  fools. 
Distressed  needle<rwomen,  and  trade-fall'n  wives. 
Fish  that  must  needs  bite,  or  themselves  be  bitten; 
Such  hungry  things  as  these  may  soon  be  touk 
With  a  worm  fastened  on  a  golden  hook. 
Those  are  the  letcher's  food,  his  prey,  he  watches 
For  quarrelling  *^  wedlocks,  and  poor  shifting 

sisters; 


*^  We^flrrf,— Sec  p.  833. 

**  The  three  pigeons  at  /Irent/brd,— This  fnn  was  afterwards  kept  by  John  Lowen,  the  celebrated  player. 
See  VUlagne  on  Plays  and  Flayers. 

^'  High  Oerman's  throat — This  man  is  taken  notice  of  before  in  this  play.  He  seems  to  have  been 
noted  for  bis  extraordinary  strength,  and  is  probably  the  same  person  roentioued  io  The  Curtaine  Drawer 
of  the  World,  Ittl2, 4to,  p.  97.  *•  Aske  but  tbis  GurUine  Drawer,  and  he  will  tell  you,  that  few  there  are, 
and  those  escape  very  hardly  like  the  bird  out  of  the  snare,  like  the  German  out  of  Wood-street,  or 
those  that  commit  mufder,  or  like  him  that  escapes  the  hangman  from  the  tree  of  execution.  " 

^  letter— I.  e.  resident  ambassador. 

»7  Wedlock$,T-k.  e.  wives.    So,  io  The  Poetaster,  A.  4.  S.3.  "  Which  of  these  is  iby  wedlock,  Mcnelau??." 

The  Devil  is  an  Aas,  A.  2.  S.  :) ; 

<«  — you  do  see,  good  wedlock, 
How  I  directed  him  ?" 

Marston's' Poron^aster,  A.  2.  8«  I.— but  to  lie  with  one's  brotber's  **  wedlock,  O  my  dear  llerode,  Uis 
vile  and  uncommon  lost  T* 
Churchyard's  Challenge,  1693,  p.  23!i :  ^  . 

"  My  wed/tfc*  now,  not  hearing  of  these  newes. 
Made  no  haste  home,  till  I  was  ore  the  shewes." 

So  M%trimonium  is  used,  as  Mr  Sympson  observes,  for  Uxor,  more  than  once,  by  JusCia. 
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'Us  the  best  fish  he  takes :  hut  wh  j,  goo4  fisherman 
Am  I  thought  meat  for  you,  that  nerer  yet 
Had  angling  rod  cast  towards  me?  cause  you*ll  say 
I'm  given  to  sport,  Tm  often  merry,  jest : 
Had  mirth  no  kindred  in  the  world  hut  lust? 

0  shame  take  all  her  friends  then  !  hot  howe'er 
Thou  and  the  baser  world  censnre  my  life, 

ril  send  'em  word  by  thee,  and  write  so  much 
Upon  thy  breast,  cause  thou  shak  bear't  in  mind, 
Tell  them  'twere  base  to  yield  where  I  hare  con- 
quered ; 

1  scorn  to  prostitute  myself  to  a  man, 
I  that  can  prostitute  a  man  to  me ; 
And  so  I  greet  thee. 

Lax,  Hear  me. 

MolL  Would  the  spirits  of  all  my  slanders  were 
claspt  in  tbme, 
That  I  might  vex  an  army  at  one  time  f 

Lax,  I  do  repent  me,  hold !  [Theyjighi, 

MolL  You'll  die  the  better  christian  then. 

Lax,  I  do  confess  I  have  wrong'd  thee,  Moll. 

MolL  Confession  is  but  poor  amends  for  wrong. 
Unless  a  rope  would  follow. 

Lax,  !•  ask  thee  pardon. 

Moll,  I'm  your  hired  whore,  sir. 

Lax,  I  yield  both  purse  and  body. 

MolL  Both  are  mine,  and  now  at  my  disposing. 

Lax,  Spare  my  life. 

MolL  1  scorn  to  strike  thee  basely. 

Lax,  Spoke  like  a  noble  girl  i*faith. 
Heart,  I  think  I  fight  with  a  familiar,  or  the  jj^o9X 
of  a  fencer.  She  has  wounded  me  gallantly ;  call 
\oii  this  a  letcherous  visage?  Heres  blood  would 
Imve  served  me  this  seven  years  in  broken  heads 
and  cut  fingers;  and  now  tt  runs  all  out  together. 
Pox  o'the  three  pigeons !  I  would  the  coach  were 
here  now  to  carry  me  to  the  chirargion's. 

\Exit  Laxtok. 

MolL  If  I  could  meet  my  enemies  one  by  one 
thus, 
I  might  make  pretty  shift  with  them  in  time ; 
And  make  them  know,  she  that  has  wit,  and  spirit. 
May  scorn  to  live  beholding  to  her  body  for  meat; 
Or  for  apparel  like  your  common  dame, 
That  makes  shame  get  her  clothes  to  cover  shame. 
Base  is  that  mind,  that  kneels  unto  her  body, 
As  if  a  husband  stood  in  awe  on's  wife. 
My  spirit  shall  be  mistress  of  this  house 
As  long  as  I  have  time  in't,— Oh, 

Enter  TRAPnooB. 

Here  comes  my  man  that  would  be ;  *tit  hb  hour* 
Faith,  a  good  well-set  fellow,  if  his  spirit 
Be  answerable  ^  to  his  umbles ;  he  walks  stiff, 
But  whether  he  will  stand  to't  stifly,  there's  the 

point; 
Has  a  good  calf  for't ;  and  ye  shall  have  many  a 

woman 


Choose  him  she  meant  t9  make  bar  head^  ^  ^^ 

calf: 
I  da  not  know  their  tricks  in't :  'fiuth  he  seems 
A  man  without ;  111  try  what  he  is  withiii. 

Trap.  She  told  me  Gfay's-Ino-fields  twist  three 
and  four ; 
rn  fit  her  mistresship  with  a  piece  of  service  t 
I'm  hired  to  rid  the  town  of  one  mad  girl. 

[Shejmtki  him. 
What  a  pox  ails  you,  sir  ? 

MolL  He  begins  like  a  gentleman. 

JVap.  'Heart,  is  the  field  so  narrow,  onr  your 
eye-sight  ? 
Life,  he  comes  back  again. 

[She  eome$  tcmttrdi  kirn* 

MolL  Was  this  spoke  to  me,  sir? 

Trap.  I  cannot  tell,  sir. 

MolL  Go,  you're  a  coxcomb. 

Trap.  Coxcomb ! 

MolL  You're  a  slave. 

Trapi  I  hope  there's  law  for  you,  sir. 

MoU.  Yes,  do  you  see,  sir.        [Turns  ki$  hat. 

Trap,  lieart^  this  is  no  good  dealing :  pray  let 
me  know  what  house  you  are  of. 

MolL  One  of  the  Temple,  sir.      [Fhilipt  him. 

Trao.  Mass  so  me  thhtts. 

Mou»  And  yet  sometime  I  lie  about  Chick-lane. 

IVcrp.  I  like  you  the  worse,  because  you  shift 
your  lodging  so  often ; 
I'll  not  meddle  with  you  for  that  trick,  sir. 

MolL  A  good  shift ;  but  it  shall  not  serve  your 
turn. 

Trap.  You'll  give  me  leave  to  pass  about  my 
business,  sir  ? 

MolL  Your  business !  Fll  make  you  wait  on 
me  before  I  have  done,  and  glad  to  serve  me  too. 

Trap.  How,  sir !  serv^you  ?  not  if  there  were 
no  more  men  in  England. 

MolL  But  if  there  were  no  more  women  in 
England, 
I  hope  you'd  wait  upon  your  mistress  then  ? 

Trap.  Mistress! 

MolL  Oh,  you  are  a  tried  spirit  at  a  push,  sir! 

IVap,  What  would  your  worship  have  me  do  ? 

MolL  You  a  fighter"! 

Trap,  No,  I  praise  heaven ;  I  had  better  grace 
and  more  manners. 

MolL  As  how,  I  pray,  sir  ? 

Trap.  Dfe,  'thad  been  a  beastly  part  of  me  to 
have  drawn  my  weapons  upon  my  mistress ;  all 
the  world  would  have  cried  shame  of  roe  for  that, 

MolL  Why,  but  you  knew  me  not. 

Trap,  Do  not  say  so,  mistress;  I  knew  you  by 
your  wide  straddle  as  well  as  if  I  had  been  in 
your  belly. 

MolL  Well,  we  shall  try  you  further?  i'the 
mean  time,  we  give  ye  entertainment 

T'rap,  Thank  your  good  mistresship* 


^*  To  Ai$  um^rcf— I.  e.  bis  inside.     UmbleB  are  the  iatrails  of  a  deer.    So,  in  HoliaBhed*8  Ckrwikhp 
Vol.  I.  p,  S04.    «*  The  keeper  bath  the  skiu^  bead,  umblet,  chine,  and  sboulden."    S. 


MlDDlETOH.] 


THE  ROARING  GIRL. 


341 


MolL  How  many  suits  have  you  ? 
I^ap.  No  more  suits  than  backs,  mistress. 
MM  WelJ,  if  you  deserre,  I  cast  off  this,  next 
week. 
And  you  may  creep  into't. 
*      l^ap.  Thank  your  good  worship. 

MoU.  Come  follow  me  to  S.  Thomas  Apostles; 
I'D  put  a  livery  cloak  upon  your  back,  the  first 
thing  I  do. 
Drap,  1  foUow  my  dear  mistress.       [Exeunt. 

Enter  MUtreu  Gallipot  as  from  Supper,  her 
Husband  after  her, 

Mr  Gal  What,  Pro ;  Nay,  sweet  pradencc. 

Mrs  GaL  What  a  pruing  keep  you !  I  think 
the  baby  would  have  a  teat,  ^  it  keys  so :  pray 
be  not  so  fond  of  me,  leave  Vour  ciQr  humours; 
I'm  vext  at  you  to  see  how  Hke  a  caff  you  come 
bleating  after  me. 

Mr  GaL  Nay,  honey  Prn !  how  does  your  ri- 
sing up  before  all  the  table  shew  ?  and  fiinging 
fVom  my  friends  so  uncivilly  ?  fie,  Pru,  fie,  come. 

Mrs  'GaL  Then  up  and  ride  i'faith. 

Mr  GaL  Up  and  ride !  nay,  my  pretty  Pro ; 
that's  far  from  my  thought,  duck :  why,  ^  mouse ; 
thy  mind  is  nibbling  at  something :  what  is*c?  what 
lies  upon  thy  stomach  ? 

Mrs  GaL  Such  an  ass  as  you :  hoyda,  y'are 
best  turn  midwife,  or  physician :  y'are  an  apothe- 
cary already,  but  I'm  none  of  your  drugs. 

Mr  GaL  Thou  art  a  sweet  drug,  sweetest  Pru, 
and  the  more  thou  art  pounded,  the  more  preci- 
ous. 

Mrs  GaL  Must  you  be  prying  into  a  woman's 
secrets;  say  ye? 

Mr  GaL  Woman's  secrets? 

Jlfn  GaL  What?  I  cannot  have  a  qualm  come 
upon  me,  but  your  teeth  water,  till  your  nose  hang 
over  it. 

Mr  GaL  It  is  my  love,  dear  wife. 

Mrs  GaL  Tour  love!  your  love  is  all  woi^s ; 
give  me  deeds :  I  cannot  abide  a  man  that's  too 
tvui  over  me,  so  cookisb ;  thmi  dost  not  know 
how  to  handle  a  woman  in  her  kind. 

Mr  GaL  No,  Pru?  why,  I  hope  I  have  hand- 
led 

Mrs  GaL  Handle  a  fool's  head  of  your  own 
— fih— fih. 

Mr  GaL  Ha,  ha,  'tis  such  a  wasp :  it  does  me 
good  now  to  have  her  sHng  rac,  little  rogue ! 

Mrs  GaL  Now  fie,  how  you  vex  me !  I  can- 
not abide  these  ''  apron  husband's;  such  cot- 
queans  :  you  ovcidoyour  things,  they  become  you 
seurvily. 

Mr  Gal  Upon  my  life  she  breeds :  heaven 
knows  how  I  have  sfrain'd  myself  to  please  her 
night  and  day ;  I  wonder  why  we  citizeiis  should 


^t  children  so  fretful  and  untoward  in  the  breed- 
ing, their  fathers  being  for  the  most  part  as  gen- 
tle as  milch  kine :  shall  I  leave  thee,  my  Pru  ? 

Mrs  GaL  Fie,  fie,  fie. 

Mr  GaL  lliou  shalt  not  be  vext  no  more,  pret- 
ty kind  rogue ;  take  no  cold,  sweet  Pru. 

[Exit  Master  Gallipot. 

Afrs  GaL  As  your  wit  has  done :  now.  Mas- 
ter Laxton,  shew  your  head;  what  news  from 
you?  would  any  husband  suspea  that  a  woman 
crying,  Buy  any  scurvt^grass,  should  bring  love- 
letters  amongst  her  herbs  to  his  wife?  pretty 
trick !  fine  conveyance !  had  jealousy  a  thousand 
eyes,  a  silly  woman  with  scurvy-grass  blinds  them 
all ;  Laxton  with  bays  crown  I  thy  wit  for  diis, 
it  deserves  praise. 
This  makes  me  affect  thee  more,  this  proves  thee 

wise. 
Lack,  what  poor  shift  is  love  forced  to  devise  ? 
To  the  point. 

She  reads  the  Letter. 

0,  sweet  ereature-^a  sweet  beginning)  pardon 
my  long  absence,  for  thou  shalt  shortly  be  pos- 
sessed with  my  presence;  though  D^nophoon 
was  false  to  PhilRs,  I  will  be  to  thee  as  Pan" 
dwrus  was  to  Cres-sida ;  though  Mneas  made 
an  ass  of  Dido,  I  will  die  to  thee  ere  I  do  so; 
0,  sweetest  creature,  make  much  of  me,  for  no 
man  beneath  the  siher  moon  shall  make  more  of 
a  woman  than  I  do  of  thee :  furnish  me  there" 
fore  with  thirty  pounds  ;  you  must  do  it  of  ne* 
cessity  for  me ;  I  languish  tiH  I  see  some  eof/H 
fort  come  from  thee ;  protesting  not  to  die  in 
thy  debt,  but  rather  to  Him  so,  as  hitherto  1 
have  and  will  Thy  true  Laxton  ever. 

Alas,  poor  gentleman  !  troth  I  pitv  him ; 
How  shall  I  raise  this  money  ?  tlurty  pounds ! 
'Tis  thirty  sure,  a  S  before  an  0, 
I  know  his  threes  too  well ;  my  child-bed  linen, 
Shall  I  pawn  that  for  him  ?  then  if  my  mark 
Be  known,  I  am  undone ;  it  may  be  thought 
My  husband's  bankrout:  which  way  shalt  I  turn  ? 
LauctoD,  what  with  my  own  fears,  and  thy  wants, 
I'm  like  a  needle  'twixt  two  adaihants. 

Enter  Master  Gallipot  hastily. 

Mr  Gal.  Nay,  nay,  wife,  the  women  are  ali 
up :  ha !  how  ?  reading  a  letter  ?"  I  smell  a  goose, 
a  couple  of  capons,  and  a  gammon  of  b&con,  from 
her  mother  out  of  the  country.  I  hold  my  life 
— steal — 

Mrs  Gat.  O,  beshrcw  your  heart ! 

Mr  Gal  What  letter's  that?  I'll  see  it. 

[She  tears  the  Letter, 

Mrs  Gal  Oh,  ^ould  thou  had*sr  no  eyes  to 
see  thedownfal  of  me  Hud  thyself!  I'm  for  ever, 
for  evei*  Tm  undone. 


*9  U  ksys  JO— I,  c,  crlci.    She  Imitates  the  jttfgon  talked  by  nurses  to  infants.    S, 

»o  J!foia«— See  Note  16,  p.  3SS.  .•  .  .      ^..  . 

•«  Jpron  huslmd^l^  c.  Hwbands  who  foHoir  tbfeir  wittt  «s  IT  tM  to  Ihelr  <t^f«t  stitegs,  8. 
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Mr  Gal  What  ails  my  Pru  ?  wliat  paper's  that 
thou  tear^st? 

Mrt  Gal.  Would  I  could  tear 
My  very  heart  in  pieces:  for  my  soul 
lies  on  the  rack  of  shame,  that  tortures  me 
Beyond  a  woman's  suffiering- 
Mr  GnL  What  means  this? 
Mr$  Gal  Had  you  no  other  vengeance  to  throw 
down, 
But  even  in  heighth  of  all  my  joys  ? 
Mr  Gal  Dear  woman. 
Mrs  Gal  When  the  full  sea  of  pleasure  and 
content  secm'd  to  flow  over  roe  ? 

Mr  Gal  As  thou  desirest  to  keep  me  out  of 
Bedlam,  tell  what  troubles  thee ;  is  not  thy  child 
at  nurse  fallen  Mck,  or  dead  ? 
Mrt  Gal  Oh,  no. 

Mr  Gal  Heavens  bless  me !  are  my  bams  and 
bouses 
Yonder  at  Hot-kly-hole  consumed  with  fire  ? 
I  can  build  more,  sweet  Pru. 
Mrt  Gal  Tis  worse,  'tis  worse. 
Mr  Gal  My  factor  broke,  or  is  the  Jonas  sunk  ? 
Mrt  Gal  Would  all  we  had  were  swallowed 
in  the  waves, 
Rather  tlien  both  should  be  the  scorn  of  slaves. 
Mr  Gal  Vvti  at  my  wit's  end. 
Mrt  Gal  Oh,  my  dear  husband, 
W^here  once  I  thought  myself  a  fixed  star, 
Placed  only  in  the  heaven  of  thiue  arms, 
I  fear  now  1  shall  prove  a  wanderer; 
Oh,  Laiton,  Laxton,  is  it  then  my  ffite 
To  be  by  thoe  o'ertlirown ! 

Mr  Gal  Defend  me,  wisdom. 
From  falling  into  frenzy  !  on  my  koees-^ 
Sweet  Pru,  speak,  what's  that  Laxtoo,  who  so 
heavy  lies  on  thy  bosom? 
Mrt  Gal  1  shall  sure  run  mad. 
Mr  Gal  I  shall  run  mad  fqr  company  then  : 
speak  to  me, 
Tm  Gallipot  thy  husband-rpru— why,  Pru ! 
Art  sick  m  conscience  for  some  villainous  deed 
Thou  wert  about  to  act :  didst  mean  to  rob  me  ? 
Tush,  1  forgive  thee  :  hadst  thou  on  my  be<| 
Thrust  my  soft  pillow  under  another's  head  ? 
I'll  wink  nt  all  faults,  Pru ;  'las  that's  no  more. 
Than  what  some  neighbours  near  thee  have  done 

before. 
Sweet  honey  Pru  !  what's  ttiat  Laxton  ? 
Mrt  Gal  Oh! 
Mr  Gal  Out  with  him. 
Mrt  Gal  Oh  he's  born  to  be  my  undoer. 
This  hand  which  thou  call'st  thine,  to  him  was 

given. 
To  him  was  I  made  sure  i'the  sight  of  heaven. 
Mr  Gal  I  never  heard  this  thundor. 
Mrt  Gal  Yes,  ye^  befpre 
I  was  to  thee  contracted,  to  him  I  swore : 
Since  last  I  saw  him  twelve  months  three  times 

told, 
The  moon  hath  drawn  through  her  light  silver 

bow; 
For  o'er  the  seas  he  went,  and  it  was  said, 
But  rumour  Xxt^  that  be  in  France  was  dead* 


But  he's  alive ;  oh,  he's  alive,  he  sent 
That  letter  to  roe,  which  in  rage  I  rent; 
Swearing  with  oaths  most  damnably  to  have  ise. 
Or  tear  me  from  this  b<isom :   oh  heavens,  save 
me! 
Mr  Gal  My  heart  will  break — shamed  and  un- 
done for  ever ! 
Mrt  Gal  So  black  a  day,  poor  wretch !  went 

o'er  thee  never. 
Mr  Gal  If  thou  shopld'st  wrestle  with  him  at 
the  law, 
Thou'rt  sure  to  fall :   no  odd  slight  ?  no  prevent 

f  ion  ? 
I'll  tell  him  thou'rt  with  child. 
Mrt  Gal  Umh. 
Mr  Gal  Or  give  out  one  of  my  men  was  ta'en 

abed  with  thee. 
Mrt  Gal  Umh,  umh. 
Mr  Gal  .Before  I  lose  thee,  my  dear  Pru, 
m  drive  it  to  that  push. 

Mrt  Gal  Worse  and  worse  still. 
You  eml>race  a  mischief,  to  prevent  an  ill. 
Mr  Gal  I'll  buy  thee  of  him,  stop  bis  mouth 
with  gold, 
Think*st  thou  'twill  do. 

Mrt  Gal  Oh  me  heavens !  grant  it  would; 
Yet  now  my  senses  are  set  more  in  tune. 
He  writ,  as  I  remember  in  his  letter, 
That  he  in  riding  up  and  down  had  spent, 
Ere  he  could  find  roe,  thirty  pounds;  send  that. 
Stand  not  on  thirty  with  him. 

Mr  Gal  Forty,  Pru;  say  thou  the  ^ord,  •tit 
done  :  we  venture  lives  for  wealth,  but  must  do 
more  to  keep  our  wives :  thirty  or  forty,  Pru  ? 

Mrt  Gal  Thirty,  good  sweet. 
Of  an  ill  bargain  let's  save  what  we  can. 
ril  pay  it  him  with  my  tears;  he  v^as  a  man 
When  first  I  knew  him,  of  a  meek  spirit. 
All  goodness  is  not  yet  dry*d  up  I  hope. 

Mr  Gal  He  shall  have  thirty  pound,  let  that 
stop  all : 
Love's  sweets  taste  best,  when  we  have  drunk 
down  gall. 

Enter  Matter  livr-yafLD^and  hit  Wife^  Matter 
GusHAWE,  and  Mittrett  Opekwork. 

God's-so!  our  friends;  come,  come,  smooth  your 

cheek : 
After  a  storm  the  face  of  heaven  looks  sleek. 
Mr  Ttlt.  Did  I  not  tell  you  these  turtles  were 

together? 
Mrt  Till,  How  dost  thou,  sirrah  ?  why,  sister 

Gallipot? 
Mrt  Open,  Lord,  how  she's  chang'd ! 
Mr  Got.  Is  your  wife  ill,  sir? 
Mr  Gql  Yes  indeed,  la^  sir,  very  ill,  rery  ill, 

never  worse. 
Mrt  Tilt.  How  her  head  burns !  feel  how  her 

pulses  work. 
Mrt  Open.  Sister,  lie  down  a  little,  that  always 

does  roe  good. 
Mrt  Tilt.  In  good  sadness,  I  find  best  ease  in 

that  too : 
Has  she  laid  som^  hot  thing  to  her  stomach  ? 
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Mrt  Oat  No,  but  I  wil!  lay  something  anon. 

Mr  Tilt,  Come,  come,  fools,  you  trouble  her; 
sball's  go.  Master  Goshawk? 

Mr  Oo8,  Yes  sweet  Master  Tiltyard ;  sirrah, 
Rosamond,  I  hold  my  life  GalKpot  hath  vext  his 
wife. 

Mn  Open,  She  has  a  horrible  high  colour  in- 
deed. 

Mr  Oo$.  We  shall  have  your  face  painted  with 
the  same  red  soon  at  night,  when  your  husband 
comes  from  his  rubbere  in  a  false  alley ;  thou 
wilt  not  believe  me  that  his  bowls  run  with  a 
wrong  bias. 

Mrt  Open,  It  cannot  sink  into  me,  that  he 
feeds  upon  scale  mutton  abroad,  having  better  and 
fresher  at  home. 

Mr  Got,  What  if  T  bring  thee  where  thou  shalt 
see  him  stand  at  rack  and  manger? 

Afrs  Open,  Til  saddle  him  in*s  kind,  and  spur 
him  till  he  kick  again. 

Mr  Got.  Shall  thou  and  I  ride  our  journey 
then? 
,     Mrt  Open,  Here's  my  hand. 

Mr  Got,  No  more ; — come,  Master  Tilt-yard, 
shall  we  leap  into  the  stirrups  with  our  women, 
and  amble  home  ? 

Mr  TUt,  Yes,  yes;  come,  wife. 

Mrt  Tilt,  In  troth,  sister,  I  hope  you  will  do 
well  for  all  this. 

Mrt  Gal,  I  hope  I  shall :  farewell,  good  sister: 
sweet  Master  Goshawk. 

Mr  GaL  Welcome,  brother,  most  kindly  wel- 
come, sir. 

Omnet,  Thanks,  sir,  for  our  good  cheer. 

[Exeunt  all  but  Gallipot  and  hit  Wife^ 

Mr  OaL  It  shall  be  so,  because  a  crafty  knave 
Shall  not  out-reach  me,  nor  walk  by  my  door 
With  my  wife  arm  in  arm,  as  'twere  his  whore, 
rU  give  him  a  golden  coxcomb,  thirty  pound : 
Tush,  Pru,  what's  thirty  pound?  sweet  duck,  look 
checrly. 
Mrt  GaL  l*hou  art  worthy  of  my  heart,  thou 
buy'st  it  dearly. 

Enter  Laxton,  muffled. 

Lax.  Uds  light !  the  tide*s  against  roe,  a  pox 
•f  your  'Poticariship !  oh  for  some  glister  to  set 
him  going ;  *tis  one  of  Hercules'  labours,  to  tread 
one  of  these  city  hens,  because  their  cocks  are 
still  crowing  over  them ;  there*s  no  turning  tail 
here,  I  must  on. 

Mrt  GaL  Oh,  husband,  see  he  comes ! 

Mr  GaL  Let  me  deal  with  him. 

Lax.  Bless  you,  sir. 

Mr  GaL  Be  you  blest  too,  sir,  if  you  come  in 
peace. 

Lax,  Have  you  any  good  pudding  tobacco,  sir? 

Mrt  GaL  Oh,  pidt  no  quarrels  gentle  sir,  my 
husband 
Is  not  a  man  of  weapon,  as  you  are ; 
He  knows  all,  I  have  open* d  all  before  him, 
Concerning  yoa. 

Lax*  Zounds !  has  she  show  n  my  letters ! 


Mrt  GaL  Suppose  my  case  were  yours,  what 
would  yuu  do  ? 
At  such  a  pinch,  such  batteries,  such  assaults. 
Of  father,  mother,  kindred,  to  dissolve 
The  knot  you  tied,  and  to  be  bound  to  him ; 
How  could  you  shift  this  storm  off? 
Lax.  If  I  know,  hang  me. 
Mrt  GaL  Bebides  a  story  of  your  death  was 
read 
Each  minute  to  m^. 

Lax.  What  a  pox  means  thi^  riddling? 
Mr  GaL  Be  wise,  sir,  let  not  you  and  \  be  tost 
On  lawyers' pens;  they  have  shai'p  nibs,  and  draw 
Men's  very  heart  blood  from  them :  what  need 

you,  sir, 
To  beat  the  drum  of  my  w^ife's  infamy. 
And  call  your  friends  tcigethers,  sir,  to  prove 
Yodr  precontract,  when  she  has  cunfest  it ! 
Lax.  Umh,  sir, — has  she  confest  it? 
Mr  GaL  Sh'has  'faith  to  me,  sir,  upon  yoor 

letter  siding. 
Mrt  GaL  I  have,  1  have. 
Lax.  If  I  let  this  iron  cool,  call  me  slave. 
Do  you  hear,  you  dame  Prudence?  thiuk'st  thou, 

vile  woman, 
1*11  take  these  blows  and  wink  ? 
Mrt  GaL  Upon  my  knees. 
Lax,  Out,  impudence ! 
Mr  Gal.  Good  sir. 
Lax,  You  goatish  slave ! 
No  wild  fowl  to  cut  up  but  mine  ? 

Mr  GaL  Alas,  sir. 
You  make  her  flesh  to  tremble,  fright  her  not, 
She  shall  do  reason,  and  what's  fit. 

Lux,  ril  have  thee,  wert  thou  more  common 
Than  an  hospital,  and  more  diseased. 
Mr  GaL  But  one  word,  good  sir. 
Lax,  So,  sir. 

Mr  GaL  I  married  her,  have  lain  with  her,  and 
got 
Two  children  on  her  body;  think  but  on  that; 
Have  you  so  beggarly  an  appetite. 
When  I  upon  a  dainty  dish  have  fed. 
To  dine  upon  my  scraps,  my  leavings  ?  ha,  sir? 
Do  I  come  near  you  now,  sir  ? 
LaX.  By  lady  you  touch  me. 
Mr  GaL  Would  not  you  scorn  to  wear  my 

clothes,  sir? 
Lax.  Right,  sir. 

Mr  GaL  Then  pray,  sir,  wear  not  her,  for  she's 
a  garment 
Se  6tting  for  my  body,  I  am  loth 
Another  should  put  it  on ;  you  will  undo  both. 


I  Your  letter,  as  she  said,  complained  you  had  spent 
Iji  ouest  of  her,  some  thirty  pound ;  V\\  pay  it ; 
Shall  that,  sir,  stop  this  gap  up  'twixt  you  two  ? 
Lax,  Well,  if!  swallow  this  wrong,  let  her 
thank  you : 
The  money  being  paid,  sir,  I  am  gone : 
Farewell.   Oh  women !  happy's  he  trusts  none 
Mrt  GaL  Dispatch  him  hence,  sweet  husband. 
Mr  GaL  Yes  dear  wife :  pray,  sir,  come  in  ; 
ere  master  Laxton  part, 
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Thou  shalt  in  wine  drink  to  him.  [Ejeit. 

Mrs  Gal,  With  all  my  hemrt;— bow  dost  thou 
like  my  wit  ? 

Lax.  Rarely,  tliat  wile. 
By  which  the  serpent  did  the  first  woman  beguile, 
Did  ever  since  ail  women's  bosoms  fill ; 
YouVe  apple-eaters  all,  deceivers  still.   [Exeunt 

Enter  Sir  Alexander  Wengrave;  Sir  Davy 
Dapper,  5»r  Adam  Appleton  at  one  Door,  and 
TaAPD30R  at  another  Door. 

Sir  A.  Wen,  Out  with  your  tale,  sir  Davy,  to 
sir  Adam. 
A  knave  is  in  mine  eye  deep  in  ray  debt 

Sir  D.  Dap.  Nay;  if  he  be  a  knave,  sir,  hold 
him  fast 

Sir  A.  Wen.  Speak  softly;  what  egg  is  there 
hatching  now  ? 

Trap.  A  duck's  egg,  sir,  a  duck  that  has  eaten 
a  frog ;  I  have  crackt  the  shell,  and  some  villainy 
or  other  will  peep  out  presently:  the  duck  that 
sits  is  the  ^^  bouncing  Ramp  (that  Roaring  Girl 
my  mistress);  the  drake  that  must  tread  is  your 
son  Sebastian. 

Sir  A.  Wen,  Be  quick: 

lYap.  As  the  tongue  of  an  oyster  wench. 

Sir  A.  Wen.  And  see  thy  news  be  true. 

Trap.  As  a  barber's  every  Saturday  nights 
road  Moll — 

Sir  A.  Wen.  Ah ! 

Trap.  Must  be  let  in  without  knocking  at  your 
back  gate. 

Sir  A,  Wen.  So. 

2V<i^.  Your  chamber  will  be  made  bawdy. 

Sir  A.  Wen.  Good. 

Trap.  She  comes  in  a  shirt  of  male. 

Sir  A,  Wen.  How  shirt  of  male  ? 

Trap.  Yis,  sir,  or  a  male  shirt,  that's  to  say  in 
man's  apparel. 

Sir  A.  Wen.  Tomyson? 

Trap.  Close  to  your  son:  vour  son  and  her  moon 
vrill  be  in  conjunction,  if  all  Almanacks  lie  not; 
her  black  saveguard  is  turned  unto  a  deep  slop, 
the  holes  of  her  upper  body  to  button-holes,  her 
waistcoat  to  a  doublet,  her  placket  to  the  ancient 
ti^t  of  a  codpiece,  and  you  shall  take  them  bolh 
with  standing  collers. 

Sir  A.  Wen,  Art  sure  of  this? 

2Voj»«  As  every  throne  is  sure  of  a  pick-pocket, 
as  sure  as  a  whore  is  of  the  clients  all  Michaelmas 
term,  and  of  thepoK  after  the  term. 

iSir  A.  Wen.  The  time  of  their  ulting  ? 

Trap.  Three. 

Sir  A.  Wen.  The  day? 

Trap.  This, 


Sir  A.  Wen.  Away;  ply  it,  watch  her. 

Trap.  As  the  devil  doth  for  the  death  of  a 
bawd;  Til  watch  her,  do  you  catch  her. 

Sir  A.  Wen.  She's  fast :  here  weave  thou  the 
nets;  hark! 

TYap.  They  are  made. 

Sir  A.  Wen.  I  told  them  thou  didst  owe  me 
money ;  hold  it  up :  maintain't. 

Trap,  Stifly;  as  a  puritan  does  cootentkMi-— 
For  I  owe  thee  not  the  value  of  ahaUJMBny  baiter. 

Sir  A  Wen,  Thou  shalt  be  bang'd  in't  ere  thou 
scape  so. 
Varlet,  111  make  thee  look  through  a  grate. 

Trap.  I'll  do't  presentljs  through  a  Uvem  grate ; 
drawer!  pish.  [JBji/ Trapdoor, 

Sir  A.  Ap.  Has  the  knave  vext  yoo,  sir  ? 

Sir  A.  Wen.  Askc  him  my  money, 
He  swears  my  son  received  it :  oh,  that  boy 
Will  ne*er  leave  heaping  sorrows  on  my  kear^ 
Till  he  has  broke  it  quite. 

SirA.Ap.  Is  he  still  wild? 

Sir  A  Wen.  As  is  a  Russian  bear. 

Sir  A.  Ap.  But  he  has  left 
His  old  haunt  with  that  bag{p^i;e  ? 

Sir  As  Wen.  Worse  still  and  worse. 
He  lays  on  me  his  shame,  I  on  him  my  corse. 

Sir  D.  Dap.  My  soa.  Jack  Dajtper,  then  shall 
run  with  him, 
All  in  one  pasture. 

SirjLM.  Proves  voir  sod  bad  too,  ik  ? 

Sir  D.  Dap.  As  villainy  can  make  him :  yoar 
Sebastian 
Doats  but  on  one  drab,  mine  on  a  thousand, 
^^  A  noise  of  fiddler^  tobacco^  wine^  jsnd^ja  whore, 
A  mercer  that  will  let  him  take  up  more. 
Dice,  and  a  water^spaniel  with  a  duck :  oh. 
Bring  him  a  bed:  with  these,  when  his  purse 

jingles. 
Roaring  boys  follow  at's  tail,  fencers  and  '♦ 

ningles, 
(Beasts  Adam  ne'er  gave  name  to)  these  horse- 
leeches suck 
My  son,  he  being  drawn  dry,  they  all  live  on 
smoke. 

Sir  A.  Wen.  Tobacco? 

Sir  D.  Dap.  Right,  but  I  have  in  my  brm 
A  windmill  going,  that  shall  grind  to  dust 
The  follies  of  my  son,  and  make  him  wise, 
Or  a  stark  fool :  pray  lend  me  your  advice. 

Both.  That  shall  you,  good  sir  Davy. 

Sir  D.  Dap.  Here*s  the  sprindge 
I  have  set  to  catch  this  woodcock  in  :  an  action 
In  a  false  name,  unknown  to  him  is  entered 
I'the  Counter,  to  arrest  Jack  Dapper. 

Both.  Ha,  ha,  he. 

Sir  D.  Dap.  Think  you  the  Counter  cannot 


5*  Bwncing  l?flmp— Sec  Note  fiO  to  Gammer  Qurtons  Needle,  VoL  I.  p.  117. 
»5  A  noiie  vfJiddlers^^See  Note  76  to  The  Ordinary. 

3^  NingUs,-^ThlM  word  Is  to  be  found  as  ofleo  in  onr  ancient  Plays  as  ijigkf  to  which  it  seems  to  be 
synonymous.    An  explanation  of  it  is  In  Blooot^s  OlotcgrapkUu 
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Sir  A.  Jfy.  Break  him} 
Yea,  Mi4  break's  heart  too,  if  be  lie  there  long. 

iSUr  D,  Dap.  Vii  make  him  siog  a  ccMmter- 
tenor  aore. 

Sir  A,  Ap.  No  waj  to  tame  him  like  it;  there 
he  shall  learn 

What  money  is  indeed,  and  how  to  spend  it. 

JSir  D.  Dap,  He's  bridled  there. 

Sir  A,  Wen.  Aye,  yet  knows  not  how  to  mend  it. 
Bedlam  cures  not  more  madmen  in  a  year, 
Than  one  of  the  Counters  does ;  men  pay  more 

dear 
Tliere  for  their  wit  than  any  where :  a  Counter  I 
Mi*  fay,  'tis  an  university,  who  not  sees  ? 
A»  acbolart  there,  so  here  men  take  degrees, 
And  follow  the  same  studies,  all  alike. 
Scholars  learn  6r8t  logic  and  rhetoric ; 
So  does  a  prisoner ;  with  fine  honied  speech 
Ac's  tet  coming  in  he  doth  persuade,  tieseech. 
He  may  be  kMlg'd  with  one  that  is  not  itchy ; 
To  lie  m  a  clean  chamber,  in  sheets  not  lowsy ; 
Bttt  when  be  has  no  mooey,  then  does  he  try. 
By  subtile  logic,  and  quaint  so{>bistry, 
To  make  the  keepem  trust  him. 

Sir  A,  Ap,  Sav  tbev  do. 

^S^  A'  Wen,  Then  Ws  a  graduate. 

Sir  D.  Dn^,  Say  they  trust  him  not. 

Sir  A.  Wen.  >'  Then  is  he  hehi  a  freshman 
and  atott 
Aad  never  shall  coauneoce;  but  being  still  barr*d, 
Be  expulst  from  the  master's  side,  to  the  two-pen- 
ny ward, 
^  Or  else  i*the  hok,  beg  plaoe* 

Sir  A,  Ap.  When  then  I  pray  proceeds  a  pri- 
soner? 

Sir  A.  Wen.  Whea  money  being  the  tbeoie, 
He  can  dispute  with  his  hard  creditor^  hearts, 
And  fet  ••t  clear,  he*«  Chea.a  master  of  arts : 
Sir  Davy  send  your  son  to  Woodstreet  college, 
A  ytWBfian  can  no  where  get  more  knowledge. 

Sir  D.  Dap.  There  gallants  study  hard. 

Sir  A,  Wen.  True :  to  get  money. 

Sir  D.  Dap.  Xtes  by  the  heels  t'fakh;  thanks, 
thanks;  I  have  seat 
For  a  coupk  of  bears  shall  paw  him. 

Enter  Serjeant  Cvktilax,  and  Teaman  Han0eii. 

Sir  A.  Ap.  Who  comes  vonder  ? 
Sir  D.  JD^  They  look  kke  ^'  puttocka ;  these 
should  be  thev. 


Sir  A.  Wen.  I  know  'em,  thejr  areoftdecs:  air 
we'll  leave  you. 

Sir  D.  Dap.  My  good  koighta. 
Leave  me ;  you  see  Tm  haunted  now  with  spirits 

BotJL  Fare  you  weU  sir. 

(Exeunt  Sir  Ai^EX.  and  Sir  Adav« 

Ser.  Cur.  This  okl  mussle  chops  should  be  he 
By  the  fellow^s  description :  Save  you,  sir. 

Sir  D.  Dap.  Come  hither,  you  mad  varlets : 
did  not  my  man  tell  you  I  watched  here  for  you? 

Ser.  Cur.  One  in  a  blue  ooat,  sir,  told  us,  that 
in  this  place  an  old  gentleman  Would  watch  for 
us ;  a  thing  contrary  to  our  oath,  for  we  are  to 
watch  for  every  wicked  member  in  a  city. 

Sir  D.  Dap.  You'll  watch  then  for  tea  thou- 
sand :  whaiTs  thv  name,  honesty  ? 

Ser.  Cur.  Serjeant  Curtilax  I,  sir. 

Sir  D,  Dap.  An  excellent  name  for  a  setjeant, 
Curtilax. 
Serjeants  indeed  are  weapooa  of  the  law ; 
When  prodigal  ruffians  far  in  debt  are  srowd, 
Should  not  you  cut  tbem,  citizens  were  o^rthrown. 
Thou  dweJl'at  hereby,  in  Uoiliom  Curtilax  ? 

Ser.  Oir.  That's  my  circuity  sir;   I  conjure 
most  ill  that  arcle. 

Sir  D.  Dap.  And  what  young  toward  whelp  is 
this? 

Teo,  Han.  Of  the  same  litter;  his  yeoman^ 
sir ;  mf  name's  Hanger. 

Sir  D.  Dap.  Yeoman  Uangert 
One  pair  of  siiears  sure  cut  out  both  your  coata, 
You  have  two  names  most  dangerous  to  men's 

throats: 
You  two  are  villainous  loads  on  f^tlemeD's  backs ; 
Dear  ware^  this  Hanger  and  this  Curtilax. 

Ser.  Cur.  We  are  as  other  men  are,  sir ;  I 
cannot  see  but  he  who  makes  a  show  of  honesty 
and  religion,  if  his  claws  can  fasten  to  his  likin^i:, 
he  draws  blood ;  all  that  live  iu  the  world  are 
but  great  fish  and  little  fish,  and  feed  upon  one 
anoiher :  some  cat  up  whole  men,  a  serjeant  carea 
but  for  the  shoulder  of  a  man :  they  call  us  knaves 
and  curs ;  but  many  times  he  that  sets  us  on  Wor- 
ries more  lambs  one  year  than  we  do  in  seven. 

Sir  D.  Dap.  Spoke  like  a  noble  Cerberus!  19 
the  action  entered  ? 

Yeo.  Han.  Uis  name  is  entered  in  the  book  of 
unbelievers. 

Sir  D.  Dap.  What  book's  that? 

Ser.  Cur.  'fhe  book  where  all  prisoners*  names 
stand ;  and  not  one  amongst  forty,  when  he  comes 


S'  Then  is  Jm  hM afrtskmrn andasQt^ 
Amdntverthali  caoMiience  ;•* Tbe  speaker  is  here  employing  tcmt  hi  use  only  at  the  Onivcfsity. 
Every  one  is  acqoaiated  with  the  Cambridlge  commsncement.    See,  however,  Mr  TyrwhiU*8  ?(oie  on  the 
Second  Part  of  JCtn^  Hefsry  IV.  Vol.  V.  p.  501.  edit.  1778.    S. 
'•  Or  else  Vthe  hole,  beg  p(ace.— The  qoarto  reads  beg  placi.    S. 

For  an  account  of  that  part  of  the  Counter  called  The  HoU.  see  Fennor*i  Cjmpter't  Commmwealth,  4to> 
1617,  p.  79. 
^7  PiUt9i:kM-A.t.hmzBs^t.    So Sbakspeare, 

*<  Who  flodi  the  partridge  in  the  pattocK's  neit, 
BBt**&c.     S. 
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in,  believes  to  eotne  oat  in  haste. 

Sir  D.  Dap.  Be  as  dogged  to  him  as  your  of- 
fice allows  yoa  to  be. 

Beth,  O,  sir  I 

Sir  D.  Dap,  You  know  the  untbrift  Jack  Dap- 
per? 

Ser.  Cur,  Ay,  Ay,  sir,  that  Gull  ?  as  well  as  I 
know  my  yeoman. 

Sir  D.  Dcgi>,  And  you  know  his  fadier  too, 
Sir  Davy  Dapper  ? 

Ser,  Cur,  As  damn*d  a  osorer  as  ever  was 
among  Jews ;  if  he  were  sure  his  father's  skin 
would  yield  him  any  money,  he  would,  when  he 
.  dies,  flea  it  oS,  and  sell  it  to  cover  drums  for  chil- 
dren at  Bartholomew  fair- 

Sir  D,  Dap,  What  toads  are  these  to  spit 
poison  on  a  nnan  to  his  face !  do  you  see,  my 
honest  rascals  ?  yonder  ^greyhound  is  the  dog 
he  huiUs  with ;  out  of  that  tavern  Jack  Dapper 
will  sally,  sa,  sa ;  give  the  counter;  on,  set  upon 
him. 

Both.  We*ll  charge  him  upon  the  back,  sin 

Sir  D,  Dap,  Take  no  bail,  pot  mace  enough 
into  his  caudle;  double  your  files,  traverse  your 
ground. 

Both,  Brave,  sir. 

Sir  D,  Dup,  Cry  arm,  arm,  arm! 

Both.  Thus,  sir. 

Sir  D,  Dap.  There,  boy;  there,  boy;  away : 
look  to  your  prey,  my  true  English  wolves,  and  so 
I  vanish.,  \Exit  Sir  Davy  Dapper. 

Ser.  Cur,  Some  warden  of  the  Serjeants  begat 
this  old  fellow  upon  my  life ;  stand  close. 

Yeo.  Han^  Shall  the  ambuscado  lie  in  one 
place  ? 

Ser,  Cur.  No ;  nook  thou  yonder. 

Enfer  Moll  and  Trapdoor. 

MolL  Kafph. 

Trap,  What  says  my  brave  Captain  male  and 
female  ? 

Mali,  This  Holbom  is  such  a  wrangling  street ! 

Trap,  That's  because  lawyers  walk  to  and  fro 
m't. 

MoU,  Here's  such  jostling,  as  if  every  one  we 
met  were  drunk  and  reel'd. 

TVap.  Stand,  mistress !  do  yoo  not  smeil  car- 
rion ? 

MolU  Carrion !  no,  yet  I  spy  ravens. 

Trap,  Some  poor  wind-shaken  gallant  will  anon 
fait  into  sore  labour,  and  these  men-mid  Wives 
must  bring  him  to  bed  i'the  counter ;  there  all 
those  that  are  great  with  child  with  debts  lie  in. 

JilolL  Stand  up. 

TVup.  Like  your  new  May-pole, 

Teo.  Han.  Whist,  whew« 

Ser,  Cur,  Hemp^  bow 


Moll  Peeping  ?  it  shall  so  hard,  huotsmen,  but 
ril  spoil  your  game :  they  Took  for  idl  tile  world 
like  two  infected  maltmen  coming  muflfod  a|» 
in  their  cloaks  in  a  frosty  morning  to  LondiMi. 

Trap.  A  course,  Captain ;  a  bear  comes  to  the 
stake. 

Enter  Jack  Dapper  and  Gull. 

MolL  It  should  be  so,  for  the  dogs  strug^t# 
be  let  loose, 

Yeo.  Han,  Whew, 

Ser.  Cur,  Hemp. 

Moll,  Hnrk,  Trapdoor,  follow  your  leader^ 

J.  Dap.  Gull. 

GulL  Master. 

X  Dap.  Did'st  ever  see  such  an  ass  as  I  am, 
boy? 

Gull.  No  by  my  troth,  sir,  to  loose  aH  yoor 
money,  yet  have  fWse  dice  of  your  own:  why 
'tis  as  I  saw  a  great  fellow  used  t'other  day ;  he 
had  a  fair  sword  and  buckler,  and  yet  a  batcher 
dry  beat  him  with  a  cudgel.  ^ 

Both,  Honest  Gull  fly;  fly  master  Dapper, 
you'll  be  arrested  else. 

J.  Dap.  Run,  Gull,  and  draw. 

GulL  Run,  master.  Gull  follows  you. 

[Exeunt  Dapper  and  GclL. 

Ser.  Cur,  I  know  you  well  enough ;  you're 
but  a  whore  to  hang  upon  any  man. 

Moll.  Whores  then  are  lik«  Serjeants;  so  now 
hang  you;— draw,  rogue,  but  strike  not:  for  a 
broken  pate  they'll  keep  iheir  beds,  and  recover 
twenty  marks  damages. 

Ser.  Cur.  You  shall  pay  for  this  resene^  nm 
down  Shoe-lane  and  meet  him. 

Trap.  Shu,  is  this  a  rescue  gentlemen,  or  no? 

J»b6.  Rescue !  a  pox  on  'em ;  Trapdoor,  let's 
away; 
I'm  glad  I  have  done  perfect  one  good  work  to-dajF: 
If  any  gentleman  be  in  scrivener's  bands. 
Send  but  for  Moll,  she'll  bail  him  by  these  hands. 

[EMunt. 

Enter  Sir  Alexander  Wengrave,  9olu$>r 

Sir  A,  Wen.  Unhappy  in  the  folfies  of  a  sod. 
Led  against  judgment,  sense,  obedience. 
And  ^i  the  powers  of  nobleness  and  wit. 

Enter  Trapdoor. 

Oh  wretched  father!  now,  Trapdoor,  wilt  slie 
come? 
Trap.  In  man's  apparel,  sir ;  I  am  m  her  heart 
now, 
And  share  in  all  her  secrets. 

Sir  A.  Wen.  Peace,  peace,  peace. 
Here  take  "  my  German  watch,  hang't  op  utvffit. 
That  I  may  see  her  hang  ia  Englisb  for't. 


3^  My  German  watcK-^Clock  and  watch-making  had  their  origin  in  Germany, 
hour  Lmt^  A.  S.  8.  1.     S, 
See  alse  Ifote  3S  to  A  Mad  Werldy  my  Matters,  pl276. 
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See  Kote  to  Lovers  Xe* 
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Drop,  I  warnmt  joa  for  that  now,  next  Ses- 
sions rids  her,  sir ; 
This  watch  will  bring  her  in  better  than  a  hun- 
dred constables. 
Sir  A,  Wen,  Good  Trapdoor,  sayst  thoa  so? 
thoa  cheer'st  my  heart 
After  a -storm  of  sorrow— my  gold  chain  too, 
Here  take  a  hundred  marks  in  yellow  links. 
Drop.  That  will  do  well  to  bring  the  watch  to 
l^ht,  sir. 
And  worth  a  thousand  of  yoar  Headhoroug^'s 
lanthoras. 
Sir  A.  Wen.  Place  that  a*the^^ourt  cup-board, 
let  it  lie 
Full  in  the  view  of  her  thief-whorish  eye. 

SVtffi.  She  cannot  miss  it,  sir ;  I  see*t  so  plain, 
that  1  could  steal't  myself. 

Sir  A,  Wen.  Perhaps  thou  shalt  too, 
^at  or  something  as  weij^ty ;  what  she  leaves^ 
Thou  shalt  come  closely  in,  and  filch  away. 
And  all  the  weight  upon  her  back  I'H  lay. 
JVop.  You^cannot  assure  that,  sir. 
Sir  A.  Wen.  No ;  what  ^  lets  it  ? 
TVop.  Being  a  stout  girl,  perhaps  she*U  -desire 
pressing; 
Then  all  the  weight  must  lie  upon  her  belly. 
Sir  A.  Wen.  Belly  or  back  I  care  not,  soi'veone. 
IVap.  You're  of  my  mind  for  that,  sir. 
Sir  A.  Wen.  Hang  up  my  ruff-band  wkh  -the 
diamond  at  it; 
It  may  be  she'll  like  that  best 

ZVop.  It's  well  for  her,  that  she  must  hare  her 
choice;  he  thinks  nothing  too  good  for  her:  if 
you  hold  on  this  mind  a  hftle  longer,  it  sliall  be 
the  first  work  I  do  to  turn  thief  myself;  'twould 
do  a  man  good  to  be  -faang'd  when  he  is  so  well 
provided  for. 
^>  A.  Wen.  So,  well  said;  all  hangs  well; 
would  she  hung  so  too  ! 
The  sight  would  please  me  more,  than  all  their 

glisterings: 
Qh  that  my  mysteries  to  such  streights  should  run, 
That  1  must  rob  myself  to  bliss  my  son !  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Sebastian  Wenc rave,  with  Mary  Fitz- 
ALLARD  like  a  P<sg^  and  Moll. 

Seb.  Thou  hast  done  me  a  kind  o€Sce  without 
touch 
Either  of  sin  or  shame ;  oor  loves  are  honest. 
MolL  I'd  scorn  to  make  such  shift  to  bring  you 

together  else. 
Seb.  Now  have  I  time  and  opportunity, 
Without  all  fear,  to  bid  thee  welcome.        [Kim. 
if.  Fitz.  Never  with  more  desire  and  harder 

venture. 
MolL  How  strange  this  shews,  one  man  to  kiss 

another! 
8eb.  I'd  kiss  such  men  to  chase,  Moll ; 
Methinks  a  woman's  lip  tastes  well  in  a  doublet 


Moll.  Many  an  old  madam  has  the  better  for- 
tune then. 
Whose  breaths  grew  stale  before  the  fashion  came ; 
If  that  will  help  'em,  as  you  think  'twill  do. 
They'll  learn  in  time  to  phick  en  the  hose  loo. 

&6.  The  older  they  wax,  Moll,  troth  I  speak 
seriously, 
As  some  have  a  conceit  their  drink  tastes  better 
In  an  outlandish  cup  than  in  our  own ; 
80  methinks  every  kiss  she  gives  me  now 
In  this  strange  form  is. worth  a  pair  of  two. 
Here  we  are  safe,  and  furthest  from  the  eye 
Of  all  suspicion ;  this  is  my  father's  chamber; 
Upon  which  door  he  never  steps  tilljiight. 
Here  he  mistrusts  me  not,  nor  I  his  coming  ; 
At  mine  own  chamber  he  still  pries  unto  me. 
My  freedom  is  not  there  at  mine  own  finding ; 
Still  checked  afid  curb'd,— here  he  shall  miss  his 
purpose. 

MdlL  And  whatfs  your  business  now,  you  h«ve 
your  mind,  sir, 
At  jour  great  suit  I  promised  you  to  come. 
I  pitied  her  for  name's-sake,  that  a  Moll 
Should  be  so  crost  in  love,  when  there's  so  many. 
That  owes  nine  lays  apiece,  and  not  so  little: 
My  taylor  fitted  her,  how  like  you  his  work? 

Seb.  So  well,  no  art  can  mend  it,  for  this  pur- 
pose: 
But  to  thy  wit«nd  help  we're  chief  in  debg 
And  must  live  still  beholding. 

MoU.  Any  honest  pity 
I'm  willing -to  bestow  upon  >poor  ring-doves. 

Seb.  I'll  ofier  no  worse  play.  ^ 

MolL  Nay,  and  you  should,  sir, 
I  should  draw  Qrst,  and  prove  the  quicker  man. 

Seb.  Hold,  there  shall  need  no  weapon  at  this 
meetine : 
But  cause  thou  sbnit  not  lose  thy  fury  idle. 
Here  take  this  vioK  run  upon  the  gutSy 
And  end  thy  quarrel  singing. 

MolL  Like  a  swan  ali^ye  bridge^ 
For  look  you  here's  the  bridge,  and  here  am  I. 

Seb.  Hold  on,  sweet  Moll. 

M.  Fitt.  I've  heard  her  much  commended,  sir, 
for  one  that  was  ne'er  tau^t 

MoiL  IVn  much  beholdmg  to  'em ;  v^ll,  since 
you*ll  needs  put  us  together,  sir,  Y\\  play  my  part 
as  well  as  I  can:  it  shall  ne'er'be  said  I  came mto 
a  gentleman's  chamber,  and  let  his  instrument 
hang  bv  the  walls. 

Seb.  'Why,  weH  said,  Moll,  i'faith ;  it  had  been 
a  shame  for  that  gentleman  then  that  would  have 
let  it  hung  still,  and  ne'er  offered  thee  it. 

MolL  There  it  should  have  been  still  then  for 
Moll;  for  though  the  world  judge  impudently  of 
me,  I  ne'er  came  into  that  chamber  yet,  where  f. 
took  down  the  instrument  myself. 

Seb.  Pish,  let  'em  prate  abroad ;  thou'rt  here 
where  thou  art  known  and  lovfd;  there  be  % 


^  Court  Cup-^oard.'^See  Note  25  to  The  Honest  Whore^  Vol.  I.  p.  &f9, 
f^  Uu  H.^\.  e.  hinders  |^ 


548 


THE  KOARING  GIRL. 


[Miini£iToii« 


thoasMid  doM  dtliiM  that  will  eaU  t)M  tiol  an 
unmannerly  instrument  for  a  woaao,  and  there- 
fore ta<k  hroacNj  of  thee ;  wheu  you  shall  have 
them  sit  wttler  to  a  worse  quahty. 

MolL  Pushy  1  ever  fail  asleep  and  think  «ot  of 
'«m,  sir;  and  thus  I  dream. 

Seb.  Pr'ythee,  let's  hear  thydream^  Moll. 

The  Sono. 

Moll.  I  dream  there  ii  a  miitreut 

And  ihe  lay  rnU  the  mmeyy 
She  Moei  unte  her  mHen^ 
She  never  eomee  at  any* 

Enter  Sir  Alexasdzr  behind  thpro. 

She  aajf$  ihe  went  *^  to  tV  Bunefor  patterm, 

You  thallfind  her  at  Saint  Kathem\ 
And  come*  home  with  never  a  penny* 
Seb.  ThnVs  a  free  mistress,  i*iaith. 
Sir  A,  Wen.  Ay,  ay,  ay,  like  ber  that  sngs  it, 
one  of  thine  own  choosing. 

iioUf  Bat  shall  I  dream  aj^in? 
Here  eomes  a  mench  will  brave  ye^ 

Her  courage  ma$  to  great^ 
She  lay  with  one  o*  the  navy^ 

Her  huaband  lying  ^theUeet, 
Yet  ojt  with  him  the  cavil  d, 

I  wonder  what  the  nils : 
Htr  h^tPamCa  tkip  lay  gruveVd, 

When  her*t  could  hoot  up  tailt ; 
Y^t  the  began  like  all  myjoes^ 

fo  call  whore firtt ;  for  ^o  do  thote, 
A  poxnfallfaite  tailt  / 
Seb.  Marry,  amen  say  L 
iSir  A.  Wen.  So  say  1  too* 
MoU.  Hang  up  the  viol  now,  sir ;  all  this  while 
I  was  in  a  dream,  one  shall  lie  rudely  then  ;  hut 
being  avrake,  I  keep  my  legs  together  ;  a  walch, 
what's  a  clock  here  ? 

Sir  A.  Wen,  Now,  now,  sh</f  trapt 
J^olL  Between  one  and  two ;  nay,  then  I  care 
not;  a  watch  and  a  musician  are  cou&io-germans 
in  one  thing,  they  must  both  keep  time  well,  or 
there's  no  goodness  in  'em ;  the  one  else  deserves 
to  be  dasb'd  against  a  wall,  and  t'other  to  have 
his  brains  knocked  out  with  a  fiddle  case.    What ! 
a  loose  chain  and  a  dangling  diamond  ? 
Here  were  a  brave  booty  for  an  evening  thief  now : 
There's  mpmy  a  younger  brother  would  be  glad 
To  look  twice  in  at  a  window  for't, 
Aud  wriggle  in  and  out,  like  an  eel  in  a  sand-bag. 
Qhf  ]i  men's  secret  yopthful  faulu^  should  judge 

'em, 
HTwould  be  the  general'st  ei^ecution. 
That  e'^r  was  seen  ia  England  I  there  would  be 
hut  few  left  to  sing  the  ballcu,  there  would  be 
so  much  work :  most  of  our  brokers  would  be 
chosen  for  hangmen ;  a  good  day  for  them  :  they 
ipij^ht  ren^w  their  wardrobe  of  tree  cost  then. 


Sdf,  This  if  the  roaring  waacb  mast  dt  us  good. 
M.  Fitf.  No  poison,  sir,  but  serves  us  for  some 
use,  whidi  is  coafirm'd  in  her, 

Seb.  Peace,  peace ;  foot,  I  did  hear  him  aor^ 
where'er  he  be. 

MolL  Who  did  yop  hear) 

SeU  My  father;  *'twaa  like  a  sight  of  hit ;  I  latiBt 

be  warv. 
Sir  A.  Wen.  No !  wilt  not  be  ?  am  I  ahme  so 
wretched 
That  notbmg  takes?  HI  put  hin  to  hit  uliifi^  for^C. 
Seb.  Life  !  here  he  comes»— sir,  I  beseech  you 
take  it. 
Your  way  of  teaching  does  so  much  content  me. 
I'll  make  it  four  po«idd;  here's  forty  shillrags,  smv 
1  think  I  name  it  right :  help  ne,  good  fifloU  ^— 
Forty  in  hand. 

MolL  Sir,  you  shall  pardon  me; 
I  have  more  ef  the  meaoest  scholar  I  can  teadi  t 
This  pays  me  mote  than  you  have  efier^  yet. 

Seb.  At  the  neit  quarter, 
When  I  repeive  the  means  my  father  'lows  me^ 
You  shall  have  t'other  forty. 

Sir  4«  Wen.  This  were  well  now, 
Wer't  to  a  man,  whose  sorrows  had  Mind  eyes ; 
But  mine  behold  his  folliee  andt  untruths, 
With  two  clear  glasses— how  new  ? 
.     &^6.  Sir! 

Sir  A.  Wen.  What's  he  there? 
Seb,  You're  come  ip  good  time,  sir,  I've  a  suit 
to  you ; 
Td  crave  your  present  ktodness. 
Sir  A.  Wen.  What  is  he  there? 
Seb.  A  gentleman,  a  mesidan^  sir;  one  of  ei- 

celleat  fincering. 
Sir  A.  Wen.  Ay,  I  thidi  so^  I  wonder  how  they 

'scapt  her. 
Seb.  Has  the  most  delicate  strohe^  sir. 
Sir  A.  Wen.  A  stroke  indeed,  1  feel  it  at  my 

heart. 
iSefr.  Puts  down  all  your  famous  mnsiciaiis. 
Sir  A.  Wen.  Av,  a  whore  may  put  downi^  hun- 
dred of 'em. 
Seb.  Forty  shillings  is  the  agreement,  sir,  be- 
tween us: 
Now,  sir,  my  present  means  mounts  but  (o  half 
ont 
Sir  A.  Wen.  And  he  stands  npen  th^  whole  ? 
Seb.  Ay,  indeed  does  he,  sir. 
Sir  A.  Wen.  And  will  do  still:  he'll  ne*tr  beiii 

other  tale. 
Seb.  Therefore  I'd  stop  his  mo^th,  sii^  and  I 

could. 
Sir  A,  Wen.  Hum,  true :  there  is  no  other  way 
indeed, 
His  folly  hardens,  shame  roust  neefk  focce^ 
Now,  sir,  I  understand  you  profess  musick. 
MftlL  I  arn  a  poor  servant  to  that  lihend  sci- 
ence, sir. 


«>  To  th"  Bnnefrr  paiterM — The  Burte  is  the  Exchange.  ^Mtrt^  F.  Over  this  huU^jogy  In  the  time  a 
Middleion>  were  many  shops  where  wom^n*i  finery  was  sold*     S. 
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Sh  A.  Wen.  Whcrt  it  kjfm  taiKsbf 

MolL  Bishfr  aHMQsl  CUiord't-lnQ. 

Sit  A.  Wm.  tiun,^hiu*s9t  Bt^k$otSof  k:  jum 

hav€  many  tckilars? 
MoiL  And  mdm  of  wordi^  ^^M^  I  any  cttL 


A.  P^i 


Sit  A*  Wim*  Atv  trac^  •  aoMfHiy  of  whaTO«> 
fiMsltrs;  joa  laftou  10  ttii^  too? 

Sit  A*  Wen.  I  ihmk  yoa'U  find  ni  apt  tcMar 
joi  niY  noiH  esfrtctaUy  for  ptkk-tong. 

lioU.  I  ha?e  aitcfa  kojpe  of  him. 

Sir  j|.  IFeii.  1  nm  toity  for't,  I  iMfe  tbe  lew 
lor  dwt:  you  ouiplAy  ny  Itttoa? 

Ifdl/.  At  first  fight,  lir. 

Str  A.  Wen.  There's  a  thiug  called  the  Witch ; 
cuk  you  flay  that? 

MolL  I  woold  be  sorry  any  one  should  mend 
mein^ 

Sit  A.  Wen.  Ay»  I  believa  thee,  thoo  bast  so 
bewitcht  my  son, 
No  cate  wili  neMd  the  work  that  thoo  hast  done, 
I  have  bethought  myself,  since  my  art  fails, 
111  make  her  policy  the  art  to  trap  her. 
Here  are  four  angets  markt  with  holes  in  tbem 
Fit  for  his  crackt  companions;  gald  be  will  give 

her; 
Tbtte  wiH  i  make  iadvction  to  her  riuis 
And  rid  shame  from  my  house,  grief  Aims  ny 

heart 
Here,  son,  in  what  ton  take  content  and  pttasifrei 
Wnot shall ootcuvb you;  pay tha gentlemoi 
His  latter  half  in  gold. 

8eb»    I  thank  you,  sir. 

Sit  A.  Wen,  01^  may  the  operation  an%  4nd 
three! 
lo  her  life,  shame  in  him,  and  grief  in  me. 

[Etnt  Sir  A&ix. 

Set.  Faith  thou  shalthave'em;  'tis  my  fathered 

gift; 

Never  was  man  beguiled  with  better  shift. 

MM  He  tint  can  take  me  fbr  a  male-musician, 
I  caoaoc  choose  but  make  him  my  instrument. 
And  play  upon  him.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Misttem  Gallipot,  and  Mittreu  Opeii* 

WORK. 


Mn  O^  If  then  diat  bird  of  yoors,  master 
Goshawk  so  wild  f 

MnOpen.  A  goilwwk^  a^  pottock;  all  for 
prev :  he  angles  for  fish,  but  he  loves  flesh  better. 

Jtffi  GaL  Is*t  possible  his  smooth  fkce  should 
have  wrinkles  in*!,  and  we  not  see  them  ? 

Jfrs  Open.  Possible  !  why  have  not  many  hand- 
some legs  ^  in  silk  stodcings  vilhiinous  splay-feet^ 
for  aii  their  ^  great  roses  ^ 

Af  rs  OaL  Troth,  sirttih,  thoo  sayest  true. 

Ifrs  Open.  Dtdst  never  see  an  archer,  as  thoa 
hast  walked  by  RnihUl,  look  asquint  when  he 
drew  his  bow? 

Mrt  QmL  Ifes,  when  his  arrows  have  ffine  to- 
ward Islington,  his  eyes  have  shot  dean  contrary 
towards  Piailioo. 

JIfrs  Open.  For  all  the  world  so  does  mastet 
Goshawk  double  with  me. 

Jfrs  Gak  Oh  fie  u{x>n  him ;  if  he  double  onco 
he's  not  for  me. 

Jlri  Open.  Beonase  Goshawk  goes  in  t^  shas- 
raff  band,  whh  a  Aice  sticking  up  in%  whidi 
shciws  like  an  ag^t  set  in  ^  a  cramp  ring,  he 
thinks  I'm  in  love  with  him. 

Afrs  OaL  'las !  I  thmk  he  takes  his  mark 
amiss  in  thee. 

Mrt  Open.  He  has  by  often  beating  into  me, 
made  me  believe  that  my  husband  kept  a  whore. 

Afrs  Otd.  Very  good. 

Mrt  Open.  Swore  to  me,  that  my  husband 
this  very  morning  went  in  a  beat  with  a  tilt  over 
it,  to  the  three  pigeons  at  Brentford,  and  his  punk 
with  him  under  his  tilt. 

Afrs  OaL  That  were  wholesome. 

Mrt  Open.  I  beKeVd  it;  fell  a  swearing  at  liim, 
cursing  of  harlots;  made  me  ready  to  hoist  up 
sail,  and  be  there  as  soon  as  he. 

Mn  Gal.  So,  so. 

Mrt  Open.  And  for  that  voyage  Goshawk  comes 
hither  incontinently ;  but,  sirrah,  this  water  spa- 
niel dives  after  no  duck  but  me;  his  hope  is 
having  me  at  Brentford,  to  make  me  cry  quacks 

Mrt  GaL  Art  sure  of  it  ? 

JKf rs  Open.  Sure  of  it!  mvpoor  innocent  Open- 
work  came  in  ^  as  I  was  pokmg  my  ruff;  present- 
ly hit  I  him  i'the  teeth  with  the  three  pigeons ;  li« 


<•  Piiltoclk.— See  Note  37,  p.  345, 

^>  BitkttocMnp. — Among  the  other  extravagances  of  the  times,  that  of  silk  stockings  seeaw  to  have 
been  one  which  gave  great  oflence  to  tbe  rigid  and  preciie.  btubbes,  in  The  Anatwde  •fjfmtety  4to, 
1M6,  u.  31.  says,  **  Tbeo  have  they  neyther  stocka  [i.  e.  stockings]  to  these  gay  boien,  not  ef  doth 
(tboagh  never  so  fiae)  for  that  is  thought  too  base,  but  of  Jamsey  worsted,  crewell,  silke^  tkred,  and  sadi 
nke^  or  ets  at  tbe  least  of  the  finest  varne  that  can  be  got,  and  sa  curiously  kaU  with  open  seaaie  dowae 
tbe  legge,  with  quirks  and  clockes  about  the  anckles,  and  sontetine  (baplie)  ioSerlaced  with  gokl  or  silver 
tbreds,  as  b  wdonderAill  to  bebolde.  And  to  such  impudent  iBsoleacy  and  sbaweAdl  outrage  H  is  now 
grearne,  tbkt  every  one  almost,  though  otherwise  verie  poore, having  scarce  fourtie  shillings  of  wages  by 
tie  yeare,  will  not  sttcke  to  have  two  or  three  paire  of  these  silke  aether  stoekes,  or  d  ef  tbe  inest 
yame  that  may  be  got,  though  the  price  of  them  be  a  royal  or  twenty  shillings  or  nrore,  as  eommoaty  it 
is,  for  bow  can  they  he  lesse,  when  as  the  very  knitting  of  them  is  worth  a  noble  or  aroyall,  and  some 
much  more.  The  time  bath  bene,  when  one  might  have  clothed  ail  hb  body  wd,  from  top  to  toe,  for 
Isise  than  a  paire  of  these  nether  stocks  will  cost, 

♦♦  OrtMt  roves. —i.  e.  roses  anciently  worn  in  shoes.    Sec  note  on  BmnUty  vol.  X,  p.  303.  edit.  1778;  S. 

^'  A  cramp  ring.— See  Note  68  to  the  Ordinary. 

^  At  I  wot  poking  my  m^— 5ee  note  24  to  Ihe  Honest  fFhore,  Vol.  I.  p.  5S9. 
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forswore  all,  I  up  find  opened  all ;  and  now  stands 
he,  in  shop  hard  hy,  like  ^^  a  mnsket  on  a  rest 
to  hit  Goshawk  i'tlie  eye,  when  he  comes  to  fetch 
me  to  the  boat. 

JIfrs  GaL  Such  another  lame  gelding  offisred  to 
carry  roe  through  thick  and  thin  (Laxton,  sirrah,) 
but  I  am  rid  of  him  oow. 

Mn  Open*  Hapny  is  the  woman  can  be  rid  of 
them  all ;  'las,  what  are  your  whisking  gallants  to 
our  husbands,  weigh  them  rightly  man  for  man? 

Mrs  GaL  Troth,  mere  shallow  thin^. 

Mn  Open,  Idle  simple  ^ings,  runmng  heads ; 
and  yet  let  them  run  over  us  never  so  fast,  we 
ihop-keepers,  when  all's  done,  are  sure  to  have 
them  in  our  pursnets  at  length  ;  and  when  they 
are  in,  Lord  what  simple  animals  they  are !  then 
thev  hang  the  head. 

Jifrs  UaL  Then  they  droop. 

Mn  Open,  Then  they  write  letters. 

Mn  GaL  Then  they  cog. 

Mn  Open,  Then  d^  they  under  hand  with  us, 
and  we  roust  ingle  with  our  husbands  abed ;  and 
we  must  swear  they  are  our  cozens^  and  able  to 
do  us  a  pleasure  at  court. 

Mn  GaL  And  yet  when  we  have  done  our  best, 
all's  but  put  into  ^  a  riven  dish,  we  are  but 
fhiinp'd  at  and  libel'd  upon. 

Mn  Open.  Oh,  if  it  were  the  good  Lord's  will, 
there  were  a  law  made,  no  dtiien  should  trust 
any  of  them  all! 

Enter  GrosnAWK. 

Mn  GaL  Hush,  sirrah,  Gosh^wk^ 
Got.  How  now,  are  you  ready  ? 
MnOpen,  Nay,  are  you  realty?  a  little  thing 
you  see  makes  us  ready, 

Coi,  Us  ?  why,  must  she  make  one  i*tbe  voyage  ? 
Jkfrs  Open,  Oh  by  any  means !  do  I  know  how 


my  husband  will  handle  roe  ? 

Got.  'Foot,  how  shall  I  find  water  to  keep 
these  two  mills  going  ?  well,  since  ^oull  needs  be 
clapt  under  hatdies,  if  I  sail  not  with  you  both  ^ 
till  all  split,  bang  me  up  at  the  main  yard  and 
duck  me ;  it*s  but  liquoring  them  both  soundly, 
and  then  you  shaU  see  their  cork-heels  fly  up  hi^ 
like  two  swans  when  their  tails  are  above  water, 
and  their  long  necks  under  water,  diving  to  catch 
gudgeons:  come,  come,  oars  stand  r^y:  the 
tide's  with  us;  on  with  those  fahe  faces;  blow 
winds,  and  thou  shalt  take  thy  husband  casting  out 
his  net  to  catch  fresh  salmon  at  Brentford. 

Mn  GaL  I  believe  you*U  eat  of  a  cod's  heaci 
of  vour  own  dressing,  before  you  reach  half  waj 
thither. 

Got.  So,  so,  follow  close ;  pin  as  yon  go^ 

Enter  Laxtov,  mujffUi, 

Lax.  Do  you  bear  ? 

Mn  GaL  Yes,  I  thank  my  ears. 

Lax,  I  must  have  a  bout  with  your  'potticar»^ 
ship. 

Mn  GaL  At  what  weapon  i 

Lax.  1  must  speak  with  you. 

Mrt  GaL  No. 

Lax.  No  ?  you  shall. 

Mn  GaL  Shall )  away,  souoed  sturgeon !-  half 
fish,  half  flesh. 

Lax.  'Faith  gib,  are  you  spitting?  Ill  cut  yonr 
tail  pus-cat  for  tbu. 

Mrt  GaL  'Las,  poor  Laxton,  I  diink  thy  taiU» 
cut  already :  your  worst* 

Lax.  If  I  do  not [Exit  Laxtqit^ 

Got,  Come,  have  .you  done? 

flnter  Matter  Openwork. 
S^ibot,  Rosamond,  your  husband. 


47  A  mutket  on  a  rei/.— The  follow iog  extract  from  an  iDgfnious,  and,  I  believe,  noble  author,  as  qao^ 
ted  fn  the  life  of  Roger  Ascbam,  will  explain  the  above  allu*ioo :  *^  The  first  imukett  were  very  heavy, 
and  could  not  be  fired  witkoHt  a  rett ;  they  had  match-locks,  and  barrels  of  a  wide  bore,  that  carried  a 
large  ball  and  charge  of  powder,  aud  did  execation  at  a  greater  distance. 

**  The  masketeen  on  a  march  carried  only  their  rests  and  ammunition,  and  had  boys  to  bear  their 
jBUskets  after  them,  for  which  they  were  allowed  great  additional  pay  : 

**  They  were  very  slow  in  loadhug,  not  only  by  reason  of  the  unwieldiness  of  the  pieces,  and  because 
they  carried  the  powder  and  bells  separate,  but  from' the  time  it  took  to  prepare  and  atynst  the  match ; 
so  that  their  fire  was  not  near  so  brisk  as  ours  it  now.  Afterwards  a  lighter  kind  of  match-lock  mnsket 
came  into  use,  and  they  carried  their  ammunition  in  bandellers,  which  were  broad  belts  that  came  over 
the  shoulder,  each  contaUiing  a  charge  of  powder  $  the  balls  they  carried  loose  in  a  pOHch  :  and  they 
'  had  also  a  priming  honi  by  their  side. 

**  The  old  English  writers  called  those  laige  muskets  calivers ;  the  harquebn^  was  a  lighter  piece, 
that  could  be  fired  without  a  rest.  The  match-lock  was  fired  by  a  match  fixed  by  a  kind  of  t^gs  i^ 
the  serpentine  or  cock,  which,  by  pulling  the  trigger,  was  brought  down  with  great  ooickness  upCi  the 
priming  In  the  pan  i  over  which  there  was  a  sliding  cover  which  was  drawn  back  by  the  hi^id  just  at  the 
time  of  firing.  There  was  a  great  deal  of  nicety  and  care  required  to  fit  the  mi^tch  properly  to  the 
cock,  so  as  to  ooroe  down  exaetly  true  on  the  priming,  to  blow  the  ashes  from  the  coal,  and  to  ruard  the 
pan  from  the  sparks  that  fell  from  it.  A  great  deal  of  time  was  also  lost  in  taking  it  out  of  the  cock,  ani  re^ 
turning  it  between  the  fingers  of  the  left  band  every  time  that  the  piece  was  fired  ;  and  wet  weather  often 
rendered  the  matches  useless,*' 

^  A  riven  dit A.—l.  e.  a  broken  dish. 

^  TiU  aU  tpUt.'^Thh  expression  occurs  In  many  old  plays.  See  the  notes  of  Dr  Farmeri  Mr  Steevenii 
^joA  Mr  Malone,  on  Midtttmmer  HighVt  Dreamy  A.  1.  S.  2. 
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Mr  Open.  Hot?  now?  sweet  matter  Goshaffk, 
none  more  welcome, 
I  have  wanted  your  embracements :  when  friends 

meet, 
•The  music  of  the  spheres  sounds  not  more  sweet. 
Than  does  their  conference:  who  is  tliis  f  Kosa- 

mond; 
Wife  8  how  now,  sister? 
Got.  Silence,  if  you  lore  me. 
MrODen.  Whymask'd? 
Mr$  Open,  Does  a  made  grieve  you,  sir  ? 
Mr  Open.  It  does. 
.    Mrs  Open,  Then  you're  best  get  you  a  mum- 
ming. 
Chu,  S'fooc,  You'll  spoil  all. 
Mn  GaL  May  not  we  cover  our  bare  faces 
with  masks, 
As  well  as  you  cover  your  bald  heads  with  hats  ? 
Mr  Open,  i^o  masks;  why  thWe  thieves  to 
beau^,  that  rob  eyes 
Of  admiration  in  which  true  love  lies. 
Why  are  masks  worn  ?  why  good  ?  or,  why  de- 
sired? 
Unless  by  their  gay  covers  wits  are  fired 
To  read  the  wildest  looks ;  many  bad  faces. 
Because  rich  gems  are  treasured  up  in  cases. 
Pass  by  their  privilege  current ;  but  as  caves 
Damn  misers  gold,  so  masks  are  beauties  graves. 
Men  ne'er  meet  women  with  such  muffled  eyes. 
But  they  curse  her,  that  first  did  masks  devise. 
And  swear  it  was  some  beldam.     Come,  off 
with't. 
Mn  Open,  I  will  not. 

Mr  Open,  Good  faces  mask'd  are  jewels  kept 
by  spirits; 
fiide  none  but  bad  ones,  for  they  poison  men's 

sights; 
Show  then  as  shop-keepers  do  their  broidered 

stuff, 
By  owMigbt,  fine  wares  cannot  be  open  enough. 
Prytfaee,  sweet  rose,  come  strike  thb  sail. 
Mr$  Open.  Sail? 
Mr  Open,  Ua  ?  yes,  wife,  strike  sail,  for  storms 

are  in  thme  eyes : 
Mrt  Open,  Th'are  faierei  nr,  in  my  brows,  if  I 
any  rise.  I 


Mr  Open^  Ha,  brows  !  what  says  she,  friend  ? 
pray  tell  me  why 
^^  Your  two  flags  were  advanced ;  the  comedy. 
Come,  whatTs  the  comedy? 

Ifrs  GaL  ''  Westward  hoe. 

Mr  Open,  How?- 

Mr$  Open,  Tis  Westward  hoe,  she  says. 

Goi.  Are  you  both  mad  ? 

Mr$  Open,  Is't  market  day  at  Brentford,  aad 
your  ware  not  sent  up  yet  ? 

Mr  Open,  What  market-day  r  what  ware? 

If rs  Open,  A  pye  with  three  pigeons  in't  'tis 
drawn,  and  stays  your  cutting  up. 

Goi,  As  you  regard  my  cr^it  !— 

Mr  Open.  Art  mad  ? 

Mr$  Open.  Yes,  letcheroos  goat;  baboon. 

Mr  Open.  Baboon  ?  then  toss  me  in  a  blanket: 

Mn  Open,  Do  I  it  well? 

Mn  GaL  Rarely. 

Gas.  Behke,  sir,  she's  not  well;  best  leave  her. 

Mr  Open,  No; 
I'll  stand  the  storm  now,  how  fierce  so  e'er  it 
blow. 

Mn  Open,  Did  I  for  this  lose  all  my  friends? 
refuse 
Rich  hopes,  and  golden  fortunes,  to  be  made 
'*  A  stale  to  a  common  whore? 

Mr  Open.  This  does  amaze  me. 

Jlirs  Open,  Oh  God,  oh  Grod,  feed  at  rever- 
sion now? 
A  strumpet's  leaving? 

Mr  Open.  Rosamond  I 

Got,  I  sweat :  would  I  lay  in  ^'  Cold  Harbour  ! 

Mr$  Open,  Thou  hast  struck  ten  thousand 
daf^ers  through  my  heart. 

Mr  Open.  Not  I,  by  heaven  I  sweet  wife. 

Mr$  Open,  Go,  devil,  go;  that  which  thou 
swear'st  by,  damns  thee. 

Got,  S'beart  will  you  undo  me  ? 

Mrt  Open,  Why  stay  you  here  ?  the  star,  by 
which  you  sml,  shines  yonder  above  Chelsea: 
you  lose  your  shore,  if  this  moon  light  you,  seiek 
out  your  light  whore. 

Mr  Open.  Ha? 

Mrs  GaL  Push ;  your  western  pug. 

Got,  Zounds !  now  hell  roars* 


^  Twr  two  y^f— Altadlng  to  the  llags  which  were  placed  formerly  on  the  (ops  of  play-houses.  See 
Kote5to^M«?FrorW,myJf«rtm,p.<eO.  «  .  *    a'  ^  ,  u    «r  v 

3'  Westward  Aoe.— This  is  the  title  of  a  Comedy  written  by  Thomas  Dekkaf  and  John  Webster,  print- 
ed in  4te,  1607. 

'^  A  stale  to  a  common  fr^0.— Slee  the  Notes  of  Mr  Steevens,  and  Mr  CoUUis,  to  The  C  >medif  of  Er* 
r^TM  A  2.  S   I 

Si  Cold  Harbour.^Cotd  Harbour  b  in  the  parbh  of  Alhallowsthe  Less.  It  was  formerly  a  large  house, 
which,  in  the  year  148.5,  Richard  the  Third  granted  to  the  Heralds.  It  afterwards  came  luto  the  posses* 
sion  of  Cuthbert  Tonstal,  Bishop  of  Durham,  from  whom  it  was  conveyed,  as  is  sapppsed,  to  the  Earl  of 
iihrewsbnry.  After  continulDg  some  time  in  that  family,  it  was  pulled  down,  and  a  number  of  bouses 
built  on  the  spot. 
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Mr$  Opm.  Widi  whom  yo«  tilted  io  a  pair  of 
oars  this  very  morning. 

MrChm.Qnnf 

Mrs  Open,  At  Brentfoni,  sir. 

Mr  Open,  Rack  not  my  patience:  matter 
Goshawk,  some  slave  has  buzaed  this  iato  ber, 
has  he  not?  I  mo  a  tih  in  Brentford  with  a  wo* 
man  ?  'tis  a  lye.  What  old  bawd  telle  thee  this  ? 
S*death,  'tis  a  We. 

Mrs  Open.  Tis  one  to  thy  face  shall  justify  all 
that  I  speak. 

Mr  iWi.  Ud*soul,  do  but  name  thai  rascal. 

Mrs  Open,  No>  sir,  I  will  not 

Gos,  Keep  thee  there,  girl :— ^then ! 

Mrs  Open.  Sister,  know  you  this  nuiet } 

MrsGmLYtB. 

Mr  Open,  Swear  true, 
Is  there  a  rogue  so  low  damned  ?  a  second  Judas? 
a  common  hangman  cutting  a  man's  throat  does 
it  to  his  face :  bite  me  bemnd  my  back  ?  a  cur 
dog !  swear  if  you  know  this  hetUhoand, 

Mrs  Oak  In  truth  I  do. 

Mr  Open.  His  name  ? 

JMirf  Ge/.  Not  for  the  world; 
To  have  you  to  stab  him  ! 

Goi,  CMS  brave  gtrls  !  worth  gold ! 

Mr  Open^  A  word,  honest  master  Goshawk. 
[Drams  oui  his  Smord, 

Oos.  What  do  you  mean,  sir? 

Mr  Open,  Keep  oS,  and  if  the  devil  can  ^ve 
a  name  to  this  new  fury,  hoUa  it  through  my  ear, 
or  wrap  it  up  io  some  hid  character :  ^^  I'll  ride 
to  Oiford,  and  watch  out  mine  eyes^  but  111  hear 
the  bntten  head  speak :  or  else  shew  me  but  one 
hair  of  his  head  or  beard,  that  I  sMiy  sample  it; 
if  the  fiend  I  meet,  ia  mine  ewa  house,  fit  kill 
him : — the  street. 
Or  at  the  church-door  t — there-*(cau8e  he  seeks 

to  untie 
The  knot  God  fastens)  he  deserves  roost  to  die. 

Mrs  Open,  My  hasband  titles  him. 

Mr  Opem,  Master  Goshawk,  pray,  sir. 
Swear  to  me,  that  you  know  him,  or  know  him 

no^ 
Who  makes  me  at  Brentford  to  t^e  up  a  petti- 
coat besides  my  wife's, 

Gos,  By  heaven,  that  man  I  know  not 

Mrs  Open,  Come,  come,  you  lye. 

Gos,  Will  TOO  not  have  all  out?. 
By  heaven  I  know  no  man  beneath  the  moon 


SiKmld  do  yoa  wfob^  but  if  I  had  hit  i 
I'd  print  it  in  text  letters. 

Mrs  Cjpem.  Print  thioe  owa  then; 
Did'st  not  thou  swear  to  me  he  kept  his  whore  f 

Mrs  GsL  And  ttat  ia  mM  Brentford  tkej 
woald  commit 
That  which  our  lips  did  water  at,  sir,— ha  ? 

Mrs  Open,  Thoo  spider,  that  hast  wevee  thy 
cunning  fseb 
In  mine  own  house  tinman  me  s  hatt  aot  tliea 
Sucked  noonsbmeat  ev«a  andenieatli  Cfab  roof. 
And  turned  it  all  to  poison  ?  spitting  it 
On  thy  friend's  fooe,  ny  husbaad  ?  ha  as  Were 

sleeping ; 
Only  to  leave  him  ugly  Io  mtna  eyes^ 
That  thef  aMght  glance  on  thee. 

Mrs  GaL  Speak,  are  these  lias? 

Gos.  Mine  own  shame  me  oaafooada. 

Mr  Open,  Ne  morct  he's  stung ; 
Who'd  think  that  in  one  body  there  ooald  dwell 
Deformity  and  beau^,  heavaa  aad  hell  ? 
Goodness  I  see  is  bat  outside,  we  all  se^ 
In  rings  of  gold,  stones  that  be  counterfeit; 
I  thought  you  none. 

Gos,  Pardon  me. 

Mr  Open,  Trittfa  I  do. 
This  blemish  grows  in  natoray  not  in  yoa ; 
For  man's  creation  sticks  even  BMles  in  sconr 
On  foirest  cheeks ;  wife,  aothiag  is  perfect  borok 

Mrs  Open.  I  thought  yoa  had  been  bora  per- 
fect. 

Mr  Open,  What's  this  whole  world  but  a  gilt 
rotten  pill  ? 
For  at  the  heart  Has  the  old  core  stiU. 
I'll  tell  you,  master  Goshawk,  '^  aye  ia  your  eye 
I  have  seen  wanton  fire ;  and  then,  to  try 
The  soundness  of  my  judgment,  I  told  yon, 
I  kept  a  whore,  made  yoa  believe  'twas  truay 
Only  to  feel  how  your  pulse  beat ;  but  find, 
The  world  ean  hardly  yieM  a  perfoa  friend. 
Come,  come,  a  trick  of  yoath,  and  'tis  forgiveo^ 
This  rub  put  by,  our  love  shall  run  aM>re  even. 

Mrs  Open,  Yooll  deal  upon  aiea's  wivas  no 
more? 

Got.  No !— jou  teach  me  a  trick  for  that. 

ilfrs  Open,  Trotby  do  not,  they'll  o'er-reach 
thee. 

Mr  Chen,  Make  my  house  yours,  sir,  still. 

Gos.  No. 

Mr  Open,  I  say  you  shall ; 


'^  ni  rule  to  Oxford^  and  watch  out  mine  ej/et,  but  Fll  hear  thi  brasen  head  sptaTc^^Yft  have  here  aaal- 
loiloa  to  an  Idle  story  very  current  of  a  brazen  head,  which  was  said  to  havn  been  made  by  the  celebra- 
ted Friar  Bacon,  with  the  assistance  of  Friar  Bungay.  These  two  learned  friars  are  supposed  to  hav« 
been  employed  no  less  than  seven  years  in  framing  it ;  and  the  loforraatioo  they  weie  to  receive  from  it 
was,  Whether  it  might  not  be  possible  to  build  a  wall  of  brass  round  this  island  ?  They  were,  however, 
disappointed  In  their  expected  intelligence ;  for  neglecting  the  time  at  which  the  head  was  to  speak, 
they  lost  the  opportunity  of  bearing  the  answer  distinctly ;  and  thus  their  hiboor  being  vain,  and  the  head 
in  a  manner  useless,  it  was  demolished.    Sec  aho  Uobcrt  Green's  Historic  of  Friar  Bacon  and  Friar  Bmh- 


gavy  1630. 
"  jiifo.'^U  e,  even. 


The  quarto  has  /. 
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Semg,  thus  besieged,  it  holds  out,  'twill  never 
fall. 

Enter  Master  Galltpot,  and  Greenewit  like 
a  Sumner,  Laxtok  muffled  aloof  off. 

ihnneu  How  now  ? 

Mr  GaL  With  roe,  sir  ? 

Greene,  You,  sir.  I  have  gone  snaflin^  np 
mnd  down  hj  your  door  this  hour  to  watch  for 
jou. 

Mrs  Gal  What's  the  matter,  husband  ? 

Greene.  —I  have  caught  a  cbld  in  my  head, 
sir,  by  sitting  up  late  in  the  Rose  tavern  ;  but  I 
iM>pe  you  understand  my  speech. 

Mr  GaL  S<>,  sir. 

Greene.  I  cite  you  by  the  name  of  Hippocra- 
tes Gallipot,  and  you  by  the  name  of  Prudence 
Gallipot,  to  appear  upon  Crastino,  do  you  see, 
•Crastino  sancU  Jhmstitni  (this  £aster  term)  in 
Bow  Church. 

Mr  GaL  Where,  sir  ?  what  says  he  ? 

Greene.  Bow ;  Bow  Church,  to  answer  to  a  li- 
bel of  precontract  on  the  part  and  behalf  of  the 
eaid  Prudence  and  another ;  you're  best,  sir,  take 
«  copy  of  the  citation,  'tis  but  twelve-pence. 

Omnes.  A  citation ! 

Mr  GaL  You  pocky-nosed  rascal,  what  slave 
fees  you  to  this  ? 

Lax.  Slave !  I  have  nothing  to  do  with  you ; 
«doyOn  hear,  sir? 

Gas*  Laxton,  is*t  not  ? — what  fagary  is  this  ? 

Mr  GaL  Trust  me,  I  thought,  sir,  this  storm 
long  ago  had  been  full  laid,  when  (if  you  be  re- 
membred)  I  paid  you  the  last  fifteen  pounds,  be- 
sides the  thirty  you  had  first — for  then  you  swore. 

Lax.  Tush,  tush,  sir,  oaths, — 
Truth,  yet  Vm  loth  to  vex  you — tell  you  what; 
Make  up  she  money  I  had  an  hundred  pound^ 
And  tatoe  your  belly  full  of  her. 

Mr  Gal.  An  hundred  pounds  ? 

Mrs  GaL  What !  a  hundred  pounds  ?  he  gets 
none :  what !  a  hundred  pounds  ? 

3ir  GaL  Sweet  Pru,  be  calm ;  the  gentleman 
offers  thus; 
If  I  will  make  the  moneys  that  are  past, 
A  hundred  pounds,  he  will  discharge  f^l  courts, 
And  give  his  bond  never  to  vex  us  more. 

Mrs  GaL  A  hundred  pouncU  ?  '{^as !  take,  sir, 
but  threescore; 
Do  you  seek  my  undoing  ? 

Lax.  ril  not  'bate  one  six-pence — I'll  maul 
you,  puss,  for  spitting. 

Mrs  GaL  Do  thy  worst; 
WiU  fourscore  stop  |hy  mouth  ? 


Lax,  No. 

Airs  GaL  You're  a  slave ; 
Thou  cheat,  I'll  now  tear  money  from  thy  throat ; 
Husband,  lay  hold  on  yonder  tawny-coat, 
'  Greene.  Nay,  gentlemen,  seeing  ^our  women 
are  so  hot,^^  I  most  lose  my  hair  in  their  com- 
pany I  see. 

Mrs  Open.  His  hair  sheds  off*,  and  yet  he 
speaks  not  so  much  in  the  nose  as  be  did  before. 
Gos.  He  has  had  the  better  chirurgeon ;  master 
Greenewit  is  your  wit  so  raw  3s  to  play  no  bet- 
ter a  part  than  a  Sumner's? 

Mr  GaL  I  pray,  who  plays  a  '^  knack  to  know 
an  honest  man  in  this  company  ? 

Mrs  GaL  Dear  husband,  pardon  me,  I  did  dis  J 
semble. 
Told  thee  I  was  his  precontracted  wife. 
When  letters  came  from  hjpi  for  thirty  pounds  f 
I  had  no  shift  but  that. 
Mr  GaL  A  very  clean  shift:  but  able  to  make 

me  lousy ;  on. 
Mrs  GaL  Husband,  I  pluck'd,  (when  he  faa4 
tempted  me  to  think  well  of  him.)  ^^  Get  featberf 
from  thy  wings,  to  make  him  fly  more  lofty. 
Mr  GaL  A'the  top  of  you,  wife  ?  on. 
Mrs  GaL  He  having  wasted  them,  comes  now 
for  more. 
Using  me  as  a  ruffian  doth  his  whore. 
Whose  sin  keeps  him  in  breath ;  by  heaveii  1  I 

vow. 
Thy  bed  he  never  wronged  more  thap  he  does 
now. 
Mr  GaL  My  bed !  ha,  hi|,  like  enough ;  a  shop* 
board  will  serve  to  have  a  cuckold's  coat  cut  oqt 
upon ;  of  that  vf  ell  talk  hereafter  :  you're  a  vil- 
lain. 

Lax.  Hear  me  but  speak,  sir,  you  shall  fio4  nie 

none. 
Drones.  Pray,  sir,  be  patient  and  bear  him. 
ilfr  GaL  I  am  muzzled  for  bitmg^  sir;  use  me 

how  you  will. 
Lax,  The  first  hour  that  your  wife  was  in  my 

IVilyself  with  other  gentlemen  sitting  by, 

(In  your  shop)  tasung  smoke,  and  speech  being 

used. 
That  men  who  nave  fkirest  wives  are  most  abused. 
And  hardly  scaped  the  horn ;  your  wife  main* 

tained. 
That  only  such  spots  in  city  dames  were  stain'd 
Justly,  but  by  men's  slanders ;  for  her  own  part^ 
She  vow'd  that  you  had  so  much  of  her  hearty 
No  man  bv  all  his  wit,  by  any  wile. 
Never  so  fine  spun,  should  yourself  beguile 
Of  what  ii^  her  was  yours. 


s'  I  nrnst  Uu  mif  AatV.-^AIlading  to  the  coosequences  of  lewdness,  one  of  which,  fai  theflnt  appeuiUtfe. 
fsf  the  disease  in  Europe,  was  the  loss  of  hair. 

56  A  knack  ta  know  an  honest  fiuni.^Tbe  name  of  an  ancient  anooymoos  Comedy*    ^ 

57  Getfiathers,^S(i  (he  quarto,  Oct,  howcTefi  seenp  siiperaaoas._S« 
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Mr  Gal  Yet,  Pro,  Yi«  well :  play  oat  '•  your 
game  at  Irish,  sir:  who  wins? 

Mr$  Qp^n.  The  trial  is  when  she  comet  to 

bearine. 
lax.  I  scorn^  one  woman  thus  should  br«?e 
all  men, 
And,  which  more  tcxM  me,  a  she  citizen. 
Thereforje  I  laid  siege  to  her,  out  she  held. 
Crave  many  a  brave  repulse,  and  me  compell'd 
With  shame  to  sound  retreat  to  my  hot  lust; 
Then,  seeing  all  base  desires  raked  up  in  dust. 
And  diat  to  tempt  her  modest  ears,  I  swore 
Ne'er  to  presume  again ;  she  said,  her  eye 
Would  ever  give  mc  welcome  honestly ; 
And  (since  I  was  a  gentleman)  if  it  ron  low. 
She  would  my  state  relieve,  not  to  o'erthrow 
Your  own  and   hers:  did  so;   then  seeing  1 

wrought 
Upon  her  meekness,  me  she  set  at  nought; 
And  yet  to  try  if  I  could  turn  that  tide, 
You  see  what  stream  I  strove  with;  but  sir,  I 

swear. 
By  heaven,  and  by  those  hopes  men  lay  up  there, 
I  neither  have,  nor  had  a  base  intent 
To  wrong  your  bed  ;  what's  done  is  merriment; 
Your  gold  I  pay  back  with  this  interest, 
When  I  had  most  power  to  do't  1  wronged  you 
least. 
Mr  CaU  If  this  no  gullery  be,  ur^ — 
Omnet,  No,  no,  on  my  life, 
Mr  Gal  Then,  sir,  I  am  beholden,  not  to  you, 
wife. 
But,  master  Leaton,  to  your  want  of  doing  ill, 
MHiich  it  seems  you  have  not;  gentlemen. 
Tarry  and  dine  here  alL 

Mr  Open,  Brother,  we  have  a  jest. 
As  good  as  yours,  to  furnish  out  a  feast 

Mr  Gal  WeMl  crown  oar  table  with  it;  wife, 
brag  no  more 
Of  holding  out ;  who  most  brags  is  most  whore. 

[Exeunt, 

£nter  Jack  Dapper,  Moll,  Sir  Beauteous 
Gantmej),  and  Sir  Thomas  Long, 


X  J>c^.  But  pr'y thee,  master  Captam  Jack,  be 


plain  and  perspicuous  with  me ;  was  it  your  Megg 
of  Westminster's  courage,  that  rescued  me  frcMa 
the  ^'  Poultry  puttocks  indeed } 

Moll  The  valour  of  my  wit,  I  ensure  yon, 
sir,  fetched  you  off  bravely,  when  you  were  i  the 
forlorn  hope  among  thobt  desperates.  Sir  Beaute- 
ous Ganvmed  here,  and  Sir  Thomas  Long,  heard 
that  cuckoo,  my  man  Trapdoor,  sing  the  note 
of  your  ransom  from  captivity. 
Sir  B.  Gan,  Uds  so,  Moll ;  where's  that  Trap- 
door ? 
Moll  Hang'd  I  think  by  thb  time;  a  justice 
in  this  town,  (that  speaks  nothing  but  **  make  a 
mittimus,  away  with  him  to  Newgate")  used  that 
rogue  like  a  fire-work  to  ran  upon  a  line  betwixt 
bim  and  me. 

Omnet,  How,  how? 

Moll  Marry,  to  lay  trains  of  villainy  to  blow 
up  my  life ;  I  smelt  the  powder,  sp/d  what  ^ 
linstock  gave  fire  to  shoot  against  tlie  poor  cap- 
tain of  the  ^  Gallifoyst,  and  away  slid  I  my  man, 
like  a  ^*  shovel-board  shilling ;  be  struts  up  aiid 
down  the  suburbs  I  think ;  and  eaU  up  wholes ; 
feeds  upon  a  bawd's  garbage* 
Sir  T.  Long.  Sirrah,  Jack  Dapper. 
J.  Dap.  What  say*st,  Tom  Long  ? 
Sir  T.  Long.  Thou  hadst  a  sweet  faced-boy, 
hail-fellow  with  thee  to  your  little  gull :  how  u 
he  spent  ? 

J.  Dap.  Troth,  I  whistled  the  poor  little  buz- 
zard off  a  my  fist  because  when  he  waited  upon  me 
at  the  ordinaries,  the  eallants  hit  me  i'the  teeth 
still,  and  said,  I  look'dlike  a  painted  alderman's 
tomb,  and  the  bov  at  my  elbow  Ijke  9t  death's, 
head.    Sirrah,  Jack,  Moll. 

Moll  What  says  my  little  Dapper  ^ 
Sir  B.  Gan.  Come,  come;  walk  and  talk,  wal^ 
and  talk. 

J.  Dap.  Moll  and  HI  be  i'the  midst 
Moll  These  knights  shall  have  squires  phicea 
belike  then :  well.  Dapper,  what  say  you  ? 

J.  Dap.  Sirrah,  captain,  mad  Mary,  the  gull  my 
own  father,  Dapper  Sir  Davy,  laid  these  London 
^'  boot-balers  the  catch-poles  in  ambush  to  set 
upon  me. 


'*  Four  game  at  JritA.— Jrif  A  \t  a  game  which  differs  very  slightly  from  Back-Gammon.  The  i 
•f  nlayiDcTt  is  described  in  The  Confute  Oometter,  I6B0,  p.  109. 

^  FouUrypuUockt.'-'SeelioieSli  p.  S45. 

^  Lintt9ck.^See  Note  47  to  2%e  Jew  of  MaUa^  Vol.  L  p.  «78. 

«>  GaUi/o^/.— See  Note  S  to  The  Panon$  Wedding. 

^  SkovtUhoardthilUng.'^A  tKeveUboard  thilling  Mr  Steevens  supposes  to  have  been  a  piece  of  poliihed 
metal  made  use  of  in  the  play  of  ehoveUhoard.  See  Note  on  Second  Part  of  King  Hmrif  1 V.  A.  ^.  8. 4  and 
Mr  WbaUey*s  Note  on  Every  Man  in  his  Humour,  A.  3.  8. 5. 

03  Boot-i^oien.*— Cotgrave  explain  Pico^'eur  to  be  "  ^  boot^haUr  (in  a  fHend*8  country,)  a  raveoingor 
filching  sonldier.*'  So,  in  Pierce  Penilestef  ki$  Supplication  to  the  DiveU^  1508,  p.  6.  ^'  It  were  ianenU- 
ble  to  tell  what  miserie  the  rattes  and  myce endured  In  tbii  hard  world,  how  when  all  supply  of  victualk 
foyled  them,  they  yfeni  nbooi^hoHng  one  night  to  Signior  Greedhiesse  bed-cbamher.*' 

Dekkar*s  Belman  ofLondonf  H  S  .*— *'  some  of  these  boot-halen  are  called  termers,  and  they  ply  West* 
mhiBter  Hall.*' 

Dekkar^B  Betman'e  Night-ti^lkett  f  8  ;-4ike  boot'Menf  tdey  forrue  op  «Dd  down  conptrici,  5  or  6  it 
ftconpaoy*"  r     -  -^ 
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Omnei,  Your  father?  away  Jack. 
J.  Dap,  By  the  tassels  of  this  hankercher  'tis 
twie :  and  what  was  his  warlike  stratagem,  think 
yoa  ?  he  thought  because  a  wicker  cage  tames  a 
nightiDgale,  a  lowsy  prison  could  make  an  ass  of 
me. 

Omnes,  A  nasty  plot. 

J.  Dap,  Ay :  as  though  a  counter,  which  is  a 
©ark  in  which  all  the  wild  heasts  of  the  dty  run 
oead  by  head,  could  tame  me. 

Enter  the  Lord  Noland. 

MolL  Yonder  comes  my  Lord  Noland; 

Omnes,  Save  you,  my  lord. 

.  £.  NoL  Well  met,  gentlemen  all :  good  Sir 
Beauteous  Ganymed,  Sir  Thomas  Long, — and 
how  does  Mr  Dapper  ? 

J.  Dap.  Thanks,  my  lord. 

MolL  No  tobacco,  ray  lord  ? 

L.  NoL  No  faith.  Jack. 

J.  Dap,  My  Lord  Noland,  will  you  go  to  Pim- 
lico  with  us  ?  we  are  making  a  boon  voyage  to 
that  nappy  land  of  spice-cakes. 

L,  laoL  Here's  such  a  merry  giog,  I  could  find 
in  my  heart  to  sail  to  the  world's  end  with  such 
company :  come,  gentlemen  let's  on. 

J.  Dap,  Here's  most  amorous  weather,  my  lord. 

Omnes,  Amorous  weather !  [They  walk. 

J.  Dap,  Is  not  amorous  a  good  word  ? 
Enter  Tbapdoor  Uke  a  poor  Soldier,  with  a  patch 

overoneeife;  andTEAK^ATvnthhimaU  tatters. 

Trap,  Shall  we  set  upon  the  infantry,  these 
troops  of  foot?  Zounds !  yonder  comes  Moll,  my 
whorish  master  and  mistress;  would  I  had  her 
kidnies  between  my  teeth ! 

Tear*  I  had  rather  have  a  cow-heel. 

Trap,  Zounds !  I  am  so  patched  up^  she  cannot 
discover  me;  we'll  on. 

Tsar.  Alia  corago  then. 

Trap.  Good  your  honours  and  worships,  en- 
large the  ears  of  commiseration,  and  let  the  sound 
of  a  hoarse  military  organ-pipe  penetrate  your 
pitiful  bowels  to  extract  out  of  them  so  many 
small  drops  of  silver  as  may  give  a  hard  straw-bed 
lodging  to  a  couple  of  mai'm'd  soldiers. 

J.  Dapi  Where  are  you  mairo*d  f 


Tear,  In  both  our  nethef  limbs. 

MolL  Come,  come.  Dapper,  let's  give  'em 
something!  'las!  poor  men!  what  money  liave 
you  ?  by  my  troth  I  love  a  soldier  with  my  s^ul. 

Sir  B,  Gan,  Stay,  stay,  where  have  you  seared. 

Sir  T.  Long,  In  any  part  of  the  Low  Countries. 

Trap,  Not  in  the  Low  Countries  if  »t  pieHse 
your  manhood ;  but  in  Hungary  against  tbe  lurk 
at  the  siege  of  Belgrade. 

L,  NoL  Who  served  there  with  you,  wrrah  ? 

2Vflp.  Many  Hungarians,  Moldavians,  Valip 
chians,  and  Transilvanians,  with  some  Sclavo- 
nians ;  and  retiring  home,  sir,  the  Venetian  gal- 
lics took  us  prisoners ;  yet  freed  us,  and  sufiered 
U3  to  beg  up  and  down  the  country. 

J.  Dap,  You  have  ambled  alt  over  Italy  then  ? 

Tap.  Oh,  sir,  from  Venice  to  Homa,  Vecchio, 
Bononia,  Romania,  Bolonia,  Modena,  Piacensa, 
and  Tuscana ;  with  all  her  cities,  as  Pistoia,  Val- 
teria,  Mountepulchena,  Arrezzo,  v»ith  tlie  Sien- 
nois,  and  diverse  others. 

Moll.  Mere  rogues,  put  spurs  to  'em  once  more. 

J.  Dap,  Thou  look'st  like  a  strange  creature, 
a  fat  butter-box,  yet  speak'st  English;  what  art 
thou? 
Tear.  lek  mine  here.    Ick  bin  den  ruffling 
Tear-Cat, 
Den,  brtroe  soldado,  ick  bin  doriek  all  Dutchlant: 
Gueresen ;  der  Shellum  das  meere  Ine  Beasa- 
J.ne  woert  gaeb. 

Ick  slaag  um  ntroakes  on  torn  Cop : 
Dajiick  den  hundred  touMun  diuell  halle, 
FrolUck  mine  here. 

Sir  B.  Gan.  Here,  here:  let»s  be  rid  of  their 
jobbering. 

Moll.  Not  a  cross.  Sir  Beauteous;  you  base 
rogues,  I  have  taken  measure  of  you  better  than 
a  teilor  can ;  and  I'll  fit  you,  as  you,  monster  with 
one  eye,  have  fitted  me. 

Trap.  Your  worship  will  not  abase  a  soWier. 

MolL  Soldier !  thou  deserv'st  to  be  hanged  up 
by  that  tongue  which  dishonours  so  noble  a  pro- 
fession :  soldier !  you  ^  skeldering  varlet !  hold^j 
stand,  there  should  be  a  trapdoor  here  about. 

[Pulls  of  his  patch. 
Trap.  The  baUs  of  these  glasiers  of  mine  (mine 


^  Sksldering,-^A.  cant  term  generally  applied  to  a  vagrant,  and  often  nsed  by  our  ancient  poets.  It 
sppears  to  have  been  particularly  appropriated  to  those  vagabonds  who  wander  about  under  the  name*of 
s^diers,  borrowing  or  begging  money. 

So,  in  The  Poetaster,  A.  I.  S.  1 :  "An  honest  decayed  commander  cannot  tkelder^  cheat,  nor  be  seen 
ia  a  bawdy-house,  bat  he  shall  be  strait  in  one  of  their  wormwood  comedies.'* 

Ibid.  **  O  no ;  and  there  was  tbe  mad  sheldering  captain  with  the  velvet  arms,  ready  to  lay  hold  on 
hfan  as  be  comes  down :  he  that  presses  every  man  he  meets  with  an  oath  to  lend  him  money." 

Ibid.    A.  3.  a.  4.  **  A  man  may  »kdder  ye  now  and  then  of  half  a  dozen  shillings,  or  so.'* 

Ibid.    A.  5.  8.  8.  "  Would  I  were  abroad  sktUdring  for  a  drachm,  &c  " 

Every  Man  oui  of  his  Humour,  Dramatis  Persone.  5«/>*  "  A  thread  bare  shark ;  one  that  never  was 
a  soldier,  yet  lives  upon  tendings.  His  profession  is  skcldring-  and  odlmg,  his  bank  Paul's,  and  bis  ware* 
iKNise  PIctliatcb.*' 

Dekker*s  Saiironustrix  t  <'— «ome.  my  dear  mandrakt*  if  fjtejieruif  fall  not  to  decay,  thoii  shalt  floa- 
ffish." 
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eyes)  Bhall  be  shot  up  und  down  in  aoj  hot  piece 
of  senrice  for  my  inyincible  mistress. 

J.  Dap.  I  did  not  think  there  had  been  such 
knftvfrv  in  black  patches  as  now  I  see. 

MmL  Ohy  sir,  be  hath  been  brought  up  in  the 
Isle  of  Dogs,  and  can  both  fawn  like  a  spaniel, 
and  bite  like  a  mastifl^  as  he  finds  occasion. 
Lard  NnL  What  are  jou^  sirrah  ?  a  bird  of 

this  feather  too  i 
Tear*  A  roan  beaten  from  the  wars,  sir. 
Sir  T,  Long.  I  think  so,  for  you  never  stood 

to  fight 
J.  Dap,  What's  thj  name,  fellow-soldier  ? 
Tta/t'.  I  am  called,  by  those  that  have  seen  my 
valour,  Tear-Cat. 
Omne$,  Tear-Cat ! 

Moll.  A  mere  whip-jack,  and  that  is  in  the 
commonwealth  of  rogues  a  slave,  that  can  talk  of 
sea-fii^ht,  name  all  your  chief  pirates,  discover  more 
countries  to  you  than  either  the  Dutch,  Spanish, 
French,  or  English,  ever  found  out ;  yet  indeed  all 
his  service  is  by  land,  and  that  is  to  rob  a  fair,  or 
some  such  venturoasexploiL  Tear-Cat!  foot,sirrah, 
I  havft  your  name,  now  I  remember  me,  in  my  book 
of  homers ;  horns  for  the  thumb,  you  know  how. 
Tear.  No  indeed,  captain  Moll,  for  I  know  you 
by  «ght;  I  am  no  such  nipping  christian,  but  a 
^^  roaunderer  upon  the  pad  I  confess ;  and  meet- 
ing with  honest  Trapdoor  here,  whom  you  had 
cashiered  from  bearing  arms,  out  at  elbow,  under 
your  colours,  I  instructed  him  in  the  rudiments 
of  roguery,  and  by  my  map  made  him  sail  over 
any  country  you  can  name,  so  that  now  he  can 
maunder  bietter  than  myself. 

J.  Dap.  So  then,  Trapdoor,  thou  art  turn*d 
soldier  now? 

Trap,  Alas,  sir !  now  there's  no  wars,  'tis  the 
safebt  course  of  life  I  could  take. 

MoU.  I  hope  then  you  can  cant,  for  by  your 
cudgels,  you,  sirrah,  are  an  upright  man. 

Trap.  As  any  walks  the  highway  I  assure  you . 
Moll.  And,  Tear^Cat,  what  are  you  ?  a  wild 
rogue,  an  angler,  or  a  mliler  ? 

Tear.  Brother  to  this  upright  man,  flesh  and 
blood,  ruffling  Tear-Cat  is  my  name ;  and  a  ruf- 
fler  is  my  stile,  my  title,  my  profession. 

Moll.  Sirrah,  whereas  your  doxy  ?  lialt  not  with. 
me. 

Omnet.  Doxy !  Moll,  what's  that? 
Moll.  His  wench. 

Trap.  My  doxy?  I  have  by  the  Salomon  a 
doxy,  that  carries  a  kinchin  mort  in  her  plate  at 
her  bad^  bendes  my  dell  and  my  dainty  wild  delJ, 


with  all  whom  I'll  tumble  this  next  darkmant  Wi. 
the  strommel,  and  drink  ben  baufe,  and  eat  a  fat 
gruntUng  cheat,  a  cackling  cheat,  ajid  a  quacking 
cheat. 

J.  Dap.  Here's  ^  old  cheating. 

Trap.  Mj  doxy  stays  for  roe  m  a  bousing  keiv 
brave  captain. 

MoU.  He  says  his  wench  stays  for  him  in  an 
alehouse ;  ^  you  are  no  pure  rogues. 

Tear.  Pure  rogues !  no,  we  scorn  to  be  pare 
rogues;  but  if  you  come  to  our  lib  ken,  or  oar 
stalling  ken,  you  shall  find  neither  him  nor  me 
a  quire  cuffin. 

Moll.  So,  sir,  no  churl  of  you. 

Tear.  No,  but  a  ben  cave,  a  brave  cave,  a  gen- 
try cuffin. 

X.  NoL  Call  you  this  canting  ? 

J.  Dap.  Zounds  !,ril  give  a  school-roaster  half 
a  crown  a  week,  and  teadi  methispedler*sFrendi. 

ly-ap.  Do  but  strol,  sir,  half  a  harvest  with  uf^ 
sir,  and  you  shall  gabble  your  belly-full. 

Jlfo^  Come,  you  rogue,  cant  with  me. 

Sir  T.  Long.  Well  said,  Moll ;  cant  with  her, 
sirrah,  and  you  shall  have  money,  else  not  a  pen- 
ny. 

Trap,  m  have  a  bout  if  she  please. 

Moll.  Come  on,  sirrah. 

Trap.  Ben  mort,  shall  you  and  I  heave  a  bough, 
mill  a  ken  or  nip  a  bung,  and  then  we'll  couch  a 
hogshead  under  the  ruflemans,  and  there  you  shall 
wap  with  me,  aud  1*11  niggle  with  you. 

Moll.  Out,  you  damn*d  impudent  rascal* 

Trap.  Cut  benar  whiddes,  and  hold  your  fain* 
hies  and  your  stamps. 

L.  NoL  Nay,  na^,  Moll,  why  art  thou  angry  } 
what  was  his  gibberish  ? 

MolL  Marry  this,  my  lord,  says  he ;  Ben  mort 
(good  wench)  shall  you  and  I  heave  a  bough,  mili 
a  ken,  or  nip  a  bung  ?  shall  you  and  I  rob  a  house, 
or  cut  a  purse  ? 

Omnes.  Very  good. 

MolL  And  then  well  couch  a  hogshead  under 
the  rufiemans : 
And  tlien  welt  lie  under  a  hedge. 

Trap.  That  was  ray  desire,  captain,  as  'tis  fit 
a  soldier  should  lie. 

MolL  And  there  you  shall  wap  with  me,  and 
Til  niggle  with  you,  and  that's  all. 

Sir  B.  Oan.  Nay,  nay,  Moll,  what's  that  wap  > 

J.  Dapf  Nay,  teach  me  what  niggling  is,  I'd 
fain  be  nigeling. 

MolL  Wapping  and  niggling  is  all  one,  the. 
rogue  my  man  can  tell  you. 


HanDyon*8  Fine  Companion^  il.  9.  S.  4 : 

" — ordse 
'*  Wandering  abroad  to  tkelder  for  a  shniiog 
**  Amongst  yoar  bowling  alleyes,  Su» 

^  MawuUrer  upon  the  pad.-^A  vagrant. 

^  Old  cfteatin^.— See  Mote  43  to  Ungua,  p.  910. 

^7  you  mrc  no  pure  roguei^'-'See  Note  11  to  The  Moj/or  of  Quinbor&ttgh^ 
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Thip,  ^s  fadoodling;  if  it  please  yoa. 
Sir  B.  Gan*  This  is  excellent,  one  fit  more, 
food  MolL 

MolL  Come,  yoa  rogue,  sing  with  me. 

The  Song. 

A  gage  of  ben  Rom-bouse 
In  a  bauiing  ken  ofRont'vilu 
Tear.  1$  Benttr  then  a  Cattery 
Pecky  pennam^  lay  or  popler^ 
Which  we  mill  in  deuse  a  vile. 
Oh  I  wud  Hb  all  the  lightmantf 
Oh  I  woud  lib  all  the  darkman$j 
By  the  sollamon  under  the  Ruffemant, 
J^  the  sollamon  in  the  Harimans^ 
lloll.  And  scoure  the  Quire  cramp  ring. 
And  couch  till  a  pallyard  docked  my  dell. 
So  my  bousy  nab  might  skew  rom  boiuse  well 
Avast  to  the  pad^  let  us  bing, 
Avast  to  the  pady  let  us  bing, 
Ontnes,  Fine  knaves  i*faith. 
J.  Dap,  The  grating  of  ten  new  cart  wheels, 
•nd  the  gruntling  of  five  hundred  hogs  coming 
from  Rumford-niarket,  cannot  make  a  worse  noise 
than  this  canting  language  does  in  my  ears;  pray, 
my  Lord  Noland,  let's  give  these  soldiers  their 
pay. 

Sir  B,  Gan,  Agreed,  and  let  them  march. 
X.  Nol.  Here,Moll. 

Moll,  Now  I  see  that  you  are  stal'd  to  the 
rogue,  and  are  not  ashamed  of  your  professions, 
look  you :  my  Lord  Noland  here  and  these  gentle- 
men bestow  upon  yoa  two,  two  boards  and  a 
half,  that's  two  shillings  and  sixpence. 
Trap,  Thanks  to  your  lordship. 
Tear,  Thanks,  heroical  captain. 
Moil,  Awav. 

Trap.  We  shall  cut  ben  whiddes  of  your  masters 
and  mistrcship  wheresoever  we  come. 

MolL  You*ll  maintain,  sirrah,  the  old  justice's 
plot  to  his  face. 

Trap.  Else  trine  rae  on  the  cheats ;  bang  roe. 
Moil  Be  sure  you  meet  me  there. 
Trap,  Without  any  more  maundering  I'll  do't ; 
follow,  brave  Tear-Cat. 

Tear^  Iprasequor;  let  ut  go,  mouse. 

[Exeunt  Trapdoor  and  Tear-Cat. 
X.  Nol.  IVfoll,  what  was  in  that  canting  song? 
MolL  Troth,  my  lord,  only  a  praise  of  good, 
drink,  the  only  milk 
Whidi  these  wild  beasts  love  to  sud^  and  thus  it 


A  rich  cup  of  wine,  ob  it  is  juice  divine, 

More  wholesome  for  the  haul,  than  meat,  drink 

or  bread, 
-To  fill  my  drunken  pate,  with  that,  Td  sit  up  late. 
By  the  beeis  would  I  lie,  under  a  lowsy  hedge  die, 


Let  a  slave  have  a  pull  at  my  whore,  so  I  be  full 
Of  that  precious  liquor ;  and  a  parcel  of  such  stufi", 

my  lord. 
Not  worth  the  opening. 

Enter  a  Cut-purse  very  gallant^  with  Jour  or 
five  men  after  him,  one  with  a  wand, 

JL  Nol.  What  c^llant  comes  yonder? 
Sir  T.  Long.  Mass,  I  think  I  know  him ;  'tis 
one  of  Cumberland. 

1  Cut.  Shs4i  we  venture  to  shuffle  in  amongst 
yon  heap  of  gallants,  and  strike  ? 

9  Cut.  Tis  a  question  whether  there  be  any 
silver  shells  amongst  them,  for  all  their  sattin  out- 
sides. 

Omnes.  Let's  try. 

Moll.  Pox  on  him,  a  gallant?  shadow  me,  2 
know  liim ;  'tis  one  that  cumbers  the  land  indeed ; 
if  he  swim  near  to  the  shore  of  any  of  your 
pockets,  look  to  your  purses. 

Omnes,  Is't  possible ! 

MolL  This  brave  fellow  is  no  better  than  a 
foist. 

Omnes*  Foist!  what's  that? 

MolL  A  diver  with  two  fingers,  a  pick-pocket: 
all  his  train  study  the  filing  law,  that's  to  say, 
cutting  of  purses  and  foisting;  one  of  them  is  a 
nip ;  I  took  him  once  in  the  twopenny  gallery  ^ 
at  the  Fortune;  then  there's  a  cloyter,  or  snap, 
that  dogs  any  new  brother  in  thattrade,  and  snaps, 
will  have  half  in  any  booty.  He  with  the  wand 
is  both  a  stale,  whose  office  is,  to  face  a  man  in 
the  streets,  whilst  shells  are  drawn  by  another ; 
and  then  with  his  black  conjuring  rod  in  his  hand, 
he,  by  the  nimblcness  of  his  eye  and  juggling  stick, 
will,  in  cheaping  a  piece  of  plate  at  a  goldsmith's 
stall,  make  four  or  five  rings  mount  from  the  top 
of  his  caduceuSf  and  as  if  it  were  at  leap-frog^ 
they  skip  into  his  hand  presently. 

2  Cut.  Zounds !  we  are  smoked. 
Omnes.  Ha? 

2  Cut.  We  are  boifd,  poi  on  her  !  see  Moll, 
the  roaring  drab ! 

•    1  Cut.  All  the  diseases  of  sixteen  hospitals 
boil  her !  away. 

MolL  Bless  you,  sir. 

1  Cut,  And  you,  good  sir. 

MolL  Do'st  not  ken  ine,  man  ? 

1  Cut.  No  trust  rae,  sir. 

MolL  'Heart,  there's  a  knight,  to  whom  Fm 
bound  for  many  favours,  lost  his  purse  at  the  last 
new  play  ^  in  the  Swan,  seven  angels  in't ;  maka 
it  good,  you'd  best ;  do  you  see?  no  more. 

I  Cut,  A  synagogue  shall  be  call'd  mistress 
Mary;  disgrace  me  not ;  pacus palabros^  I  will 
conjure  for  you;  farwell.  lExU^ 

Moll.  Did  not  1  tell  you,  my  lord? 


^  At  the  Fortme.^^Jn  White  Crow-street.  This  play-boase  belonged  to  Edward  Alleyn,  the  fovider 
•f  Dulwich-College. 

^  In  th€  Sisaii.— This  play-house  was  situated  near  the  Globe  and  the  Bear  Garden.  See  the  sooth 
Tiew  of  the  city,  and  part  of  South wark,  as  it  appeared  about  the  >ear  1509. 
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H.  NoL  I  wonder  how  tbou  earnest  to  the 
knowledge  of  these  nasty  villains. 

Sir  T.  Long.  And  wbj  do  the  foul  months  of 
the  world  call  thee  Moll  Cutppurse  ?  a  name,  me- 
thinks,  (lamn'd  and  odious. 

Moil.  Dare  any  step  forth  to  my  face  and  say, 
I  have  ta'en  thee  doing  so,  Moll  ?  1  must  confess, 
In  youDger  days,  when  I  was  apt  to  stray, 
1  have  sat  amongst  such  adders;  seen  their  stings. 
As  any  here  might,  and  in  full  play>houses 
Watcb'd  their  quick-diving  handsf  to  bring  t6 

shame 
Such  rogues,  and  in  that  stream  met  an  ill  nam^; 
When  next,  my  lord,  you  spy  any  one  of  those, 
So  he  be  in  his  art  a  scholar,  question  him; 
Tempt  him  with  gold  to  open  the  large  book 
Of  his  close  villanies;  and  yon  yourself  shall  cant 
Better  than  poor  Moll  can,  and  know  more  laws 
Of  cheaters,  lifters,  nips,  foists,  puggards,  curbers, 
With  all  the  devils  black  guard,  than  it  is  fit 
Should  be  discovered  to  a  noble  wit. 
I  know  they  have  their  orders,  offices, 
Circuito,  and  circles,  unto  which  they  are  boaod 
To  raise  their  own  damnation  in. 

J,  Dap.  How  do'st  thou  know  it  ? 

MolL  Asyoudo,l8hewityou,they  to  me  show  it ; 
Suppose,  my  lord,  you  were  in  Venice. 

L.  NoL  Well. 

MoiL  If  some  Italian  pander  there  would  tell 
All  the  close  tricks  of  curtizans;  would  not  you 
Hearken  to  such  a  fellow  ? 

JL  Nol  Yes. 

MoU.  And  here, 
Being  come  from  Venice,  to  a  friend  most  dear 
That  were  to  travel  thither,  vou  would  proclaim 
Your  knowledge  in  those  villanies,  to  save 
Your  friend  from  their  quick  danger :  must  you 

have 
A  black  ill  name,  hecause  ill  things  yon  know  ? 
Good  troth,  my  lord,  I  am  made  Moll  Cut- purse  so. 
How  many  are  whores,  in  small  rufis  and  still 

look's? 
How  many   chaste,  whose  names  fill  slander's 

books  ? 
Were  all  men  cuckolds,  whom  gallants  in  their 

scorns 
Call  so,  we  should  not  walk  for  goriug  horns. 
Perhaps  for  my  mad  going  some  reprove  me, 
I  please  myself,  and  care  not  else  who  loves  me. 

Omnes,  A  brave  mind,  Moll,  i*fisith. 

Sir  jf.  Long.  Come,  my  lord,  shalfs  to  the  or- 
dmary? 

X.  NoL  Ay,  'tis  noon  sure. 

MolL  Good  my  lord;  let  not  my  name  con- 
denm  me  to  you,  or  to  the  world ;  a  fencer  I  hope 
may  be  called  a  coward,  is  he  so  for  that?  If  all 
that  have  ill  names  in  London  were  to  be  whipt, 
and  to  pay  but  twelve-pence  a-piece  to  the  beadle. 


I  would  rather  have  his  office,  than  a  constable's. 

J.  Dap.  So  would  I,  Captain  Moll :  'twere  a 

sweet  tickling  office  i'faith.  [Exeunt*- 

Enter  Sir  Alexander  Wenorave,  Gtoshawk, 
Greenewit,  and  Others, 

Sir  A,  Wen.  My  son  marry  a  thief,  that  nnpo- 
dent  girl. 
Whom  all  the  worid  stick  their  worst  eyes  upon  f 
Greene.  How  wilhfour  care  prevent  it  ? 
Go$.  lis  impossible ! 
They  marry  close,  they  are  gone,  but  noneknows 
whither. 
;S^  A,  Wen.  Oh,  gentlemen,  when  has  a  fatber^s 
heart-strings 

Enter  a  Servant. 

Held  out  so  long  from  breaking?  now  whatnews, 
sir? 
Ser.  They  were  met  upon  the  water  an  hoar 
since,  sii* 
Putting  in  towards  the  since. 

Sir  A.  Weti.  The  since !  come,  gentlemen, 
Tis  Lambeth  works  aeainst  us. 

Greene.  And  that  Lambeth  joins  more  mad 
matches,  than  your  six  wet  towns  ^°  'twixt  that 
and  Windsor-bridge,  where  fares  lie  soaking. 
Sir  A*  Wen.  Delay  no  time,  sweet  gentlemen: 
to  Black  Friars, 
Well  take  a  pair  of  oars  and  make  after  them. 

Enter  Trapdoor. 

7>jp,  Your  son,  and  that  bold  masculine  ramp 
my  mistress  are  landed  now  at  the  Tower. 

Sir  A,  Wens  Hoyda,  at  Tower? 

Trap,  I  heard  it  now  reported. 

Sir  A^  Wen.  Which  way,  gentlemen,  shall  I 
bestow  my  care  ? 
Vm  drawn  in  pieces  betwixt  deceit  and  shames 

Enter  Sir  Guy  Fitz-allard. 

Sir.  G.  Fitz.  Sir  Alexander, 
You're  well  met,  aMl  most  rightly  served; 
My  daughter  was  »  scorn  to  ^rou« 
Sir  A.  Wen.  Say  not  so,  sir. 
Sir  G.  Fitt.  A  very  abject;  sh^  poor  gentle- 
woman, 
Your  house  had  been  disfaanoyrcd.  Giveyonjoy,siry 
Of  your  son's  Gaskeyne-brtde ;  you^il  ht  a  grand- 
father shortly 
To  a  finecrew  of  roanng^sone  and  daaghters ; 
Twill  helpto  stock  the  suburbs  passiog  well,  sir* 
.  Sir  A.  Wet$.  O !  play  not  with  the  miseries  of 
my  heart; 
Wounds  should  be  drest  and  heaFd,  not  vcxt,  or 

left 
Wide  ope«,  tc^  th«  aiigMab  of  the  fiiUtienty 
And  scornful  air  let  in :  rather  Jet  pity 


^A  These  I  sbonld  apprehend  to  be  FbUmub,  Richmond,  Kingstan,  Hampton,  Cbertsey,  Slaiaet.--Thfr 
ether  bUennediate  towns  arej  Chelsea,  Batteiseai  Kew»  Isleworth,  Twickenham,  and  Wahon;    N. 
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And  advice  duuitably  belp  to  refresh  'em* 

Sir  G,  Ikt,  WhoVl  place  his  charity  so  oil- 
worthily, 
like  one  that  gives  ahns  to  a  cnrsing  beggar? 
Had  I  but  foand  one  spark  of  go^ness  in  you 
Toward  my  deserving  dbiid,  which  then  grew  fond 
Of  your  son's  virtues,  I  had  eased  yon  now. 
But  I  nerceive  both  fire  of  youth  and  goodness 
Are  raked  up  in  the  ashes  of  your  age, 
Else  no  such  shame  should  have  come  near  your 

house, 
Nor  such  ignoble  sorrow  touched  your  heart 
^  Sir  A  Wen,  If  not  for  worth,  for  pity's  sake  as- 
«stroe« 

Greene.  You  urge  a  thing  past  sense :  how  can 
he  help  you  ? 
All  his  assistance  is  as  frail  as  ours; 
Full  as  uncertain  where's  the  place  that  holds  'em. 
One  brings  us  water-news;  then  comes  another 
With  a  full-charged  mouth,  like  a  culverin's  voice, 
And  he  reports  the  Tower;  whose  sounds  are 
truest  ? 

Goi.  In  vain  you  flatter  him.  Sir  Alexander — 

Sir  G.  Fitz.  I  flatter  him,  gentlemen,  you, 
wrong  me  grossly. 

Greene,  He  does  it  weil,i*faith. 

Sir  G.  Fitz.  Both  news  are  false, 
Of  Tower  or  water !  they  took  no  such  way  yet 

iSir  A,  Wen,  Oh  strange !  hear  you  this,  gentle- 
men ;  yet  more  plunees  f 

Sir  A,  Fitz,  Th'are  nearer  uian  yon  think  for, 
yet  more  close  than  if  they  were  further  off. 

Sir  A  Wen,  How  am  I  lost  in  these  distractions? 

Sir  G.  Fitz,  For  your  speec!ies,  gentlemen, 
In  taxing  me  for  rashness;  fore  you  all, 
I  will  engage  my  state  to  half  his  wealth. 
Nay,  to  his  son's  revenues,  which  are  less. 
And  yet  nothing  at  all,  till  they  come  from  him; 
That  I  could,  if  my  will  stuck  to  my  power, 
prevent  this  marriage  yet,  nay  banish  her 
for  fever  from  his  thoughts,  much  more  his  arms* 

;S^  4.  ffen.  Slack  not  this  goodness,  though 
^  yo(i  heap  upon  me 
}lountains  of  maiioe  and  revenge  hereafter: 
I'd  willinglv  resign  up  b%lf  my  state  to  him, 
So  be  would  marry  we  n^ei^p^est  drudge  I  hire. 

Qreene,  He  talks  impossibilities,  and  you  be- 
lieve 'em. 

Sir  G.  Fitz,  1  talk  no  more  than  I  know  bow 
to  finish, 
My  fortunes  else  are  his  that  dares  stake  with  me. 
The  poor  young  gentleman  I  love  and  pity  ; 
And  to  keep  shame  from  him,  because  the  spring 


Of  his  a£fectien  was  my  danghter*s  first. 

Till  his  frown  blasted  all,  do  but  estate  him 

In  those  possessions,  which  your  love  and  cajre 

Once  pointed  out  for  him,  that  he  may  have  room 

To  entertain  fortunes  of  noble  birth, 

Where  now  his  desperate  wants  cast  him  upon 

her; 
And  if  I  do  not  for  his  own  sake  chiefly, 
Rid  him  of  this  disease,  that  now  grows  on  him, 
111  forfeit  my  whole  state,  before  tmsse  gentlemen, 

Greene,  Troth,  but  you  shall  not  undertake 
such  matches : 
We'll  persuade  so  much  with  you. 

Sir  A,  Wen.  Here's  my  ring. 
He  will  believe  this  token :  fore  these  gentlemen 
I  will  confirm  it  fully :  all  those  land% 
My  first  love  lotted  him,  he  shall  straight  possess 
In  that  refusal. 

Sir  G,  Fitz,  If  I  change  it  not,  change  me  in- 
to a  beggar. 

Greene,  Are  you  mad,  sir  ? 

Sir  G.  Fitz,  Tis  done. 

Gos.  Will  you  undo  yourself  by  doing,  ^ 
And  shew  a  prodigal  trick  in  your  old  days  ? 

Sir  A.  Wen,  Tis  a  match,  gentlemen. 

Sir  G.  Fitz.  Ay,  ay,  sir,  ay. 
I  ask  no  favour :  trust  to  you  for  none. 
My  hope  rests  in  the  goodness  of  your  son. 

SExit  FlTZ-ALLARD. 
1  yet 
Got.  Of  an  old  knight,  iYaith. 
Sir  A,  Wen,  Curst  be  the  time  I  laid  his  first 
love  barren. 
Wilfully  barren,  that  before  this  hour 
Had  Sprung  forth  fruits,  of  comfort  and  of  honour ! 
He  loved  a  virtuous  gentlewoman. 

Enter  Moll. 

Gos,  life,  here's  Moll. 

Greened  Jack. 

Goi,  How  doest  thou.  Jack  ? 

MolL  How  doest  thou,  gallant? 

Sir  A,  Wen,  Impudence,  where's  my  son? 

MolL  Weakness,  ^  look  him. 

Sir  A.  Wen,  Is  this  your  wedding  gown  ? 

MolL  ^'  The  man  talks  monthly, 
Hot  broth  and  a  dark  chamber  for  the  night, 
I  see  he'll  be  stark-mad  at  our  next  meeting. 

[Exit  Moll. 

Got*  Why,  sir,  take  comfort  now,  there's  no 
such  matter, 

I  No  priest  will  marry  her,  for  a  woman. 
Whiles  tb^  shape's  on ;  and  it  was  never  known^ 


7>  Tke  mm  taJOts  monthlp.'^L  e.  nadly  i  as  if  pndcr  the  Infloence  of  IIm  i 

|5o  a  mooiuMM  was  formerly  a  cant  term  for  m  madnuuu    See  Dekkar*«  Ki(/aiiiet  DUcoveredf  Sign.  F« 

jigaio,  in  Ben  Jouson't  Ikoil  it  m  Ats^  A.  1.  8,  6 1 

**  I  have  a  bosbaod,  and  a  two-|egg*d  one^ 
Bat  sack  a  ffMMiiiii^  as  ■»  wit  of  ia»a 
<>f  roses  can  redeem  from  being  an  as^^** 
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Two  men  were  married  and  conjoined  in  one ; 
Your  son  hath  made  some  shift  to  love  another. 
Sir  A.  Wen  Whatever  she  be,  she  has  my 
blessing  with  her : 
May  they  be  rich,  and  fruitful,  and  receive 
likie  comfort  to  their  issue,  as  I  take  in  them ; 
H'as  pleased  roe  now,  marrying  not  this. 
Through  a  whole  world  he  could  not  chuse  amiss. 
Greene.  Glad  you're  so  penitent  for  your  for- 
mer sin,  sir. 
Got,  Say  he  should  take  a  wench  with  her 
smock-dowry. 
No  portion  with  her,  but  her  lips  and  arms? 
Sir  J,  Wen.  Why,  who  thrive  better,  sir?  they 
have  most  blessing, 
Though  other  have  more  wealth,  and  least  re- 
pent? 
Many  that  want  most,  know  the  most  content 
Greene.  Say  he  should  marry  a  kind  youthful 

sinner  ? 
Sir  A,  Wen,  Age  will  quench  that ;  any  offence 
but  theft  and  drunkenness^ 
Nothiftf  but  death  can  wipe  ?way. 
Their  sins  are  green,  even  when  their  beads  are 

grey; 
Nay,  I  despair  not  now,  my  heart's  chcer'd,  gen- 
tlemen : 
No  face  can  come  unfortunately  to  me. 
Now,  sir,  your  news  ? 

Enter  Servant. 

S^,  Your  son  with  his  fair  bride  is  near  at 
«k  *        hand. 

Sir  A.  Wen.  Fair  may  their  fortunes  be  ! 
Greene.  Now  you're  ^*  resolved,  sir,  it  was 

never  she. 
Sir  A.  Wen,  I  find  it  in  the  music  of  my  heart. 

EnterMoLL moiked in  Sebastian  Wengeave's 
handf  and  Fitz-allard. 

Sec  where  they  cerae, 

Guf.  A  proper  lusty  presence,  sir. 

Sir  A.  Wen,  Now  has  he  pleased  me  right;  I 
always  counsel'd  him 
To  choose  a  goodly  personable  creature; 
Just  of  her  pilch  was  my  first  wife  his  mother. 

Seb.  Wen.  Before  I  dare  discover  my  offence, 
I  kneel  for  pardon. 

Sir  A,  Wen.  My  heart  gave  it  thee  before  thy 
tongue  could  ask  it; 
Rise,  thou  han  raised  my  joy  to  greater  height, 
Than  to  thai  seat  where  grief  dejected  it. 
Both  welcome  to  my  love  and  care  for  ever ; 
Hide  not  my  happiness  too  long,  all's  pardoned ; 
Here  are  our  friends,  salute  her,  gentlemen 


Omnei.  Heart,  who  this? 


[They  umnask  her. 
is?  Moll? 


Sir  A.  Wen,  O  my  reviving  shame !  is'tl  mast 
live 
To  be  struck  blind  ?  be  it  the  work  of  sorrow. 
Before  age  take't  in  hand. 

Sir  G,  Fits.  Darkness  and  death ! 
Have  you  deceived  me  thus  ?  did  I  engage 
My  whole  estate  for  this  ? 

Sir  A.  Wen,  You  ask'd  no  favour ; 
And  you  shall  find  as  little:  since  my  comforti 
Play  false  with  me,  I'll  be  as  cruel  to  thee 
As  grief  to  father's  hearts. 

MolL  Why,  what's  the  matter  with  you  ? 
Lest  too  much  jov  should  make  your  age  foi^getfu^ 
Are  you  too  well,  too  happy  ? 

Sir  A,  Wen,  With  a  vengeance. 

MolL  Methinks  you  should  be  proud  of  sock 
a  daughter. 
As  good  a  man  as  your  son. 

Sir  A,  Wen.  O  monstrous  impudence ! 

MoU,  You  had  no  note  before,  an  mmiarked 
knight, 
Now  all  the  town  will  take  regard  on  yon, 
And  all  your  enemies  fear  you  for  my  sake : 
You  may  pass  where  you  list,, through  crowed 

most  thick, 
And  ceme  off  bravely  with  your  purse  unpick'd  t 
You  do  not  know  the  benents  I  bring  witn  me ; 
No  cheat  dares  work  upon  you,  wiui  tliumb  op 

knife. 
While  you've  a  Roaring  Girl  to  your  soil's  wife. 

Sir  A.  Wen.  A  devil  rampant] 

Sir  G,  Fitz.  Have  you  so  much  charity, 
Yet  to  release  me  of  my  last  rash  bargain ! 
And  I'll  give  in  your  pledge. 

Sir  A.  Wen.  No,  sir,  I  stand  to*t.  Til  work  up- 
on advantage, 
As  all  mischiefs  do  upon  me. 

Sir  G.  Fitz.  Content,  bear  witness  all  then 
His  ate  the  lands,  and  so  contention  ends. 
Here  comes  your  son's  bride,  twixt  two  nobl^ 
friends. 

Enter  the  Lord  Nolamd,  and  Sir  BEAUTEOut 
Gamymed,  with  Mary  Fitz-allard  between 
them,  the  Citizens  and  their  Wivez  with  them. 

MoU,  Now  are  you  gull'd  as  you  would  be, 
thank  me  for't, 
I'd  a  fore-finger  in't. 

5e6,  Wen.  Forgive  me,  father ; 
Though  there  before  your  eyes  my  sorrow  feigu'd^ 
This  still  was  she,  for  whom  true  love  complam'd. 
Sir  A.  Wen,  Blessings  eternal,  and  the  joys  of 
angels. 
Begin  your  peace  here,  to  be  sign'd  in  heaven ! 
How  short  my  sleep  of  sorrow  seems  now  to  me, 
To  this  eternity  of  Doundless  comforts. 
That  finds  no  want  but  utterance,  and  expres- 
Bion! 


^*  iRei ;>(vm2.<— I  e.  convinced, 
iimes. 

7 


It  U  fieqaeaUy  wed  in  thb  leue  bjr  Maarioger  and  other  writen  of  th6 
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My  lord*  TOUT  office  here  appears  so  honourably, 
So  full  of  ancieDt  goodness,  grace,  and  worthi- 
ness, 
I  never  took  more  joy  in  sight  of  man. 
Than  in  your  comfortable  presence  now. 

L,  Nd.  Nor  I  more  delight  in  doing  grace  to 

▼irtoe. 
Than  in  this  worthy  gentlewoman  your  soo^ 

bride, 
Noble  Fitz-allard*8  daughter,  to  whose  honour 
And  OKxiest  fame  I  am  a  servant  vow'd; 
So  is  this  knight. 

Sir  A.  Wen,  Your  loves  make  my  joys  proud. 
Biing  forth  those  deeds  of  land,  my  care  laid 

read?. 
And  which,  old  knight,  thy  nobleness  may  chal- 

lense,  * 

Join'd  ivith  tny  daughter's  ^virtues,  whom  I  priae 

now 
As  dearly  as  that  flesh  I  call  mine  own. 
Forgive   me,  worthy  gentlewoman ;    twas   my 

blindness  i 

When  I  rejected  thee,  I  saw  thue  not 
Sorrow  and  wilful  rashness  grew  like  film# 
Over  die  eyes  of  judgment,  now  so  clear 
I  see  the  brightness  of  thy  worth  appear. 

M.  Htx.  Duty  and  love  ipay  I  deserve  in  those. 
And  all  my  wishes  have  a  perfect  close. 
Sir  A,  Wen,  That  tongue  can  never  err,  the 

sound's  so  sweet ; 
Here,  honest  son,  receive  into  thy  hands 
The  keys  of  wealth,  possession  of  those  lands. 
Which  my  first  care  provided;  they  arc  thine 

own. 
Heaven  g^ve  thee  a  blessing  with  'em !  the  best 

That  can  m  worldly  shapes  to  man  betide. 
Are  fertile  lands,  and  a  fair  fruitful  bride ; 
Of  which  I  !iope  tbouVt  sped. 
Seb.  Wen.  1  hope  so  too,  sir. 
MolL  Father  and  son,  I  have  done  you  sim- 
ple service  here. 
Seb,  Wen.  For  which  thou  shalt  not  part,  Moll, 

unrequited. 
Sir  A.  Wen,  Thou  art  a  mad  girl,  and  yet  I 

cannot  now  condemn  thee. 
Moll.  Condemn  me?  troth,  and  yon  should,, 
«r, 
rd  make  you  seek  out  one  to  hang  in  my  room ; 
I'd  give  you  the  slip  at  gallows,  and  cozen  the 

people. 
Heard  you  this  jest,  my  lord  ? 
L.N0L  What  is  it,  Jack? 
Moll,  He  was  in  fear  his  son  would  marry  me. 
But  never  dreamt  that  I  would  ne*er  agree. 
L.  Nol'  Why  ?  thou  had'st  a  suitor  once,  Jack ! 

when  wilt  marry? 
MolL  Who  I,  my  lord,  111  tell  you  when, 
i'faith. 
When  you  shall  hear, 
Oallnnts  void  from  serjeanrs  fear, 
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Honesty  and  truth  unslandered. 
Woman  man*d,  but  never  pandered. 
Cheats  booted,  but  not  ooach'd, 
Vessels  older  ere  they're  broacb'd. 
If  my  mind  be  then  not  varied. 
Next  day  following  Fll  be  married. 
X.  NoL  This  sounds  like  domesday. 
Moll,  Then  were  marriage  best ; 
For  if  I  should  repent,  I  were  soon  at  rest. 
Sir  A,  Wen.  In  troth  thou  art  a  good  wench ; 
I'm  sorry  now. 
The  opinion  was  so  hard  I  conceived  of  thee* 
Some  wrongs  I've  done  thee. 

Enter  Trapdooe. 

TVap,  Is  the  wind  there  now  ? 
Tis  time  for  me  to  kneel  and  confess  first. 
For  fear  it  come  too  Ute,  and  my  brains  feel  it; 
Upon  my  paws  I  ask  you  pardon,  mistress, 

Moll,  Pardon !  for  what,  sir  ?  what  has  your 
rogueship  done  now  ? 

■TVap,  I  have  beeo  from  time  to  time  lured  to 
confound  you  by  this  old  gentleman. 

Molt.  How?,  , 

Trttp.  Pray  forpve  him; 
But  may  I  counsel  you,  you  should  never  do't. 
Many  a  snare  to  entrap  your  worship's  life 
Have  I  laid  privily;  chains,  watches, jewels, 
And  when  he  saw*  nothing  could  mount  you  up, 
Four  hollow>hearted  angels  he  then  gave  you. 
By  which  he  meant  to  trap  you,  I  to  save  you. 

Sir  A,  Wen,  To  all  which,  shame  and  grief  in 
me  cry  guilty ; 
Foreive  me  now,  I  cast  the  world's  eyes  from  me,  ' 
And  look  upon  thee  freely  with  mine  own; 
I  see  the  most  of  many  wrongs  before  thee. 
Cast  from  the  jaws  of  envy  and  her  people. 
And  nothing  foul  but  that ;  Til  never  more 
Condemn  by  common  voice,  for  that's  the  whore 
That  deceives  man's  opinion,  mocks  his  trust. 
Cozens  his  love,  and  makes  his  heart  unjust 

MolL  Here  be  the  angels,  gentlemen,  they 
were  given  roe ; 
As  a  musician ;  I  pursue  no  pity,-^-^ 
Follow  the  law,  and  you  can  cuck  me,  spare  not. 
Hang  up  my  viol  by.  roc,  and  I  care  not. 

Sir  A.  Wen,  So  far  I'm  sorry ;  I'll  thrice  dou- 
ble thero 
To  make  thy  wrongs  amends^ 
Come  worthy  friends,  my  honourable  lord. 
Sir  Beauteous  Ganymed,  and  noble  Fitz-allard, 
And  you  kind  gentlewoman,  whose  sparkling  pre* 

sence 
Are  glories  set  in  marriage,  beams  of  society. 
For  all  your  loves  give  lustre  to  my  joys, 
The  happincH  of  uiis  day  shall  be  remembered. 
At  the  return  of  every  smiling  spring ; 
In  nqy  time  now  'tis  born,  and  may  no  sadness 
Sit  on  the  brows  of  men  upon  that  day, 
But  as  I  am,  so  all  go  pleased  aw^. 

[Exeunt  Omneu 
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EPILOGUE. 


A  painter  Iiavini;  drawn,  with  curious  art, 
The  picture  of  a  woman,  every  part 
Dmb*d  to  the  life,  hung  out  the  piece  to  sell : 
People,  who  pas5*d  along,  viewing  it  well, 
Gave  several  verdicts  on  it;  some  dispraised 
The  hair;  some  said  the  brows  too -high  were 

raised; 
Some  hit  her  o'er  the  lips,  m'lsliked  their  colour ; 
Some  wish'd  her  nose  were  shorter;  some,  the 

eves  fuller; 
Otiiers  said  roses  on  her  cheeks  should  ^row, 
Swearing  they  look*d  too  pale;  others  cried  no; 
The  workman  still,  as  fault  was  found,  did  mend 

In  hope  to  please  all.  But  this  work  being  ended, 
And  hung  open  at  stall,  it  was  so  vile, 
So  monstrous,  and  so  ugly,  all  men  did  smile 
At  the  poor  Painter's  folly.    Such  we  doubt 
Is  this  our  Comedy ;  some  perhaps  do  flout  > 
The  plot,  saying,  'tis   too  thin,  too  weak,  too 

mean; 
Some  for  the  person  will  revile  the  scene, 
And  wonder  that  a  creature  of  her  being 


Should  be  the  subject  of  a  poet,  seeint 

In  tlie  world's  eye  none  weighs  so  light ;  others 

look 
For  all  those  base  tricks,  publish'd  in  a  book. 
Foul  as  his  brains  they  flow'd  from,   of  Cut- 

purses. 
Of  Nips  and  Foists,  nasty,  obscene  discourses. 
As  full  of  lies,  as  empty  of  worth  or  wit, 
For  any  honest  ear  or  eye  unfit. 
And  thus, 

If  we  to  every  brain,  that's  hunx>it>us. 
Should  fashion  Scenes,  we,  with  the  Painter,  shall. 
In  striving  to  please  all-,  please  none  at  all. 
Yet  for  such  faolts,  as  either  the  writer^s  wit. 
Or  negligence  of  the  Actors,  do  commit. 
Both  crave  your  pardons :  if  what  both  have  done. 
Cannot  full  pay  your  expectation ; 
The  Roaring  uirl  herself,  some  few  days  henoe. 
Shall  on  this  stage  give  larger  recompence. 
Which  Mirth  that  you  may  share  in,  herself  does 

wooe  you. 
And  craves  this  sign,  your  hands  to  beckon  her  to 

you. 
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Jaspee  Mattre,  wm  bom  at  Hatherlagh,  in  Devonihire,  in  the  year  1604;  and  being  gent  to 
WestminiteT'School^  he  c&ntinued  there  until  the  age  rf  Nineteen  yearM^  without  obtaining  a  King'» 
Aholanhio,  At  that  time^  he  met  with  a  patron  in  Dr  Bryan  Duppa;  by  whote  rerommendtition, 
in  1683,  he  entered  himself  a  servitor  of  Christ  Church,  Oxford,  and  cotnmenced  M.  A,  June  18,  1631 
He  afterwards  took  holy  orders ;  and  distinguished  himself  in  the  pulpit  by  that  quaint  manner  of 
preaching  which  was  then  in  vogue.  Hisjirst  preferment  was  the  vicarage  of  Cassington,  near 
Woodstock  ;  to  which  was  afterwards  added  the  living  ofPyrton,  near  Watlington  ;  both  by  the 
presentation  of  his  college.  These  preferments  lying  at  a  small  distance  from  the  university,  he  con- 
tinued to  reside  there  ;  and  was  muck  admired  for  his  wit  and  humour.  In  1638,  he  published  a 
Translation  of  Ludan^s  Dialogues;  and  in  the  next  year  appeared  his  comedy  of  The  City-Match. 
On  the  breoMng  out  of  the  croil  war,  he  sided  with  the  royal  party;  to  which  he  retnained,  ever 
after,  firmly  attached.  He  was  appointed^  in  1643,  one  of  the  divines  to  preach  before  the  King  and 
Parliament ;  and  in  that  year  proceeded  Bachelor  of  Divinity  ;  and  was  created  D,  D.  on  June  7, 
1646.  The  decline  of  the  Kings  affairs  caused  a  very  great  alteration  in  thoie  of  our  Author ;  he 
was  ejected  from  his  students  place  in  1648,  and  soon  after  deprived  <}f  both  his  vicarages.  In,  the 
midst  of  these  sufferings^  he  still  preserved  a  warm  zeal  for  the  old  establishment.  In  September  1659, 
he  held  a  public  disputation  with  a  noted  Anabaptist-Preacher,  in  Watlington  Church.  He  after- 
wards  had  the  good  fortune  to  meet  with  a  friend  in  the  Earl  of  Devonshire ;  who  received  him  in^ 
to  his  family,  in  the  character  of  chaplain ;  and  with  that  nobleman  he  resided  until  the  restoration. 
On  that  event,  he  returned  back  to  his  livings  ;  was  appointed  chaplain  in  ordinary  to  the  King  ; 
promoted  to  a  canon*s  stall  at  Christ  Church,  and  raised  to  the  dignity  of  Archdeacon  of  Chichester. 

Thus  replaced  in  his  favourite  seat  of  the  Muses,  he  continued  to  reside  there  during  the  rest  of 
his  life,  happy  in  the  full  enjoyment  of  his  promotions. — He  died  December  6, 1673 ;  and  his  corpse 
was  interred  in  the  aisle  adjoining  to  the  choir  of  Christ  Church :  where  a  monument  was  erected  to 
his  memory,  at  the  charge  of  Dr  Robert  South  and  Dr.  John  Lamphire,  the  executors  of  his  wilL 

Besides  the  Translation  ofLucian,  before  mentioned,  he  published  several  sermons  and  poems ; 
and  the  two  following  pk^  ; 

1.  **  The  City-Match ;  a  Comedy.  Presented  to  the  King  and  Queen  at  Whitehall.  Acted  since, 
at  Blackfiiers,  by  his  Majesties  Servants.    Fo.  1639.  4to.  1658. 8vo.  1659.** 

2."  The  Amorous  Warre  ;  a  Tragi-Comedie.    4to.  164a'' 


TO  THE  READER. 


The  Author  of  this  Poem,  knowing  how  hardly  the  best  things  protect  themselves  from  censure, 
had  no  ambition  to  make  it  this  way  public :  holding  works  or  this  li^ht  nature  to  be  things  which 
need  an  apology  for  being  written  at  all ;  nor  esteeming  otherwise  of  them,  whose  abilities  in  this 
kind  are  most  passable,  tlian  of  maskers  who  spangle  and  glitter  tor  the  time,  but  *tis  through  a  tin- 
sel. As  it  was  merely  out  of  obedience  that  he  first  wrote  it,  so  when  it  was  made,  had  it  not  liecn 
commanded  from  him,  it  had  died  upon  the  place  where  it  took  life.  Himself  being  so  averse  from 
raising  fame  from  the  stage,  that  at  the  presentment,  he  was  one  of  the  severest  spectators  there ; 
nor  ever  shewed  other  sign  whereby  it  might  be  known  to  be  his,  but  his  liberty  to  despise  it.  Yet 
he  hath  at  length  consented  it  should  pass  the  press ;  not  with  an  aim  to  purchase  a  new  reputation, 
bat  to  keep  that  which  he  hath  already  from  growing  worse ;  for,  understanding  that  some  at  Lon- 
don, without  his  approbation  or  allowance,  were  ready  to  print  a  false,  imperfect  copy,  he  wus  loth 
to  be  libeird  by  his  own  work ;  or  that  his  play  should  appear  to  the  world  with  more  than  its  own 
f aults.<— — Farewel  I. 
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PROLOGUE  TO  THE  KING  AND  QUEEN. 

The  author,  rojal  Sir,  so  dreads  this  night, 
As  if  for  writing  be  were  doomM  to  th'  fight; 
Or  else,  unless  jrou  do  protect  bis  fame, 
Y^d  saved  his  play,  and  sentenced  him  to  the 

flame. 
For  though  jour  name  or  power  were  fthe  re> 

priere, 
Such  works  he  thinks,  are  but  condemned  to  live. 
Which  for  this  place,  being  rescued  from  the  fire, 
Take  ruin  from  the  advancemeut»  and  fall  higber. 
TbcMU^  none,  be  hopes,  sit  here  upon  his  wit^ 
As  if  he  poems  did,  or  plays  commit. 
Yet  he  must  needs  fear  censure,  tliat  {f»n  pijais^ 
Nor  would  write  still,  were*t  to  succeed  i*cb9  hays  ;^ 
For  be  is  not  o'the  trade^  nor  would  esoef 
In  this  kind,  wliere  'tis  liglitoess  to  do  well. 
Yet,  as  the  Gods  refined  bUse  thingi»  «pd  tqvae 
Beasts  foul  i'the  herd  grew  pure  i*(be  hecatomb; 
And  as  the  ox  prepar^  and  crowned  bull, . 
Are  oJSerinc|^  though  k^  beck,- and  altars  full ; 
So^  mighty  Sir,  this  sacrifice  bemg  near . 
The  knife  at  Oxford,. which  I  hare  kiadlefi  here. 
He  hopes  'twill  from  Ypu,  -tfhd  the  Queeii>  gcow 

clean. 
And  turn  t*  oblation  what  be  meant  a  scene^  .  „ 


THE 

PROLOGUE  AT  BLACK-FRIABS. 

Wbee  it  his  trada,  the  author  bid  me  say, 
Perchance  he'd  beg  you  would  be  good  to  the  play; 
And  I,  to  set  him  up  in  reputation. 
Should  bold  a  bason  forth  for  approbation : 
But  praise  so  nun'd,  he  thinks,  were  a  relief 
Able  to  makenis  comedy  a  brief; 
For,  where  Tour  pity  must  your  judgment  be, 
Tis  not  a  pfay,  but  you  fired  houses  see. 
Look  not  his  quill,  then,  should  petitions  run ; 
No  gatberiopi  here  into  a  prologue  spun. 
Whether  tbeirsoldsD^oas  be  disliked,  or  bit, 
Are  cores'  for  tli^em  who  eat  by^  the  stage,  and  n^ 
ije's  .que,  whose  <qiiboagbt  Mqse  did  never  fear 
]An  emp^  second  day,  ^c  a  thin  share ; 
But  ca9  make  the  »fcion$  tboug)i  you  ^ome  noC 

twice^. 
No  lot^n^  vnpa  «re;k:t  now  at  the.  V^^  pnce. 
Who  Mb  VfM^  this  plgy  i^i^blia;  .ftnd  yoip  same 
Power,  t^tiuakoft  hws,  jiedeeufd.this  frofnthe 


For  the?  ambor,  buijdj  uq  faqie,  ^qr  doth  MjiJre 
To  pcais^/rom  that  which  )^  copdemnd^tg  the 

fire    ,  •  ^ 

He%  ^ua  p^fiw^  then*  «fr^  J>e  capnot  win      . 
A  oei^iMi9  4mifffitrfhBft  t^.pwn  hiith.beep. . 


DRAMATIS  PJERSONiE, 


WjiREHOtiSE,  am  old  Mtrckani* 
Frank.  Plotwsll,  kU  Nephew. 
Cypher,  hi$  Factor. 
Bani8wri6Ht,  old  FlotweU  diiguued. 
Madam  Aurelia,  Penelope  Ploimdl  his  Daugh- 
ter. 
SBATBaiFT,  a  Merchant. 
Mrs  Seatbrift,  Am  Wife^ 
Timothy,  hit  3on. 
DoacASy  iSttiun  Seathfifi  hit  Damghtcr. 


Mrs  Scruple,  a  Pnritan  Sehooi'mttremm  ■ . 
Mrs  Holland^  a  Seamtter  am  ih€,EieeMattge^ 
QuARTFiRLD,  a  Ci^ylaiii.  ' 
Salewit,«  JPoff. 

RosECLAP,  one  that  keept  on  Ordinary 
MiLLicENT,  Ail  We, 
'Prentiee. 
T^DO  Footmen, 
Bo^  that  tingtm 


SCSKE— LoNOoy. 
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ACTL 


SCENE  I.     . 

Warehouse,  Seathrift. 

Sm.  I  promise  yon  '(wall  bea  mostmre  plot.  • 
Ware.  The  cicy»  Mr  Seathrift,  never  Tet 
Brought  forth  the  like ;  I  would  have  them  that 

have 
Tiutd  twice  for  sheriff  mend  it. 

Sea^  Mend  it!  why} 
ms  past  the  wit  o'  the  oonrt  of  aldennen. 
Next  Merchant*taylor  that  writes  chronicles  * 
Will  put  us  in, 

TTore.  For,  since  I  took  him  home, 
Though,  sir,  my  nefihew,  as  you  maj  observe, 
Seem  quite  transBgured,  be  as  dutiful 
As  a  new  'prentice,  in  his  talk  dedaim 
'Gainst  revelling  companions,  be  as  hard 
To  be  enticed  from  home  as  my  dooi^posts; 
This  reformation  may  but  be  his.  pait, 
And  he  may  act  his  virtues*    I  have  not 
Forgot  his  riots  at  the  Temple^     You  'know, 

sir 

Sea.  You  tokl  me,  Mr  Warehouse, 
Ware.  Not  the  sea. 
When  it  devoured  my  ships,  cost  me  so  much 
As  did  his  vanities,    A  vovage  to  the  Indies 
Has  been  lost  in  a  night  &  his  daily  suits 
Wer«  worth  motetluio  the  stodt  that  set  me  up ; 
For  which  he  knew  none  but  the  silk^man's  book, 
And  studied  lUatmoie  than  Ihe  law.    He  had 
Bis  loves  too,  and  his  mistresses ;  was  entered 
Among  the  phik)eophical  madams  ' ;  was 
As  great  with  them  as  theb  conoemert)  and,  I 

hear, 
Kc»t  one  o£  them  lo.ptDsioik 

Sea,  My  son  too 
Hatli^hlMl  hit  enNursr  I  could  tell  thetima   <  ' 


When  all  the  wise- which  I  put  off  by  wholesale 
He  took  ag»in  is  auarts;.and  at  the  divy 
Vintners  h»ire  oaia  me  with  his  large  scores;  but 
He  is  reformed  too. 

Ware*  Sir,  we  now  are  friends 
In  a  design. 

Sea,  And  hope  to  be  io  dmC'   ■  ^ 
Friends  ip  alUaace,  sir. 

TTore.  111  be  free; 
I  think  well  of  your  son. 

&ct  Who?'nmothy? 
Believ*t,  a  virtuous  boy;  and  for  his  sister 
A  very  saint. 

Wture,  Mistake  me  not,  I  have 
The  like  opinion  of  my  nephew,  sir; 
Yet  he  is  young,  and  so  is  your  son,  nor 
Doth  the.churcb-bool^say  they  are  past  otfr  fears. 
Our  presence  is  their  bridle  now ;  'tis  good 
To  know  them  well  whom  we  do  make  our  heirs. 

Sea,  It  is  most  true. 

TFofv.  Well;,  and  how  shall  we  know 
Hov  they  will  use  their  fortune,:  or  whist  place 
We  have  in  their  a£(ectio%  without  trial? 
Some  wise  men  build  their  ewa  tombs;  let  us  try. 
If  we  were  dead,  whether  our  heirs  would  cry,  , 
Or  wear  ^  long  cloaks.    This  plot  will  do*t. 

Sea,  Twill  make  us 
Famous  upon  the  Exchange  iW  ever.    1*11  home. 
And  takelcAve  of  my  wifS  and  son. 

TTofe.  And  I'H 
Come  to  you  at  your  garden-house  K     Within 
there —-*»  [£»>  SHATnipr. 

SCENE  IL 

Enter  Crvnztu 

Ware.  Now,  Cypher,  whcfe^.my  nept^ewi 


'  In  the  year  1755,  agendenaa  ef  great  eminence  in  his  profesrien,  made  a  few  alterajtoni  in, this 
play,  and  presented  ii  Io  the  j^nnKenHNni  eCtheixKak  .Hospital,  near  Hyde  Park-corner;  who  pbiaineii  a 
representation  of  it,  at  Drarytlane,  for  th#beaefit  df  that  charity*  U.irasiat  fhesame  tlm«  pH|ited  io 
8vo,ander  the  title  of*' Trb  ScBBMBas;  oe,thb  CifY^tfAir40«Vt.« ..  .  " 

*  Next  MerckamUU^hr  thai  writet  cAroniclef— The  merchant-taylor  nere  alluded  to,  was  Jfohn  Stow^ 
author  of  the  Chronicle  ofEngUmd^  who  was  of  that  company,  and  a  taylor  by  profession. 

3  FkOotopkicai  wsdgiiit.--See  Ben  JwaonU  SiUni  W^man.    8.  P. 

4  FTeer— .All  the  editions  read  lAeir. 

'  Oerdea-iUiise— See  extract  from  8iMe$^  quoted  in  The  Miierie$  of  ht^oreed  Marriage. 
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Cyph.  In  the  hall, 
Reading  a  letter,  which  a  footman  brought 
Just  now  to  him  from  a  lady,  sir. 

Ware,  A  lady  ! 

Cyph,  Yes,  sir,  a  lady  in  distress ;  for  I 
Could  overhear  the  fellow  say,  she  roust 
Sell  her  coach- horses,  and  return  again 
To  her  needle,  if  your  nephew  don't  supply  her 
With  money. 

Ware.  This  is  some  honourable  seamstress. 
I  am  now  confirro'd :  They  say  he  keeps  a  lady, 
And  this  is  she.    Well,  Cypher,  *tis  too  late 
To  change  my  project  now.    Be  sure  you  keep 
A  diary  of  his  actions ;  strictly  mark 
What  company  comes  to  him ;  if  he  stir 
Out  of  my  house,  obseire  the  place  he  cntters. 
Watch  him  till  he  come  out:  follow  him,  disguised, 
To  all  his  haunts. 

Cyph,  He  shall  not  want  a  spy,  sir. 
But,  sir,  when  you  are  absent,  if  he  draw  not 
A  lattice  to  your  door,  and  hang  a  bush  out^^ 

Ware.  I  Kope  be  will  not  mtake  my  house  a 
tavern. 

Sfph.  Sir,  I  am  no  Sibyl's  son. 
arc  Peace,  here  be  comes. 

SCENE  UL 

Ehter  Plotwell  in  a  sad  posture,  Warehouse, 
Cypber. 

Ware,  Good-morrow,  nephew :  How  now  ?  lad  ? 
how  comes 
This  melancholy  ? 

Plot,  Can  I  chuse  but  wjemr 
Clouds  in  my  face,  when  I  most  venture,  sir, 
Your  reverend  age  to  a  long  doubtful  voyage, 
And  not  partake  your  dangers? 

Ware.  Fie ;  these  fears. 
Though  they  become  yon,  nephew,  are  ominous. 
When  heard  you  from  your  father? 

Plot,  Never  since 
He  made  the  escapes  sir. 

Ware.  I  hear  he  is  in  Ireland  : 
Is*t  true,  he  took  your  sbter  with  him  ? 

Plot.  So 
Her  mistress  thinks,  sir :  one  day  she  left  the  Ex- 
change, 
And  has  not  since  been  heard  of. 

Ware.  And,  nephew. 
How  like  you  your  new  course ;  which  place  pre* 

fer  you  ? 
The  Temple,  or  Exchange  ?  Where  are,  think  you, 
llie  wealthier  mines;  in  the  Indies^  or 
Westminster-hall? 

Plot.  Sir,  my  desires  take  measure 
And  form  from  yours. 

Wart.  Nay,  tell  me  your  mind  plainly, 
Fthe  dty-tongue.  I*d  have  you  speak  like  Cypber ; 


1 1  do  not  like  quaint  figures ;  they  do  smell 
Too  much  o'  the  inns  of  court. 

Plot.  Sir,  my  obedience 
Is  ready  for  all  impressions  which 

Ware.  Again ! 

Plot.  Sir,  I  prefer  your  kind  of  life,  a  merchant. 

Ware.  *T\$  spoken  like  my  nephew :  now  I  like 
you. 
Nor  shall  I  e'er  repent  the  benefits 
I  have  bestowed ;  but  will  forget  all  errors, 

[Exit  Cypher. 
As  mere  seducements.  And  will  not  only  be 
An  uncle,  but  a  father  to  you  ;  but  then 
— You  must  be  constant,  nephew. 

Plot.  Else  I  were  btind 
To  my  good  fortune,  sir. 

Ware.  Think,  man,  how  it  may 
In  time  make  thee  o'  the  city  senate,  and  raise  thee 
To  the  sword  and  cap  of  maintenance. 

Plot.  Yes,  and  make  me 
Sentence  light  bread,  and  pounds  of  butter  on 
horse-back.  [Aside, 

Ware.  Have  gates  and  conduits  dated  irota 
thy  year: 
Ride  to  the  spittle  on  thy  free  beast. 

Plot.  Yes, 
Free  of  your  company.  [Astde, 

Ware.  Have  the  people  vail 
As  low  to  his  trappings,  as  if  he  thrice  bad  fined 
For  that  good  time's  employment/ 

Plot.  Or  BB  if 
He  had  his  rider's  wisdom.  [Aside. 

Ware.  Then  the  works 
And  good  deeds  of  the  city  to  go  before  thee» 
Besides  a  troop  of  varlets. 

Plot.  Yes,  and  I 
To  sleep  the  sennon  in  my  chain  and  scarlet. 

[Aside. 

Ware,  How  say  you  ?  Let's  hear  that  ? 

Plot.  I  say,  sir,  i 
To  sit  at  sermon  in  my  chain  and  scarlet. 

Ware.  Tb  right,  and  be  remembered  at  the 
Croas.* 

Plot.  And  then  at  sessions,  sir,  and  all  tiroe» 
else; 
Master  Recorder  to  save  me  the  trouble. 
And  understand  things  for  me. 

Ware.  All  this  is  possible. 
And  in  the  stars  and  winds  ;  therefore,  deai*  ne- 
phew. 
You  shall  pursue  this  course;  and,  to  enable  you. 
In  this  half  year  that  I  shall  be  away. 
Cypher  shall  teach  you  French,  Italian,  Spanish^ 
And  other  tongues  of  traffia 

Plot.  Shall  I  not  learn 
Arithmetic  too,  sir,  and  short-hand  ? 

Ware,  'TIS  well  remembered ;  yes,  and  navi-* 
gation. 


♦  Jt  the  cross.'^Ai  St.  Paul's  Cross,  where  sermons  were  then  preached.    S.  P. 
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Enter  Cypher. 

Cyph.  Sir  Mr  Seathrift  say«  you  will  lose  the 
tide; 
The  boat  stays  for  yoo. 

Ware.  Well,  nephew,  at  my  return, 
As  I  hear  of  your  carriage,  yon  do  know 
What  my  intentions  are ;  and,  for  a  token 
How  much  I  trust  your  reformation. 
Take  this  key  of  my  counting-house,  and  spend 
Discreetly  in  my  absence.    Farewell.    Nay, 
No  tears,  I'll  be  here  sooner  than  you  think  on't. 
Cypher,  you  know  what  you  have  to  do. 

Cyph.  I  warrant  you,  sir.  [Exit  Warehouse. 
Fht.  Tears !  yes,  my  melting  eyes  shall  run, 
but  it 
Shall  be  such  tears  as  shall  increase  the  tide  ~ 
To  carry  you  from  hence. 

Cyph.  Come,  Mr  Plotwell,  shall  I 
Read  to  you  this  morning  ? 

Plot.  Read  !  what?  how  the  price 
Of  sugar  goes;  how  many  pints  of  olives 
Go  to  a  jar ;  how  long  wine  works  at  sea ; 
What  dmrence  is  in  gain  between  fresh  herrings 
And  herrings  red  ? 

Cyph.  This  is  fine ;  ha'  you 
Forgot  yoor  uncle's  diarge? 
Flot.  Pr'y  thee  what  was't  ? 
Qfph.  To  learn  the  tongues,  and  mathematics. 
Plot.  Troth, 
If  I  have  tongue  enough  to  say  my  prayers 
r  the  phrased  the  kingdom,  I  care  not;  otherwise, 
I*m  for  no  tongues  but  dried  ones,  such  as  will 
Give  a  fine  relish  to  my  backrag  ^ ;  and  for  ma* 

thematics, 
I  hate  to  travel  by  the  map ;  methinks 
*Ti8  riding  post 

Cyph,  I  Knew  'twould  come  to  this. 
Here  be  his  comrades. 
Plot.  What,  my  Fleet-street  friends? 

[Exit  Cypher. 

SCENE  IV. 

Enter  Bright  anrfNEwcux. 

Bright.  Save  you,  merchant  Plotwell ! 

New,  Mr  Plotwell,  citizen  and  merchant,  save 

you ! 

Bright.  Is  thy  uncle 

Gone  the  wisb*d  voyage  ? 


Plot.  Yes,  he's  gone ;  and,  if 
He  die  by  the  way,  hath  beqneath'd  me  but  soro» 
Twelve  hundred  pound  a  year  in  Kent;  some 

three- 
score thousand  pound  in  money,  besides  jewels^ 

bonds. 
And  desperate  debts. 

NezD.  And  dost  not  thou  fall  down 
And  pray  to  the  winds  to  sacrifice  him  to 
Poor  John  and  Mackarel  ? 

Bright.  Or  invoke  some  rock 
To  do  thee  justice  ? 

New.  Or  some  compendious  cannon 
To  take  him  oft  i'the  middle  ? 
Plot.  And  why,  my  tender. 
Soft-hearted  friends  ? 

Bright.  Whut,  to  take  thee  from  the  TempI^ 
To  mMLe  thee  an  old  juryman,  a  Whittington  ? 
New.  To  transform  thy  plush  to  penny-stone ; 
and  scarlet 
Into  a  velvet  jacket,  which  hath  seen 
Aleppo  twice,  is  known  to  the  great  Turk, 
Hath  'scapt  three  shipwrecks  to  be  left  off  to  thee. 
And  knows  the  way  to  Mexico  as  well  as  the  map  ? 
Bright,  This  jacket  surely  was  employ'd  in  find- 
ing 
The  north  east  passage  out,  or  die  same  jacket 
That  Coryat**  died  in. 
Pht.  Very  ^ooA. 
New.  In  Ovid 
There  is  not  such  a  metamorphosis 
As  thou  art  now.    To  be  turned  into  a  tree^ 
Or  some  handsome  beast,'is  courtly  to  this. 
But  for  thee,  Frank,  O  transmutation ! 
Of  satin  changed  to  kersey  hose  I  sing. 
'Slid,  his  shoes  shine  tbo.  ^ 

Bright.  They,  have  the  Gresham  dye. 
Dost  thou  not  dress  thyself  by  'em  ?  I  can  see 
My  face  in  them  hither. 
Plot.  Very  pleasant,  gentlemen. 
Bright.  And  faith,  for  how  many  years  art 

thou  bound  ? 
Plot.  Do  yon  take  me  for  a  *prentioe  ? 
New.  Why  then,  what  office 
Dost  thou  bear  in  the  parish  this  year  ?  Letfs  feel : 
No  batteries  in  thy  head,  to  signify 
Thwart  constable? 

Bright.  No  furious  jug  broke  on  it. 
In  the  kind's  name  ? 
Plot,  Did  you  contrive  this  scene 


'  fiadb*ag.— -This  was  a  wine  which  was  brought  from  Germany,  as  appears  fyopi  PiU<o-c«M«fiiila^ 
1635,  p.  48.    It  is  there  mentioned  along  with  IZAentsA. 

6  Coryat.-'See  Note  1 1  to  The  Ordinary. 

7  *Slidt  hi»  thoes  thine  too.— The  citizens  of  Charles  the  First's  time,  and  ^iljer,  were  ^s  famous  for 
^he  brightness  of  their  shoes,  as  some  particular  professions  at  present.  In  Effpfu  Man  in  hit  Humour^ 
A.  «  S.  I.  Kitcly  says, 

"  Whilst  they,  sir,  to  relieve  him  in  the  fable. 
Make  their  loose  comments  upon  every  word, 
CSesture,  or  look,  I  ose  ;  mock  me  all  over, 
From  my  flat  cap  wtfo  mythining  th9tt.'* 
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Bj  the  way,  gentlemen? 

New.  No ;  but  the  news 
Thou  sboaUi'st  turn  tradeaoian,  and  this  pagan 

dress, 
la  which  if  tboa  sbouldst  cUe^  thon  wonldst  be 

damn'd 
For  an  usurer,  is  comical  at  the  Temple. 
We  were  about  to  briog  in  such  a  fellow 
For  an  apostate,  in  our  antimasque. 
Set  one  to  keep  the  door^  provide  half-crown 

rooms, 
For  ru  set  bills  up  of  thee.    What  shall  I 
Give  thee  for  the  first  day  ? 
Btighi,  Aye,  or  second  ? 
For  thou'lt  endure  twice  or  thrice  coming  in. 
Plot.  Well,  my  conceited  Orient  friends^  bright 
offspring 
C  the  female  Ailk-worm^  and  tayk>r  male;  I*deny 

not 
But  yon  look  well  in  your  unpaid^or  glory ; 
That  in  these  colours  you  set  out  the  Strand, 
And  adorn  Fleet*street;  that  yon  may  laugh  at  me 
Poor  workiog-d^  o'  the  city,  like  two  festivals 
Escaped  out  of  the  Almanack. 

New,  Sirrah,  Bright, 
Didst  look  to  bear  such  language  beyond  Ludgate? 
Bright,  I  thought  all  wit  had  ended  at  Fleet- 
bridge: 
But  wit  that  goes  o*  the  score,  that  may  extend, 
IPt  be  a  courtier's  wit,  into  Chenpside. 

Flot,  Your  mercer  lives  there,  does  hel  I  war- 
rant ][on 
He  has  the  panence  of  a  buf  nt  beretio. 
The  very  fiiith  ^t  sold  to  you  th^se  tilks, 
And  thinks  you'll  pay  for  'env  is  strong^enongh 
To  save  the  mfidel  parto*  the  world,  or  Antichrist. 
Bright.  We  are  most  mechanically  abused* 
New,  Let's  tear  his  jacket  off. 
Bright.  A  match  !  take  that  side. 
Plot.  Hold,  hold. 

Bright.  How  frail  a  thing  old  velvet  is !,  it 
parts 
With  as  much  ease  and  willingness  as  two  cow- 
ards. [They  tear  off  his  jacket. 
New.  The  tend*rest  weed  that  ever  lelli  asun- 
der. 
Plot.  Ha*  you  your  wits?  Whafenean  you  f 
Bright.  Gov  put  on  ' 
One  of  thy  1  emple  suits,  and  aocompanyj  us, 
Or  else  thy  dimity  bHeeches  will' be  mortal.    > 
Plot.  You  will  not  strip  me,  will  you  ? 
New,  By  thy  visible  ears,  we  will. 
Bright,  By'this  two-handed  beaver,  which  is 
so  thin 
And  light,  a  butterfly^  wiiigspnt  lo*r  weoldmakei^ 
A  Mercury's  flying  hat,  and  soar  aloft. 

Pbt.  But  do  you  know  to  how  much  danger 
You  tempt  me  ?  Should  my  unclis  know  I  cumc^. 

Within  the  air  of  Fleet-street 

New,  Will  you  make 
Yourself  fit  for  a  coach  again,  and  conie 
Along  widi  us? 
Plot.  Well,  my  two  retolnte  frichds, 


You  shall  prevail.    But  whether  now  are  your 
Lewd  motions  bent  ? 

New.  We'll  dine  at  Rosedap's :  there 
We  shall  meet  Captain  Qoartbeld  and  his  poet ; 
They  shall  shew  us  another  fish. 

Bright.  But  by  the  way^  we  have  agreed  to  see 
A  lady,  yen  medianic 

Plot.  What  lady  ? 

New.  Hast  not  thou  beard  of  tbe  oew-ipnii^ 
kdy? 

Bright,  One 
That  keepS'faercoaehmaByfootboy,  woma»;  and 

spends 
A  thousano  pounds  a  year  by  wit 

Plot,  How!  wit? 

New.  That  is  her  patrimonjr,  sir.   lis  tboogb^ 
The  fortune  the  is  born  to^  will  not  bay 
A  bunch  of  turnips. 

Plot.  She  i»  no  gamester,  is  she  ?  Nor  carries 
false  dice  ? 

Bright,  No ;  but  has  a  tongue» 
Were't  in  a  lawyer^s  mouthy'  would  vatke  bim  boy 
Ail  young  heirs  near  him. 

Plot,  But  does  no  man  know  from wbencesiie 
came? 

Bright.  As  for  her  birth,  she  may 
Choose  her  own  pedigree;  it  bnnlniown 
Whether  she  be  descended  of  tome'ditch 
Or  ducbess. 

New,  She's  the  wonder  of  the  court. 
And  talk  o'  the  town. 

P/;^.  Her  name? 

New.  Anrelia. 

Plot.  Tve  heard  ^  her.    They  say  aba  does 
fight  duels, 
And  answers  challenges  in  wit. 

Bright.  She  has  been  thrice  in  tbe  field. 

Plot,  r  tbe  field? 

New,  Yes,  in  Spring  garden ; 
Has  conquer'd,  with  no  second  bat-berwomaiv 
A  puritan,  and  has  return'd  with  prizes. 

Plot.  And  no  drum  beat  before  her? 

New.  No,  nor  colours 
Flourisb'd.    She  has  made  a  vow  never  to  marry 
Till  she  be  won  by  stratagem. 

Plot.  I  long  to  see  her. 

Bright.  V  the  name  <tf  OaUdhall^  wtho  cornea 
here? 

SCENE  V. 

Enter  Timothy, 

Tim.  By  your  leave,  gentlemen. 

Plot.  Mr  Timothy ! 
•Welodinefrobi  the  new  world:  ilbokMyonBbould 
iM  piUt  tt»^Qgfi  h«ff  thc^  iiijgas  in  heaven  by  thin. 
And  ha'  corivbi^d  i^ith  the  dolpdthy.    What !  not 

gone 
To  sea  with  your  father  ? 

Tim,  No,  faith,  I  do  not  love 
To  go  to  sea;  it  makes  one  lousy,  lays  him 
In  wo9den<&heet8y  and  lands  him  a  preservattre 
AgaioH^-p^uo  I  besides,  my  mother  was 
10 
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AiVafd  to  ▼entareme. 

Flat.  Believ't,  she's  wise, 
Not  to  tnist  such  a  wit  to  a  thin  frail  bark, 
Where  you  had  sailed  within  three  inches  of 
Becoming  a  Jonas.    Besides  the  tossing,  to  have 
All  the  fierce  blust'ring  faces  iu  the  map 
Swell  more  tempestuously  upon  you  than 
Lawyers  preferr'd,  or  trumpeters.    And  whither 
Were  you  bound  now  ? 

2Im.  I  only  came  to  hare 
Your  judgment  of  my  suit. 

Flot,  Sorely  the  ti^lor 
Has  done  his  part 

Thn,  And  my  mother  has  done  her's ; 
For  she  has  paid  for^    I  never  durst  be  seen 
Before  my  father  out  of  duretta  and  serge : 
But  if  he  catch  me  in  such  paltry  stufis, 
To  make  me  look  like  one  that  lets  out  money. 
Let  him  say,  **  Timothy  was  born  a  fool.'' 
Before  he  went,  he  made  me  do  what  he  list : 
Now  he's  abroad,  111  do  what  I  list.    What 
Are  these  two  ?  Gentlemen  f 

Plot,  Yon  see  they  wear 
Their  heraldry. 

Tim,  But  I  mean,  can  liiey  roar, 
Beat  drawers,  play  at  dice,  and  court  their  mis- 
tress? 
I  mean  forthwith  to  get  a  mistress. 

Flot,  But 
&o#  conies  this,  Mr  Hmoth^ }  you  did  not 
Bise  such  a  gallant  this  morning. 

Tim,  All's  one  for  that, 
li^  mother  lost  her  maidenhead,  that  I 
M^ht  come  first  into  the  world :  and  by  God's  lid  | 
ril  bear  myself  like  the  elder  brother,  L 
D'you  think,  1*11  all  days  of  my  life  frequent 
Saint  Antlins,  like  iny  sister  ?  Gentlemen, 
I  covet  your  acquaintance. 
Bright.  Your  servant,  sir. 
New.  I  shall  be  proud  to  know  you. 
Tim.  Sir,  my  knowledge 
Is  not  much  worth.  I'm  born  to  a  small  fortune ; 
Soose  hundred  thousand  pound,  if  once  my  father 
Held  op  hit  handB  in  marble^  or  kneel'd  in  brass. 


What  areyou  ?  inns  of  court-men  ? 

New.  The  Catechism 
Were  false,  should  we  deny  it. 

Tim.  I  shall  shortly 
Be  one  myself;  I  learn  to  dance  already. 
And  wear  short  cloaks.    I  mean  in  your  next 

masque 
To  hare  a  part ;  I  shall  take  most  extremely. 
Bright.  You  will  inflame  the  ladies,  sir:  they'll 
strive 
Who  shall  most  privately  convey  jewels 
into  your  hand. 

New.  This  is  an  excellent  fellow  ! 
Whois't? 

Plot.  Rich  Seathrift's  son,  that's  gone  to  sea 
This  morning  with  my  uncle. 

Bright,  Is  this  he 
Whose  sister  thou  shouldst  marry  ?  The  wench 

th^  brings 
Ten  thousflR  pound. 

Plot.  My  uncle  would  fain  have  me. 
But  I  have  cast  her  o£ 
Bright.  Why? 
Plot.  Faith,  she's  handsome. 
And  had  a  good  wit;  but  her  school-mistress ' 
Hf|s  made  her  a  rank  Puritan. 

New,  Let's  take  him 
Along  with  us,  and  Captain  Qaartfteld  shall  show 
him. 
Pbt.  Twill  be  an  excellent  comedy;  9nd  after* 
wards 
I  have  a  project  on  him. 

Tim.  Gentlemen, 
Shall  we  dine  at  an  ordinary?  You 
Shall  enter  me  among  the  wits. 

Plot.  Sir,  I 
Will  but  shift  clothes,  then  well  associate  you. 
But  first  you  shall  with  us,  and  see  a  lady,' 
Rich  as  your  father's  chests  and  odd  boles,  and 
Fresh  as  Pygmalion's  mistress,  newly  wakened 
Out  of  her  alabaster. 

Tim.  Lead  on : 
I  long  to  see  a  lady,  and  to  ndute  her.  [Exeunt. 


ACT  IL 


SCENE  L 
AuRELiA,  Dorcas. 
Amt^  Why  we  shall  hav^  yon  get,  in  Ume,  tibc 
tur»> 
Up  of  your  eyes,  speak  in  the  nose,  draw  sight 
Off  an  ell  Ions,  and  rail  at  discipline* 
Would  I  could  hear  from  Baneswright !  Ere  111 

be  tortur'd 
With  your  predseness  thus,  I'll  get  dry  palms 
With  starching  and  put  on  my  smocks  myself. 
Dor.  Surely  you  may,  and  air  'em  too  i  there 
baveb^n 

VOL.  II. 


Very  devout  and  holy  women,  thi^  wore 
No  shift  at  all, 

Aur.  Such  saints  you  mean  as  wore 
Their  congregations,  and  swarm'd  with  Christian 

vermin. 
You'll  hold  clean  linen  heresy  ? 

Dor.  Surely,  yes. 
Clean  linen  in  a  surplice :  that  and  powders 
Do  bring  dry  summers,  make  the  sickness  rage. 
And  the  enemy  prevail.    It  was  revcaPd 
To  Mrs  Scruple  and  her  husband,  who 
Do  verily  ascribe  the  German  war. 
And  the  late  persecutions,  to  curling, 

3a 
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False  teeth,  aod  oil  of  talc .  * 

Aur,  Now  she  is  in, 
A  lecturer  will  sooner  hold  his  peace 
Than  she. 

Dor,  And  sorely,  as  master  Scruple  says 

Aur.  That  was  her  scbool-master.    One  that 
cools  a  feast 
With  his  long  grace,  and  sooner  eats  a  capon 
Than  blesses  it. 

Dor,  And  proves  it  very  well. 
Out  of  a  book  that  suffered  martyrdom  ' 
By  fire  in  Cheapside.  Since  amulets,  and  bracelets, 
And  love-lodu,  were  in  use,  the  price  of  sprats, 
Jerusalem  artichokes,  and  Holland  cheese. 
Is  very  much  increased ;  so  that  the  brethren. 
Botchers  I  mean,  and  such  poor  zealous  saints 
As  earn  five  groiOs  a  week  under  a  stall. 
By  sinipng  pMlms^  and  drawing  up  of  holes. 
Can't  live  in  their  vocation,  but  are  fain 
To  turn • 

Aur,  Old  breeches. 

Dor,  Surely,  teachers  and  prophets. 

SCENE  11. 
Enter  Baneswright. 

Aur.  Oh,  Mr  Baneswright,  are  you  come  !  my 
woman 
Was  in  her  preaching-fit ;  she  only  wanted 
A  table's  end. 

Bane,  Why,  what's  the  matter  ? 

Aur,  Never 
Poor  lady  had  so  much  unbred  holiness 
About  her.  person  :  I  am  never  drest 
Without  a  sermon ;  but  am  forced  to  prove 
The  lawfulness  of  curlin^irons,  before 
She'll  crisp  me  in  a  morning.    I  must  show 


Text  for  the  fashions  of  my  gowns..   Shell  ask 
Where  jewels  are  commanded  ?  or  what  lad  j 
r  the  primitive  times  wore  ropes  of  pearl  or  ru- 
bies? 
She  will  urge  councils  for  her  little  rufl^ 
Called  in  Northamptonshire ;  '^  and  her  whole 

service 
Is  a  mere  confutation  of  my  dothes. 

Bane,  Why,  madam,  I  assure  you,  time  hatk 
been. 
However  she  be  otherwise,  when  she  had 
A  good  quick  wit,  and  would  have  made  to  a 

lady 
A  serviceable  sinner. 

Aur.  She  can't  preserve 
The  ^ft  for  which  I  took  her ;  but,  as  though 
She  were  inspired  from  Ipswich, "  she  will  make 
The  Acts  and  Monuments  in  sweet-meats;  qoin- 

ces, 
Arraign'd  and  burnt  at  a  stake :  all  my  banquets 
Are  persecutions;  Dioclesian*s  days 
Are  brought  for  entertainment ;  and  we  eat 
martyrs. 
Bane,  Madam,  she  is  far  gone. 
Aur,  Nay,  sir,  she  is  a  Puritan  at  her  needle 

too. 
Bane.  Indeed  ! 

Aur,  She  works  religious  petticoats  :  '*   for 
flowers 
She'll  make  church-histories.     lier  needle  doth 
So  sanctify  my  cushionets !  Besides, 
My  smock-sleeves  have  such  hol^  embroideries. 
And  ore  so  learned,  that  I  fear,  in  time, 
All  my  apparel  will  be  quoted  by 
Some  pure  instructor.    Yesterday  I  went 
To  see  a  lady  that  has  a  parrot :  my  woman. 
While  I  was  in  discourse,  converted  the  fowl ; 


'  Oiloftalc,-^"  Talcy  in  natural  history,  Isashinini^,  squamous,  fissile  species  of  stone,  easily  separa- 
ble into  thin,  transparent  scales  or  leaves.**  Chambera'^s  Dictionary,  1 1  was  anciently  foumi  only  in  Spain, 
bat  since,  in  several  parts  of  Europe,  Asia,  and  Africa.  *'  Some  cbymisCs,*'  says  the  same  writer,  '<  and 
other  empirics,  have  held,  that  taU  might  be  used  for  many  important  purposes;  and  pretend  to  draw 
fW>m  it  tliat  precious  oil  so  much  boasted  of  by  the  ancients,  particulariy  the  Arabs,  called  Oii  of 
Tale;  which  is  supposed  a  wonderful  cosmetic,  and  preserver  of  the  complexion  :  bat  the  truth  b,  the 
word  tale^  among  them,  signified  no  more  than  an  equal  disposition  of  the  humours,  which  keeps  the 
body  in  good  temperament  and  perfect  health.  Sow,  as  nothing  contributes  more  than  health  to  the 
preserving  of  beauty,  this  has  given  occasion  to  the  chymists  to  search  thb  oil  of  Ulc^  which  is  to 
maintain  the  body  in  this  disposition,  and  to  engage  the  ladies  to  be  at  the  expense  of  the  search.*' 

*  Out  of  a  hooky  Ac— This  was  Prynne's  celebrated  work,  entitled  HittriomastriXf  &c.  which  was,  by 
the  sentence  of  the  Star  Chamber,  ordered  to  be  burnt. 

«°  CalUd  m  Northamptonshire  —The  county  in  which  the  celebrated  Robert  Browne  (who  may  be  es« 
teemed  the  head  of  the  Puritans)  was  beneficed,  and  afterwards  died  in  gaol,  at  a  very  advanced  age. 

"  She  were  inspired  from  Iptvic^.— Alluding  to  the  second  publication  for  which  Prynne  was  prose- 
cuted, and  sentenced  to  lose  the  remainder  of  his  ears.  It  was  entitled,  *<  The  News  from  Ipswich,  and 
the  Divine  Tragedy,  recording  Gods  fearftil  judgments  against  Sabbath-breakers  4to.  1636/* 

'^  She  works  religious  petticoats^  ^c— It  appears  to  have  been  the  custom  at  this  time,  to  work  religi- 

ous  and  other  stories,  in  different  parts  of  the  dress  then  worn. In  Beaumont  and  Fletcher's  Castom 

of  the  Country,  A.  2*  S.  1.  vol.  S.  p.  S3,  edition  1178,  Rutilio  says, 

**  Having  a  m'stress,  sure  you  should  not  be 
Without  a  neat  historical  skirt,'* 
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And  now  it  can  speak  noagfit  bat  Knox's  Works;  '^ 
So  there's  a  parrot  lost. 

Bane,  Faith,  madam,  she 
Was  earnest  to  come  to  you  :  had  I  known 
Her  mistress  had  so  bred  her,  I  would  first 
Have  preferred  her  to  New  England.  ^ 

Dor,  Surely,  sir, 
You  promised  roe,  when  you  did  take  my  money 
To  help  me  to  a  faithful  service,  a  lady 
That  would  be  saved ;  not  one  that  loves  profane, 
Unsanctified  fashions. 

Aur,  Fly  my  sight. 
Ton  goody  Hofman,  and  keep  your  chamber  till 
You  can  provide  yourself  some  cure,  or  I 
Will  forthwith  excommunicate  your  zeal, 
And  make  you  a  nlent  waiting-woman. 

Bane,  Mrs  Dorcas, 
If  you'll  be  usher  to  that  holy,  learned  woman. 
That  can  heal  broken  shins,  scald  heads,  and  the 

itch. 
Your  school-mistress;  that  can  expound,  and 

teaches 
To  knit  in  Chaldce,  and  work  Hebrew  samplers, 
1*11  help  you  back  again. 

Dor,  The  motion  sure  is  good, 
And  I  will  ponder  of  it, 

[Exit  Dorcas. 

Jur,  From  thy  zeal. 
The  fnuitic  ladies  judgments,  and  Histriomas- 

trix," 
Deliver  me !  this  was  of  your  preferring ; 
You  must  needs  help  me  to  another. 

Bane.  How 
Would  yon  desire  ber  qualified  ?  deformed. 
And  crooked?  like  some  ladies,  who  do  wear 
Their  women  like  black  patches,  to  sec  them  off? 

Aur.  I  need  no  foil,  nor  shall  I  think  I'm  white 
Only  between  two  moors ;  or  that  my  nose 
Stands  wron^  because  my  woman's  doth  stand 
right 

Bane.  But  you  would  have  her  secret,  able  to 
keep 
Strange  nghts  from  the  knowledge  of  your  knight, 

when  you 
Are  married,  madam,  of  a  quick-feigning  head  . 

Aur,  You  wrong  me,  Baneswright :  she  whom 
I  would  nave, 
Must  to  her  handsome  shape  have  virtue  too. 

Bane.  Well,  madatu,  I  shall  fit  yon.     I  do 
know 
A  cholerick  lady,  which,  within  these  thiee 

weeks, 
Has^  for  not  cutting  her  corot  well,  pot  off 


Three  women ;  and  is  now  About  to  part 
With  the  fourtb,  just  one  of  your  description. 
Nest  change  o'  the  moon,  or  weather,  when  her 

feet 
Do  ache  again,  I  do  believe  I  shall 
Pleasure  your  ladyship. 
Aur,  Expect  your  reward. 

[Exit  Baneswright. 

SCENE  IIL 
Enter  Bright,  Newcut,  Timotht,  Plotwell. 

7^  Ladyy  let  me  taste  the  elysium  of  your 
lips. 

Aur.  Why,  what  are  you  ?  You  will  not  leap 
me,  sir  ? 
Pray,  know  your  distance. 

Tim.  What  am  I,  sweet  lady? 
My  father  is  an  alderman's  fellow ;  and  I 
Hope  to  be  one  in  time. 

Aur,  Then,  sir,  in  time 
You  may  be  remembred  at  the  quenching  of 
Fired  houses,  when  the  bells  ring  backward,  by 
Your  name  upon  the  buckets. 

Tim.  Nay,  tliey  say 
You  have  a  good  wit,  lady,  and  I  can  find  it 
As  soon  as  another.    I  in  my  time  have  been 
Cy  the  university,  and  should  have  been  a  scholar. 

Aur,  By  the  size  of  your  wit,  sir,  had  you  kept 
To  that  profession,  I  can  foresee 
You  would  have  been  a  great  persecutor  of  Na- 
ture, 
And  great  consumer  of  rush  candles,  with 
As  small  success,  as  if  a  tortoise  should 
Day  and  night  practise  to  run  races.    leaving 
Contemplated  yourself  into  ill  looks, 
In  pity  to  so  much  affliction. 
You  might  ha'  past  for  learned ;  and  ^  may  be. 
If  you  had  fallen  out  with  the  Moses,  and 
Scap't  poetry,  you  mi{dit  have  risen  to  scarlet 

Tm.  Here's  a  raro  lady  with  all  my  heart.  Bif 
this 
Light,  gentlemen,  now  bave  I  no  mora  language 
Than  fi  dumb  parrot.  A  little  more,  shell  jeer  me 
Into  a  fellow  that  Imhis  upon  bis  toe 
In  ii  steeple*  and  strikes  onarters !  '^ 

Bright.  And  why  should  you 
Be  now  so  dainty  of  yoor  lips?  Verily, 
Thcnr  are  not  virgins ;  tkey  have  tasted  man. 

Aur.  And  may  again ;  but  then  FIl  be  secured 
For  the  sweet  air  o'  the  parties.    If  you 
Will  bring  it  me  confirmed  nnder  the  hands 
Of  four  sufficient  ladiesy  that  you  are; 


''  Kn»x^i  IToritf  .-^Sae  Note  04  to  The  Ordinary 
'*  New  EmgUmd^^^te  Note  105  to  The  Ordinary. 
"  HittriomaUrix. — Pry  one's  book,  mentioned  bdTore. 
'*  Into  aJeUow  that  tunu  upen  Ait  toe 
In  a  tteepUt  emd  etrikee  ^fiMinwv.— AUadlng  to  an  aatomatoa*  like  these  at  St 
street,     Seel<ote9QnShal(espef^'sJpfi|i{icAardni.edit«l7'l8,p.lIS.iol«7,    ^ 


St  Domtan's,  Fleet- 
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Clean  mCn,  yon  iMf  cimacse  kirn  my  wohhul 

New.  LeAf, 
Odr  Kps  ftre  Bnade  of  the  wmm  ekiy  that  y(raf»; 
And  liave  not  been  refused. 

Aur.  Tis  rigbt,  y«Mf  ftfe 
Two  iuns  of  conn-men. 

Bright,  Yes,  what  tlMlD  ? 

Jttr.  Knoim  ClaMers 
Through  all  the  town. 

Bright.  Gladden? 

Aur.  YeB^  catholic  lovers. 
From  country  madams  to  your  glover's  wife, 
Or  hMnkkets;  «v4il  sot  let  poop  getitlewomea  , 
Take  physic  quietly,  but  disturb  their  pills 
Frmn  «pcratien  with  yow  wnaugbt  vints ; 
Or,  if  they  be  employ 'd,  contrive  small  plots 
Below  stairs  with  the  chMnber«MMd 
Her  fragrant  breHth,  if^hich  five  yards  off  sakttts, 
At  four  dcflowets  i  rose,  at  tliree  kills  spiders. 

New.  What  dangerous  tnitJis  these  are ! 

Aur.  Ravish  a  lock 
From  the  ycHow  waiting* wo—w,  «ie  stratagems 
To  get  her  silifcr  whistle,  and  wagMay 
Her  pewder  knots  or  bodkiii. 

New.  Pretty,  pretty ! 

Bri^.  Yott  tAiik  yod  buve  abuttd  ns  now? 

Aur.  rU  sell  you : 
Had  I  in  all  the  worid  boC  forty  asark^ 
And  that  got  by  my  aeeiUe,  and  making  sodit; 
And  were  that  forty  asark  mil-sncpODCes» 
Spop-reyaU,  Harry-groatsi,  '^  or  eurh  odd  com 
Of  husbandry,  as  in  the  king's  reign  iv>w 
Would  never  pass,  I  wwikl  despise  you. 

New.  liady. 
Your  wit  will  make  ;foa  die  a  wttker'd  virgin. 

Bright.  Wo  shall  in  tiose,  wkon  your  moat  ty^ 
rant  tongue 
Halb  oMMb  this  hoaee  a  wiMoioew,  and  yoo 
As  unfroqoenled  as  a  atatesman  fallen ; 
Wheo  yoO  shall  quarrel  ««ith  your  face  and  glass 
Till  from  your'peocil  you  have  raised  new  chMs ; 
See  you  beg  suitors,  write  bills  o'er  your  door, 
**  Here  is  an  aacienf  lady  to  bo  let." 

New.  You  chink  yoo  are  handsome  now,  and 
that  yom  eyae 
Make  star-shooting,  and  dart  ? 

Aur.  T  may  be  I  do. 

New.  May  I  not  proeporv  if  I  faaivo  not  aoen 
A  better  face  in  signs,  or  gmgerbiead ! 

3^  Yes,  I  for  two*peooe  oft  have  boughtm 
better. 

Bright.  What  a  twoet  innocent  look  you  have ! 

Plot.  Fie,  gentkmoo, 
Abuse  a  harmless  lady  thus !  I  can't 
With  patience  hear  your  blasphemies.  Make  me 
Your  second,  madam. 

Tim.  And  make  me  your,  third. 


Aur.  O  prodigy,  to  1 
Why,  sir,  I  took  you  for  a  anOta  i*  tkm  I 
111  tell  the  faces. 

Tim.  GeoHenani,  do  I 
Look  like  OM  94  thorn  TAJJamsf 

Aur,  'TIS  So  ;  your  tee 
Is  missing  here,  sir;  pray  step  1 
And  fill  m  number.    You,  1  hope,  hove  mate 
Truth  in  yoo  than  to  filoh  ysorself  away, 
And  leave  mv  room  smfunnsfti'd. 

Plot.  Bv  this  light, 
She'll  send  for  a  constable  stnof^t,  and  appci»- 

bend  him 
For  thievery. 

Tim.  Why,  lady,  do  yoo  think  me 
Wrought  in  a  kxvm  ?  some  Docdi  piece  weav'd 
atMortlake? 

Amr.  Snrely  you  stood  so  simply,  like  a  nmsi 
Penning  of  recantations,  that  I  sospeoied 
Y'  had  oeen  a  part  of  the  monopoly. 
But  now  I  know  you  have  a  toogoe,  and  are 
A  very  man.  111  think  you  only  dull. 
And  pray  for  better  utterance. 

Plot.  Lady,  you  make 
Rash  judgment  of  him ;  be  was  only  struck 
With  admiration  of  your  beauty. 

Tim.  Truly,  and  so  I  was. 

Aur.  Then  you  can  wonder,  sir? 

Pkt.  Yes,  when  he  sees  sach  miracles  as  yott«. 

Aur.  And  love  me,  can't  you  ? 

Tim.  Love  yon !  by  this  band, 
I'd  love  a  doa  of  your  sweet  lodis;  I  am 
JSnamour'd  of  you,  lady. 

Aur.  Ha,  ba,  ha !  now  surely 
I  wonder  you  wear  not  a  cap ;  your  case 
Requires  warm  ihiois :  Fll  s!hm1  you  forth  a  can- 
^         die.       ^^  ^  [E:nt. 

Bright.  The  plagot  of  rotten  leeth,  wrmklea^ 
loudluags^ 
Be  with  you,  madam. 

7^  Had  I  now  pen  and  iak, 
If  I  were  urged,  I'd  fain  know  whether  I 
In  oonscioDce  ought  not  to  set  down  myself 
No  wiser  than  I  should  be  ? 

Pht.  Gentlemen,  how  like  yoo  her  wit? 

Tim.  Wit !  I  verily 
Believe  she  was  begotten  by  some  wit ; 
And  be  that  has  her,  may  begot  playk  on  her. 

Ntw.  Her  wit  had  need  be  good,  it  fioda  her 
house. 

aiNl.  Her  house !  'tit  able  to  find  the  courts 
if  she 
Be  diaiKe  to  all  this  wit,  I  do  not  think 
But  that  she  might  be  shown. 

Bright.  She  speaks  with  salt. 
And  has  a  pretty  scomfulness,  which  now 
Fve  seen,  I'm  satisfied. 


*7  Stmr^rmfoUy  Harnf'grom$.r^  In  the  third  year  of  James  the  Pint,  roso^al»(«p  nya/*)  of  gold,  wera 
celled  at  SOi.  apiece,  and  fpar-riob,  at  I5s^eath>    For  tfarrjf-frMtf^  seo^lMo  19  tO' Jle^f^tfiarj^ 
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New.  Come  then  awa?  to  Boseclap't. 
TUn.  Lead  oo,  let  us  aloe.    Tfiit  lady 
Huns  in  my  liead  still. 

Enter  a  FbotiiAV. 

Foot.  Sir,  my  lady  prays 
Yon  would  dismiss  your  company  ;  she  has 
Some  business  with  you. 

Flat.  Gentlemen/  walk  softly ;  III  overtake 
you. 

Bright.  Newcut,  'slight !  her  wit 
Is  come  to  private  meetings ! 

New.  Ay,  I  thought 
She  had  some  other  virtues.     Well,  make  haste, 
We'll  stay  without;   whea  thou  bast  done,  in- 
form us 
What  the  rate  is  ;^  if  she  be  reasonable, 
We'll  be  her  customers. 

Pbt*  You're  merry^sir. 

[Exeunt  Bright,  Newcut,  Tikothy. 

SCENE  IV. 
Enter  Aubelia. 

Flot,  Nay,  sister,  you  may  enter:  th^  are 
^ne. 
I  did  receive  your  ticket  this  morning.    What ! 
You  look  the  mine  should  run  still? 

Aun  O  you  are 
A  careful  brother,  to  put  me  on  a  course 
That  draws  the  eyes  o'the  town  upon  me,  and 

makes  me 
Discourse  for  ordinaries,  then  leave  me  in't. 
I  will  put  off  mV  ladyship,  and  return 
To  Mrs  Holland,  and  to  making  shirts 
And  bands  again. 

Flot.  I  hope  you  will  not 

Aur.  I  repent  I  leC^  the  Exchange. 

Flot.  Faith,  I  should  laugh 
To  see  you  there  again,  and  there  serve  out 


The  rest  of  your  indentures,  by  onnaging 
Your  needle  well,  and  making  nigWcaps  by 
A  chafin^ish  in  winter  mornings^  to  keep 
Your  fingers  pliant.  Ho^  rarely  'twould  become 

you 
To  run  over  all  your  shop  to  passengers 
In  a  fine  sale-tune ! 

Aur.  What  would  you  have  me  do  ? 
D'ye  think  I'm  the  Dutch  virgin,  that  could  live 
By  the  scent  of  flowers  ?  '^  or  that  my  fumily 
Are  descended  of  cameleons. 
And  can  be  kept  with  bit  I  Is  this  the  way 
To  get  n  husband ;  to  be  in  danger  to  be 
Shot  up  for  house-rent,  or  to  wear  a  gown 
Out  a  whole  fashioo,  or  the  same  jewels  twide  ? 
Shortly  my  neighbours  will  cotMoend  my  clothes 
For  lasting  well,  giv^  them  strange  darts>  and 

**  Since  your  last  gorget  and  the  biasing  star.'' 
Plot.  Pr*ythee  excuse  me,  sister,  I  can  now 
Rain  showers  of  silver  idto  thy  lap  again. 
My  uncle's  gone  to  sea,  and  has  left  me 
The  key  to  the  golden  fleece.  Thou  shalt  be  still 
A  madam.  Pen ;  and  to  maintain  thy  honotlr. 
And  to  new-dub  the^,  take  this.    But,  sister,  I 

IGivei  her  a  Purse* 
Expected  you  ere  this,  out  of  the  throng: 
Of  suitors  that  freqbent  you,  should  have  been 
Made  a  true  lady ;  not  one  in  type  or  show. 
I  fear  you  are  too  scornful,  kx>k  too  high* 

Aur.  Faith,  brother,  'tis  no  agQ  to  be  put  oflT 
With  empty  edncation;  few  will  make  jointures 
To  wit  or  good  parts.    I  may  die  a  virgm, 
When  some  old  widow,  which  at  every  cough 
Resigns  some  of  her  teeth,  and  every  night 
Puts  off  her  leg  as  duly  as  French  hood ; 
Scarce  wears  her  own  nose;  hath  no  eyes  but 

such 
As  she  first  bought  in  Broad-etreet ;  and  ei^ery 
morning 


'>  D>  think  Vm  the  Vutch  virgin  that  emOd  live 
By  the  scent  of  flowers  ?— The  follow  iog  seems  to  be  the  story  here  alladed  to  :  *<  Bat  the  strsi^t 
I  have  met  wM  in  CMs  kinde,  is  the  historie  of  Eve  I^'leigen,  out  of  the  Dutch  traosiatod  iat^  Bittlisb, 
and  prliited>at  LoiiAmi,  Aiioo'1#14  i  who  being  borne  at  Meun,  Is  said  to  have  taken  no  kind  of  soste- 
Donce  by  the  space  of  14  yeares  togklier ;  that  is,  frodi  the  yeere  of  her  age  i2  to  3%  and  from  the  yeare 
of  our  LoffA  UM  «»  161 1 ;  aid  tliif  We  have  canfirmtd  by  the  testimony  of  the  magistrate  of  the  towne 
of  Menrs,  as  also  by  the  minister,  w4io  made  tryall  of  her  in  his  house  thirteene  days  together,  by  all 
the  meancs  he  coo&d  devise^  but  could  detect  no  imposture.  Over  the  pictnre  of  this  maiden,  set  in  the 
front  of  the  Pack  copie,  slaad  these  Latia  versesi 

Menrsas  hsc  qaem  cemb  decies  ter  sexqne  pereglt 
Annos,  bis  septem  pronus  noo  vescitur  anais 
tiec  potat,  sic  sola  sedit,  sic  pallida  vitam 
Dncit,  et  exigui  se  oblectatfloribus  Aortt.*' 

Tfatts  readered  fa  the  English  copief 

This  maid'  of  Mews  thirty-six  yeares  speaf^ 
Foasteeae  of  whteh  she  taok  ao  BoarisluneDt  I 
Thes  pale  aad  waa  shee  sits,  sad  ant  alone, 
A  garden's  all  she  loves  to  looke  upon. 

HakewUVs  Jpohgie,  Foh  1635,  p.  440* 
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Is  put  together  Kke  some  instrament ; 
HanDg  full  coffiers,  shall  be  woo'd,  and  thought 
A  jputhfnl  bride. 

Plot,  Why,  sister,  will  you  like 
A  match  of  my  projection  ?  you  do  know 
How  ruinous  our  father's  fortunes  are. 
Before  he  broke,  you  know,  there  was  a  con* 

tract 
Between  you  and  young  Seathrif^.    What  if  I 
Make  it  a  wedding? 

Aur.  Marry  a  fool,  in  hope 
To  be  a  lady  Mayoress  ? 

Flot.  Why,  sister,  I 
Could  name  good  ladies  that  are  fain  to  find 
Wit  for  themselves  and  knights  too.- 

Aur*  I  have  heard 
Of  one,  whose  husband  was  so  meek,  to  be 
For  need  her  gentleman*usher ;  and,  while  she 
Made  visits  sbove  stairs,  would  patiently 
Find  himself  business  at  tre*trip  '^  i'  the  hall. 

Plot,  He's  only  city  bred,  one  month  of  your 
Sharp  conversation  will  refine  him ;  besides. 
How  long  will't  be  ere  your  dissembled  state 
Meet  such  another  offer  ? 

Aur,  Well,  brother,  you  shall  dispose  of  my 
afiections. 

Plot.  Then  some  time 
This  afternoon  Til  bring  him  hither:  do  vou 
Provide  the  priest;  your  dining-room  wHl  serve 
As  wel^as  the  churcn. 

Aur,  I  will  ezpea  yoo. 

[Exeunt  several  ways, 

SCENE  V. 

Enter  Captain  Quartfield  beating  Roseclap; 
Salewit  and  Millicent  labouring  to  part 
them. 

Quarts  Sirrah,  HI  beat  you  into  air. 
Hose,  Good  captain* 
Quart,  I  will,  by  Hector. 
Mne.  Murder,  murder,  help ! 
Quart.  You  needy,  shifting,  cozening,  break- 
ing slave. 
IHL  Nay,  Mr  Salewit,  help  to  part  'em. 
Sale,  Captain ! 

Quart.  Ask  me  for  money,  dog ! 
Rou.  Oh!  lamkiUed! 
JftT.  Help,  help ! 
Sale,  Nay,  captain. 
Quart,  Men  of  m^  coat  pay ! 
MiL  ni  call  in  neighbours.  Murder,  murder ! 


Quart,  Rascal, 
ini  make  you  trust,  and  ofifer  me  petitioot 
To  go  o'  the  score. 

Rose,  Good;  'tis  very  good. 

MiL  How  does  thy  head,  sweetheart  ? 

Rose.  Away,  be  quiet,  Millicent. 

Sale,  Roseclap,  youll  never  leave  this :  I  dii 
tell  you. 
Last  time  the  captain  beat  you,  what  a  lioQ 
He  is,  being  ask'd  for  reckonings. 

MiL  So  you  did. 
Indeed,  good  Mr  &dewit;  yet  you  most 
Ever  be  foolish,  husband. 

Sale,  What  if  we 
Do  owe  you  money,  nr;  is*t  fit  for  you 
To  ask  it? 

Rose,  Well,  sir,  there  is  law.    I  say 
No  more,  but  there  is  law. 

Quart*  What  law,  you  cur  ? 
The  law  of  nature,  custom,  arms,  and  nationi^ 
Frees  men  of  war  from  payments. 

Rose,  Yes,  your  arms,  captain ;  none  else. 

Quart,  No  soldiers  ought  to  pay. 

Sale.  Nor  poets ; 
All  void  of  money  are  privileged. 

MiL  What  would  you  have  ? 
Captains  and  poets,  Mr  Salewit  says, 
Must  never  pay. 

Sale,  No,  nor  be  ask'd  for  money. 

Rose,  Still,  I  say,  there  is  law. 

Quart.  Say  that  again. 
And,  by  Bellona,  I  will  cut  thy  throat 

MiL  Yon  long  to  see  your  brains  out 

Quart,  Why  you  mungrel, 
You  John  or  all  trades,  have  we  been  youf 

guests, 
Since  you  first  kept  a  tavern ;  when  yoa  had 
The  face  and  impudence  to  hang  a  bush 
Out  to  three  pints  of  claret,  two  of  sadc» 
In  all  the  world  ? 

Sale.  After  that,  when  you  broke. 
Did  we  here  find  you  out,  custom'd  your  house. 
And  help'd  away  your  victuals,  which  had  else 
Lain  mouldy  on  your  hands? 

Rose,  You  did  indeed, 
And  never  paid  for't    I  do  not  deny, 
But  you  have  been  my  customers   these  two 

years; 
My  jack  went  not,  nor  diimney  smoked  vritlH 

out  you. 
I  will  go  farther;  your  two  mouths  have  been 
Two  as  good  eating  mouths  as  need  to  come 


>'  TVe-ffijv,*— Or,  as  it  was  more  f^oeotly.  written,  trey-trip.  This  game  is  mentioned  very  frequently 
in  our  ancient  writm,  but  it  Is  by  no  means  clear  what  the  nature  of  it  was.  Mr  Stcevens  considers  it  as  a 
game  at  cards ;  and  Mr  Tyrwhitt,  as  a  game  at  tables.  In  opposition  to  both,  Mr  Hawkins  was  of  opinion^ 
that  it  was  the  same  play  which  is  now  called  ScoUh  Hop^  the  amusement  at  present  of  the  lower  claaa 
of  yoong  people.  In  support  of  this  idea,  the  above  passage  was  quoted  by  that  geoilemaiu  See  Notea 
w^Twelfth Night,  A»2.Q.b. 
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Withio  my  doors ;  at  curious  to  be  pleased  i 

As  if  yoa  still  had  eaten  with  ready  money ;        I 
Had  still  the  meats  in  season ;  still  drank  more 
Thflm  your  ordinary  came  to. 

Soie.  And  your  conscience  now 
Would  have  this  paid  for? 

Rose.  Surely,  so  I  take  it 

SaU.  Was  erer  the  like  heard  ? 

Quart.  *Tis  most  unreasonable ; 
He  has  a  hardened  conscience.    Sirrah,  cheater, 
You  would  be  question'd  for  your  reckoning, 
rogue. 

Rose.  Do  you  infonv. 

Quart.  I  hear  one  o'  the  sheriff 
Paid  for  the  boiling  of  a  carp  a  mark. 

Sale.  Most  unheard-of  exactions  ! 

Rose.  Yet  surely,  captain. 
No  man  had  cheaper  reckonings  than  yourself, 
And  Mr  Sale  wit  here. 

Quart*  How  cheap  } 

Rose.  I  say 
Ko  more,  good  captain;  not  to  pay  is  cheapo 
A  man  would  think. 

Quart.  Sir,  don*t  you  reckon  air, 
And  make  it  dear  to  breathe  in  your  house,  and 

put 
The  nose  to  chains  ? 

Rose.  Right,  perfumed  air,  captain. 

Quart.  Is  not  the  standing  of  the  salt  an  item, 
And  placing  of  the  bread? 

Rou,  A  new  way,  captain. 

Quart.  Is  not  the  folding  of  your  napkins 
brou^^t 
Into  the  bill  ? 

Rose.  Pinch*d  napkinsi^ captain,  aud  laid 
like  fishes,  fowls,  or  faces. 

Sale,  Then  remember 
How  you  rate  sallads,  Roseclap;  one  may  buy 
Gardens  as  cheap. 

Rote.  Yes,  MrSalewit, sallads 
Taken  from  Euclid,  made  in  diagrams^ 
And  to  be  eaten  in  figures. 

Quart.  And  we  must  pay  for  your  inventions, 
sir? 

Rose.  Or,  you  are  damu'd. 
Good  captain,  you  have  sworn  to  pay  this  twelve- 
month. 

Quart,  Peace !  you  loud,  bawling  cur ;  do  you 
disgrace  me 
Before  these  gallants?  See  if  I  don't  kill  you. 


SCENE  VL 
Enter  Bright,  Newcut,  Timotuy,  Plotwell. 

Bright.  Save  you,  Captam  Quartfield,  and  my 
brave  wit. 
My  man  of  Helicon ;  salute  this  gentleman. 
He  is  a  city  wit. 

New.  A  corporation  went  to  the  bringing  of 
him  forth. 

Quart.  1  embrace  him. 

Sale.  And  so  do  L 

Tim.  You  are  a  poet,  sir, 
And  can  make  verses,  I  hear  ? 

Sale.  Sir,  I  am 
A  servant  to  the  Muses. 

Tim.  1  have  made 
Some  speeches,  sir,  in  verse,  which  have  been  spoke 
By  a  green  Robin  Goodfellow  from  Ch^pnde 

conduit,**^ 
To  my  father's  compan;|r »  and  mean  this  afternoon 
To  make  an  epithaJamium  upon  my  wedding* 
A  lady  fell  in  love  with  me  tnis  morning : 
Ask  Mr  Francis  here. 

Plot.  'Heart,  you  spoil  all. 
Did  not  I  charge  you  to  be  silent? 

Tim.  That's  true; 
I  had  forgot.     You  are  a  captain,  sir  f 

Quart.  I  have  seen  service,  sir. 

Tim.  Captain,  I  love 
Men  of  the  sword  and  buff;  and  if  need  were^ 
I  can  roar  too ;  and  hope  to  swear  in  time. 
Do  you  see,  captain. 

Plot.  Nay,  captain,  we  have  brought  yoa 
A  geotleinan  of  valour,  who  has  been 
In  Moorfields  often :  marry,  it  has  been 
To  'squire  bis  sistenv  and  demolish  custards 
AtPimlica*' 

Quart.  Afore  me,  Mr  Plotwell, 
I  never  hop'd  to  see  you  in  silk  again. 

Sale.  I  look'd  the  next  Lord  Mayoi^s  day  to 
see  you  o*  the  livery. 
Or  one  o*  the  bachelor  whifBers.  ** 

Quart.  What  is  your  uncle  dead  ? 

Plot*  He  may  in  time :  he's  gone 
To  sea  this  morning,  captain ;  tmd  I  am  come 
Into  your  order  again.    But  hark  you,  captain. 
What  thiok  you  of  a  fish  now  ? 

Quart.  Mad  wags,  mad  wags. 

Bright.  By  Heaven,  it's  true:  here  we  have 
brought  one  with  us. 


^  J  grttn  Robin  Goodfellow /rom  Gheapslde  condoit. — AUadlQ|  to  the  quaint  speeches  anciently  de- 
livered by  fantastic  characters  daring  pageanU  and  processions,  such  as  that  of  the  Lord  Mayor,  those  at 
the  entry  of  foreign  princes,  &c.  The  speakers  were  usoally  placed  on  conduits^  market  crosses^  and  other 
elevated  situation*,    i^; 

^*  Ai  Pimliro.-^A  place  in  or  near  Ho|csdoo,  remarkable  for  selling  ale.  See  Pimt^,  or  Rume  Red 
cap^  \U  a  mad  wortd  at  Hogtdon.     B.  L.  4to,  I  (5(Kl. 

^^  Bachelor  vohlfflen. — :V  wblffler  Is  one  who  carries  a  flag  at  the  processions  on  Lord  Mayor's  day.  I 
believe  this  nanie  is  i^iven  to  a  otimber  of  children,  who,  in  Some  of  the  companies,  are  still  providcl  with 
•Diell  flags,  which  they  bear  on  those  ocr.iBioD5.  See  the  notes  of  Mr  Wharton  on  Othello^  A.  3.  8.  2»  and 
Mr  Stceveos  on  KJmg  tienrif  Vth,  A.  6.  Choms. 
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New.  Rich  Seathrii^f  son :  bc*ll  make  a  rare 
sea-monat^r. 

Quart.  And  shall's  be  merry,  iTaith  ? 

Bright.  Saiewk  shall  make  a  son^  upon  kirn. 

New,  And  Roseclap>  boy  shall  smg  it. 

Saie.  We  have  the  properties  of  the  last  fisb.*^ 

Qtiart.  And  if  I 
At  dinner  do  not  give  him  sea  enough. 
And  afterwards  if  I  and  Sale  wit  do  not 
Show  him  much  better  than  he  that  shows  the 

tombs. 
Let  me  be  tum*d  into  a  sword-fish  myself. 

Plot.  A  natural  change  for  a  captain !  How 
now,  Roseclap^ 
Pensive,  and  cursing  the  long  vacation  ? 
Thou  look'st  as  if  thou  meanest  to  break  shortly. 

Rou.  Ask  the  captun,  why  I  am  sad* 

Quart,  Faith,  gentlemen, 
I  disciplined  him  for  his  rudeness. 

Plot.  Why  these 
Are  judgments,  Roseclap,  for  dear  reckonings. 

J\m.  Art  thou  the  balf^rown  fellow  ot  the 
house? 

Boie.  Sir,  I  do  keep  the  ordinary. 

Tim.  Let's  have  wine  enough ; 
I  mean  to  drink  a  health  to  a  lady. 

Pbt.  Still 
Will  you  betn^  Tear  fortune  ?  One  of  them 
Will  go  and  tell  her  who  you  are,  and  spoil 
The  marriage. 

Ilm.  No, peace!  Gentlemen, if youll 
Go  in,  we'll  follow. 

Roie.  Please  you  enter,  dinner 
Shall  straight  be  set  upon  the  board. 

Bright.  We'll  expect  you.    Come,  gentlemen. 
[Exeunt  baioHT,  Newcut,  Salewit, 

QUARTFIELD,  aud  ROSLCLAP. 

21m.  But,  Mr  Francis,  was  that 
The  business  why  she  caU*d  you  back  ? 

Plot.  Believe  It; 
Your  mother's  smock  ^n*d  at  your  birth,  or  else 
You  wear  some  charm  about  yon; 

Tim.  Not  I,  trulr. 
*"*  Plot.  It  cannot  be  she  should  so  strancely  doat 
Upon  you  else.    'SKeht,  had  you  8tay*a,  I  think 
She  would  have  woo^d  von  henelf. 

Tifn.  Now  I  remember. 
One  read  my  fortune  once,  and  told  my  father 
That  I  shonld  match  a  lady. 

Plot.  How  thinp  fall  out ! 

Tim.  And  did  she  ask  you  who  I  was  ? 

Plot.  I  told  her  you  wese  a  yonng  knight 

^Hm.  Good. 

flot.  Scarce  come  to  the  years  of  your  discre- 
tionyet. 


Tim.  Good  still. 

Plot.  And  that  a  great  man 
Did  mean  to  beg  you— fbr  his  dauehter. 

Tim.  Most  rare :  this  afternoon^  the  time. 

Pht.  Faith,  she 
Looks  you  should  use  a  little  courtship  first; 
That  done,  let  me  alone  to  have  the  priest 
In  readiness. 

Thn.  But  were  I  not  best  ask  my  friends  con- 
sent f 

Plot,  How  !  Friends  consent  ?  that^s  fit 
For  none  but  farmers  sons  and  milkmaids.    Yon 

shall  not 
Debase  your  judgment.    She  take«  you  for  a  wit, 
And  yon  shall  match  her  like  one. 
'  Tim.  Then  I  will. 

Plot,  But  no  more  words  to  the  gallants. 

Tim.  Do  you  think  I  am  a  sieve,  and  cannot 
hold? 

Enter  Rossclap. 

Rou.  Gentlemen,  the  company  are  sate. 
Tim.  It  shall  be  your's. 

Plot.  Nay,  sir,  your  fortune  claims  precedency. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE  VU. 
Warehovsb,  Seathrift,  Ctpbse. 

Ware.  Fetched  abroad  by  two  gallants,  say  yon  ^ 

Cyph,  Yes,  sir, 
As  soon  as  you  were  gone ;  he  only  staid 
To  put  on  other  clothes. 

Sea.  You  say, my  son  went  widi  'em  too? 

Cyph.  Yes,  sir. 

Ware.  And  whither  went  they  ? 

Cyph,  I  follow'd  'em  to  Roseclap's  ordinaiy. 

Ware.  And  there  you  left  'em  ? 

Cyph,  Yes,  sir,  Just  before 
I  saw  some  captams  enter. 

Sea.  Well,  I  give 
My  son  for  lost,  undone  past  hope. 

Ware.  There  is 
No  more  but  this ;  well  thither  straight :  yon. 

Cypher^ 
Have  your  mstructions. 

Cyph,  Sir,  let  me  alone 
To  nuike  the  story  doleful. 

Ware,  Go  make  you  ready  tlien. 

[Exit  Ctphek. 
Now,  Mr  Seathrift,  you  may  see,  what  these 
Young  men  would  do,  left  to  themselves. 

Sea,  My  son  shall^know  he  has  a  sister. 

Ware.  And  my  nephew. 
That  once  he  had  an  uncle.    To  leave  land 
Unto  an  nnthrifl,  is  to  build  on  sand.    [Exeunt* 


*»  We  have  the  propertm  of  the  kstfith*—^^  N^  24,  p.  377. 
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SCENE  I. 
Briobt,  NewctTT,  Plotwell,  Roseclap,  hang" 
ing  out  the  picture  efa  ttrangeJUh.*^ 
Bright.  Tore  Jo?c,  the  captain  fox'd  *'  him 

rarely. 
Koie.  O,  sir, 
He  is  used  to  it :  this  is  the  fifth  fish  now 
That  he  hath  shewn  thus.    One  got  liim  twenty 
pound. 
I^ew,  How,  RoMcIap  ? 
Rose,  Why,  the  capudn  kept  him^  sir» 
A  whole  weeik  drunk,  and  shewed  him  twice  a  day. 
New.  It  could  not  be  like  this. 
Rote.  Faith,  I  do  grant 
This  is  tlie  strangest  fish.    Yon  I  have  hung 
His  other  picture  in  the  fields,  where  some 
Say  'tis  an  overgrown  porpoise ;  others  say, 
Tis  the  fish  caught  in  Cheshire ;  one,  to  whom 
The  rest  agree,  said  'twas  a  mermaid. 

Plot.  'Sfight, 
Roseciap  shall  have  a  patent  of  him.    The  birds 
Brought  from  Pern,  the  hairy  wench,  ^  the  camel, 
The  elephant,  dromedaries,  or  Windsor  castle. 
The  woman  with  dead  flesh,  or  she  that  washes. 
Threads,  needles,  writes,  dresses  her  children, 

plays 
O*  the  virginals  with  her  feet,  could  never  draw 
People  like  this. 

New.  O,  tliat  his  father  were 
At  home  to  see  him ! 

Plot.  Or  his  mother  come, 
Who  follows  strange  sights  out  of  town,  and  went 
To  Brentford  to  a  motion. 

Bright.  Bid  the  captain  hasten. 
Or  he'll  recover,  and  spoil  all. 
Rote.  They're  here ! 

SCENEIL 

Enter  Quartfibld  aniSAiEWiT,  drett  like  two 
Trunmeitrt,  keeping  thedoor:  JMrt Seathrift 
and  Mn  Holland,  with  a  'prentice  brfere'em^ 
a$  comen-in. 

Quart.  Bear  hack  there ! 

Sale.  Pray  you,  do  not  press  so  hard. 

Quart.  Make  room  for  the  two  gentlewomen. 

MrtSea.  Whatis't? 

Sale.  Twelve  pence  apiece. 

HoL  We  will  not  give't. 


Quart.  Make  room  for  them  that  will  then. 
Plot.  O  fortune,  here's  his  mother  ! 
Bright.  And  who's  the  other? 
Plot.  One  Mrs  Holland,  the 
Great  seamstress  on  the  Exchange. 

HoL  We  gave  but  a  groat 
To  see  the  last  fish. 

Quart.  Gentlewoman,  that 
Was  but  an  Irish  storRCan. 

Sale.  This  came  from  . 

The  Indies,  and  eats  five  crowns  a  day  m  try, 
OE-liver%  and  brown  paste. 

Mrs  Sea.  Wet!,  there's  three  shilling?: 
Pray  let  us  have  good  places  now. 
Quart.  Bear  back  there ! 
HoL  Look,  Mrs  Scathrifk,  here  be  gentlemen. 
Sure  'tis  a  rare  fish, 

Mrs  Sea.  I  know  one  of  'em. 
HoL  And  so  do  I ;  his  sister  was  my  'prentice. 
Mrs  Sea.  Let's  take  acquaintance  with  him. 
Pbt.  Mrs  Seathrift, 
Hath  the  sight  drawn  yon  hither? 
Mrs  Sea.  Yes,  sir,  I  , 

And  Mrs  Holland  here,  my  gossip,  pass  d 
This  way,  and  so  call'd  in.    Pray,  Mr  Plotweil, 
Is  not  my  son  here  ?  I  was  told  be  went 
With  you  this  morning. 
Plot.  You  shall  see  him  straight. 
HoL  When  will  th^sh  begin,  sir? 
Bright.  'Heart,  shaJhakcs  him  a  piippct  pliqr  • 
Plot.  Why,  now,  they  only  «t«y 
For  company,  't  has  sounded  twice. 
Mrs  Sea.  Indeed  ^ 

I  long  to  sec  this  fish :  I  Wonder  whether 
They  will  cut  up  his  belly ;  they  say  a  tench 
Will  make  him  whole  acain.  u   k.«i 

HoL  Look,  Mrs  Seathrift,  what  claws  he  has . 
Mrs  Sea.  For  all  the  world  like  crabs. 
HoL  Nay,  mark  his  feet  too 
Mrs  Sea.  For  all  the  worW  hke  plake. 
Bright.  Was  ever  better  «port  heard  f 
New.  Pr'ythcc,  peace.  ,  ^.     , 

HoL  Pray,  can  you  read  that?  Sir,  I  ^rrant 
That  tells  where  tt  was  caught,  and  what  fish  tis. 

Plot.  Within  this  place  is  te  he  ueen 
A  wondrous  fish.    Godsave-^the  Queen. 

HoL  Amen !  she  b  my  ctistomer,  aa#  i 
Have  wld  her  booelace  often. 
I      Bright.  Why  the  Queen  ?  '  Hs  writ  the  Kiig. 
Plot-  That  was  to  make  the  rh»m«. 


*♦  J  strangeM'-^r  Steevens  observes,  (note  to  TAe  T.mpese,  A.9  f' ^'^./'^/J^^^^ 
common  to  wlfibit  «ibes,  either  real  or  imaginary,  in  this  manner  ;  and  ^^^»^ j^^PJ^^J^^^^^  m 

of  Stationers  Hall,  that  in  16(M  was  published  "  A  strange  rc^ortc  of  a  monstrous  jiiA.  tnai  appc» 
the  form  of  a  woman  from  her  waist  opward,  secne  in  the  sea. 
*5  JCVtt'd  ^Made  him  drank,  or  intoxicated  h'nn.  . ,     „,   ^      .     -,,  -  „    «..  -^^  tg  to  The  Oriinarsi 
»•  ST  A«r»aH»icA.-.ProbaWy  the  same  mentioned  by  Sir  KcnetmDI^y.  Seemrte  l??toi«fvrai     9. 
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Bright.  'Slid,  thou  did'st  read  it  as^twere  some 
picture  of 
An  Elizabeth-fish. 

Quart.  Bear  back  there ! 
'Sale.  Make  room,  you 
Friend,  that  were  going  to  cut  a  purse  there ! 

make 
Way,  for  the  two  old  gentlemen  to  pass. 

Enter  Warehouse  an<2S£ATH rift,  diiguised. 

Ware.  What  must  we  give  ? 

Quart.  We  uke  a  shilling,  sir. 

Sate.  It  is  no  less. 

Sea.  Pray  God  yoiir  fish  be  worth  it. 
What  is't,  a  whale,  you  take  so  dear  ? 

Quart.  It  is  a  fish  taken  in  the  Indies. 

Ware.  Pray  dbpatch  then,  and  sbow't  us  quick- 
ly- 

Sale.  Pray  forbear,  you*d  have  your  head  broke, 
cobler. 

Ware.  Yonder  is  my  nephew,  in  his  old  gal- 
lantry. 

Sea.  Who's  there  too?  my  wife, 
And  Mrs  Holland  ^  Nay,  I  look'd  for  them. 
But  Where's  my  wise  son? 

Ware.  Mass,  I  see  not  him. 

Quart.  Keep  out,  sir. 

Sale.  Waterman,  you  must  not  enter. 

[Cypher  presses  in  Uke  a  Waterman, 

Quart.  Inis  is  no  place  for  scullers. 

Cypk.  I  must  needs  speak 
With  one  Mr  Plotwell— 

Quart.  You  must  stay. 

Sale.  Thrust  him  out.      [ITiey  thrust  him  out. 

Cyph.  And  one  Mr  Seathrift, 
On  urgent  business. 

Sale.  They  are  yet  employ*d 
In  weightier  afiairs.    Mdce  fast  the  door. 

Quart.  There  shall  no  more  come  in.    Come 
in,  boy. 

Sea.  Don't  they  speak  as  if  my  son  were  in  the 
room? 

Ware.  Yes,  pray  observe  and  mark  them. 

Quart.  Gentlemen, 
And  gentlewomen,  Vou  now  shall  see  a  sight, 
Europe  never  shewM  the  like ;  behold  this  fish ! 

[Draws  a  curtain ;  behind  it,  Timothy  asleep 
like  a  strange  Fish. 

Hoi.  O  strauge,  look  how  it  sleeps  ? 

Bright.  Just  like  a  salmon  upon  a  stall  in 
Fish-street. 

Mrs  Sea.  How  it  snorts  too !  just  h*ke  my  hus- 
band. 

Ware.  Tis  very  like  a  man. 

Sea.  *T  has  sucn  a  nose  and  eyes. 

Sale.  Why,  'tis  a  roan  fisli ; 


An  ocean  centaur,  begot  between  a  Siren 
And  a  he  stock-fish. 

Sea.  Prav,  where  took  ye  him  ? 

Quart.  We  took  him  strangely  in  the  lodiei^ 
near 
The  mouth  of  Rio  de  la  Plata,  asleep 
Upon  the  shore  just  as  you  see  him  now. 

Hoi.  How  say  ye  ?  asleep ! 

Ware.  How !  would  he  conne  to  land  ? 

Sea.  Tis  strange  a  fish  should  leave  his  de* 
ment! 

Quart.  Ask  him  what  things  the  country  told  as« 

Sale.  You 
Will  scarce  believe  it  now.    This  fish  would  walk 

you 
Two  or  three  mile  o*  the  shore  sometimes ;  break 

houses, 
Ravibb  a  naked  wench  or  two,  (for  there 
Women  gp  naked)  then  run  to  sea  again. 

Quart.  The  country  has  been  laid,  and  war- 
rants granted  to  apprehend  him. 

Ware.  I  do  suspect  these  fellows ; 
They  lye  as  if  they  had  patent  for  it. 

Sea.  The  company. 
Should  every  one  believe  his  part,  would  scarce 
Have  faith  enough  among  us. 

Ware.  Mark  again. 

Sale.  The  states  of  Holland  would  have  bought 
him  of  us,  out  of  a  great  design. 

Sea.  Indeed  f 

Sale.  They  ofier'd  a  thousand  dollars. 

Quart.  You  cannot  enter  yet.       [Some  knock. 

Ware.  Indeed  !  so  much)  pray,  what  to  do? 

Sale.  Why,  sir, 
The^  were  in  hope,  in  time,  to  make  this  fish 
Of  faction  'gainst  the  Spaniard,  and  do  scrvico 
Unto  the  state. 

Sea.  As  huw  ? 

Sale.  Why,  sir,  next  plate-fleet 
To  dive,  bore  holes  i'  the  bottom  nf  tbeir  sbijpfl, 
And  sink  them  :  you  must  think  tt-ftsh  tike  this 
May  be  taught  Machiavel,  and  made  a  state-fish* 

Plot,  As  dogs  are  taught  to  fetch. 

New.  Or  elephants  to  dance  on  ropes. 

Bright.  And,  pray,  what  honour  would 
The  states  have  given  him  for  the  service  ? 

Quart.  That,  sir,  is  uncertain. 

Sale.  Ha'  made  him  some  sea-count;  or't  maj 
be  admiral. 

Flat.  Then,  sir,  in  time, 
Dutch  authors  that  writ  Mare  Liberum,^'' 
Might  dedicate  their  books  to  him  ? 

Sale.  Yes,  being 
A  fish  advanced  and  of  great  place.    Sing,  boy ! 
You  now  shall  hear  a  song  upon  him. 

Bright.  Listen. 


'7  Dutch  authors  that  writ  Marc  LIbcnim.— «fare  Libcrum  was  the  tiUc  of  a  book  written  by  the 
celebrated  Grotius,  to  prove  that  the  sea  was  free  to  every  nation,  in  opposition  to  those  who  wished 
locirrumirribe  the  Dutch  trade.  It  was  printed  in  J609  j  and,  among  other  answers  which  appeared 
to  It,  was  one  by  Selden,  which  he  entitled  Afore  Clau$um» 
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New.  Do  they  not  act  it  rarely  ? 

Piot.  If 'twere  their  trade,  they  could  not  do 
it  better. 

Sea.  Hear  you  that,  sir  ? 

Ware.  Still  I  suspect. 

Hoi.  I  warrant  you,  this  fish 
Will  shortly  be  in  a  ballad. 

Sale.  Begin,  boy. 

Song. 

We  thaw  no  monstrous  crocodile, 
Nor  any  prodigy  of  Nile ; 
No  Remora  that  stops  your  fleet '^^ 
lAke  sergeants^  gallants  in  the  street; 
No  sea-horu  which  can  trot  or  pace. 
Or  swim  false  gallop^  postf  or  race  ; 
For  crooked  dolphins  we  not  care. 
Though  on  their  back  a  fiddler  were  ; 
The  like  to  thisfish^  which  we  shew. 
Was  ne*er  in  Fish  street,  old  or  new  ; 
Nor  ever  served  to  the  sheriff's  board. 
Or  kept  in  souse  for  the  Mayor  Lord, 
Had  old  astronomers  but  seen 
This  fi*h,  none  else  in  heaven  had  been. 

Hoi.  The  song  has  waken*d  him :  look,  he  stirs ! 

Tim.  Oh,  captain,  pox— take— you — captain. 

Mrs.  Sea.  Hark,  he  speaks ! 

Tim.  Oh— my — stomach — 

Ware.  How's  this? 

Sea.  I'll  pawn  my  life,  this  is  imposture. 

Tim.  Oh— oh— 

Plot.  'Heart,  the  captain  did  not  give  him  his 
full  load. 

Ware.  Can  your  fish 
Speak,  friends  ?  the  proverb  says  they're  mute. 

Quart.  I'll  tell  you, 
You  will  admire  how  docile  he  is,  and  how 
He'll  imitate  a  man ;  tell  him  your  name, 
He  will  repeat  it  after  you ;  he  has  heard  me 
Call'd  captain,  and  my  fellow  curse  sometimes ; 
And  now    you  heard  him  say,    pox-take-you, 
captain. 

Sale.  And  yesterday,  I  but  complain'd  my 
stomach 
Was  over-charged,  and  how  he  minds  it ! 

New.  Strange! 

Bright.  Ay,  is  it  not? 

Plot.  The  towardness  of  a  fish ! 

Sale.  Would  you  think,  when  we  caught  him, 
he  should  speak,  Drake,  Drake.  ^' 

Bright.  And  did  he? 

Quart.  Yes,  and  Hawkins ; '° 
A  sign  he  was  a  fish  that  swam  there,  when 
These  two  compass*d  the  world. 


New,  How    should  he  learn   their   names,  I 
wonder  ? 

Sale.  From  the  sailors. 

New.  That  may  be. 

Quart.  He'll  call  for  drink,  like  me,  or  any 
thing 
He  lacks. 

Twi.  O  Gad,  my  head — 

Quart.  D'  you  hear  him  ? 

Tim.  Oh,  hostess,  a  bason-* 

Plot.  'Slid,  he*ll  spew. 

Bright.  No  matter. 

Quart,    Nay,  I  have  seen  him  fox'd,  and  then 
maintain 
A  drunken  dialogue. 

Hoi.  Lord,  how  I  long 
To  hear  a  little !  pray  try  him  with  some  questions 
Will  you,  my  friend  ? 

Quart.  Sometimes  he  will  be  sullen, 
And  make  no  answers. 

Sale.  That  is,  when  he's  anger'd, 
Or  kept  from  drink  lon^. 

Quart.  But  I'll  try  him. 

Mrs,  Sea.  To  see  what  creatures  may  be 
brought  to ! 

Quart.  Tim,  you  are  drunk. 

Tutt.  Plague  take  you,  captain.    Oh-*Lord, 
you  made  me— 

Sea,  S'death,  my  son's  name !  Tim,  do  you  call 
him? 

Sale.  He'll  answer  to  no  name  but  that. 

Quart,  And,  Tim,  what  think  you  of  a  wench 
now? 

Tim.  Oh,  I'm  sick ;  where  is  she  ?  oh— 

Sea,  I'll  lay  my  life,  this  fish  is  some  confe* 
derate  mgue. 

Quart.  I  drink  to  you,  Timothy,  in  sack. 

Tim.  Oh,  oh ! 

Quart.  A  health,  Tim. 

Tim.  I  can  drink  no  more,— oh  ! 

Sale.  What,  not  pledge  your  nyst^ress ! 

Tim.  Oh,  let  me  alone. 

Sale.  He  is  not  in  the  mood  now : 
Sometimes  you*d  wonder  at  hin[i. 

Quart.  He  is  tired 
With  talking  all  this  day.    That,  and  the  heat 
Of  company  about  him,  dull  hhn. 

Ware.  Surely, 
My  friends,  it  is  to  me  a  miracle. 
To  hear  a  fish  speak  thus. 

Quart.  So,  sirs,  'c  has  been  to  thousands  more. 

Sale.  Come  now  next  Michaelmas, 
'Tis  five  year  we  have  shewn  him  in  most  courts 
I  In  Christendom ;  and  you  will  not  believe, 


*»  No  lUniora  that  stops  your/ee*.— The  echineis,  a  fish  which,  by  adhcrmg  to  the  bottoms  of  ships,  wai 
supposed  to  retard  their  course.    So  Lucan,  Lib.  vi.  v.  67 

(i^.puppiai  retlneos,  Euro  te  rudeotes 
In  mediis  echineis  aquis."  S. 

^  Drake,  Drake — Sir  Francis  Drakei  .      .         *^  „,,    .    .u    u^^w 

3°  Hawkins There  were  two  of  that  name,  father  and  son,  in  the  time  of  Queen  ElUabcth,  h9JW 

eminent  q^vigators.    See  their  lives  in  Biograghia  Britamica,  * 
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How  with  mere  trevelUne  and  obserration 
He  bax  improved  himself,  and  brought  away 
The  laaguage  of  the  country. - 

Sea,  May  not  I  ask  him  some  questions  f 
Quart.  Sir,  you  may,  but  he 
Will  answer  none  but  one  of  us. 
Mrs,  Sea.  He's  used,  and  knows  their  voices. 

[Knockinf[  at  Door. 
Sale,  He  is  so,  mistress.  Now  we'll  open  door. 
Ware.  Well,  my  belief  doth  tell  me, 
There  is  a  mist  before  our  eyes. 

Mrs  Sea.  1  mar'l  my  wise  son  miis'd  this  show. 
Quart.  Good  people,  we 
Do  show  no  more  to-day ;  if  you  desire 

[They  draw  the  Curtain  before  him. 
To  see,  come  to  us  in  King's  street  ti>-roorrow. 
Hoi.  Come,  gossip,  let  us  go,  the  fish  is  done. 
Mrs  Sea.  By  3^oor  leave,  gentlemen.    Truly, 
'tis  a  dainty  fish. 
[Exeunt  Mrs  Seathetft,  Mrs  Hollahd, 
and  *Frenticc. 

SCENE  ni. 

Ent0r  Ctpbck,  like  a  Waterman; 

Cvph.  Pray,  which  is  Mr  Plotwell  ? 
Flot.  Im  he,  friend,  what  is  your  business? 
Cyph.  Sir,  1  should  speak. 
With  young  MrSeathrift  too. 

Plot.  Sir,  at  this  time, 
Although  no  crab  like  you,  to  swim  backward,  he 

is 
Of  your  element. 

Cyph.  Upon  the  water  ? 
Plot,  No, 
But  something  that  lives  in^t    If  you  but  stay 
Till  he  have  slept  himself  a  land-creature,  you 

may 
Chance  see  him  come  ashore  here; 

Ihn.  Oh— my  head— 
Oh — Captains-Mr  Frands — Captain— Oh-* 
Plot.  That  is  hb  voice,  sir. 
Sea.  Death  o'  my  soul  I  my  son ! 
Cyph.  He  is  in  drink,  sir,  is  he  ? 
Pht.  Surely,  friend,  you  are  a  witch ;  he  is  so. 
Cyph.  Then  I  must  tell  the  news  to  you ;  'tis 

sad. 
Plot.  I'll  hear\  as  sadly. 
Cvph.  Your  uncle,  sir,  and  Mr  Seathrif^,  arc 
Both  drown'd,  some  eight  miles  below  Greenwich. 
Plot.  Drown'd ! 

Cyph.  They  went  i*tbe  til^boat,  «r,  and  I  waa 
one 
O^  the  oars  that  rowed 'em  :  a  coal-ship  did  o'er- 

ran  us; 
I  'scaped  by  swimming;  the  two  old  gentlemen 
Took  hold  of  one  another,  and  sunk  together. 
Bright.  How  sQme  men's  prayers  are  heard ! 
We  did  invoke 
The  sea  this  morning,  and  see  the  Thames  has 
took  'em. 


Plot.  It  caimot  be ;  soch  good  news,  geDtleiiien 
Cannot  be  true. 

Ware.  Tis  very  certain,  sir. 
'Twas  talk'd  upon  the  Exchange. 

Sea.  We  heard  it  too 
In  Paul's  now  as  we  came. 

Plot,  There,  friend,  there  is 
A  fare  for  you ;  I'm  glad  you  'scaped  I  bad 
Not  known  the  news  so  soon  else. 

[Gives  him  Money. 
Cyph.  Sir,  excuse  me. 

Plot,  Sir,  it  is  consdence ;  I  do  believe  you 
might 
Sue  nae  in  chancery. 

Cyph.  Sir,  you  show  the  virtues  of  an  bdr. 
Ware,  Are  you  rich  Warehouse's  heir,  sir? 
Plot.  Yes,  sir,  his  transitory  pelf. 
And  some  twelve  hundred  pound  a  year  in  earth. 
Is  cast  on  me.  Captain,  the  hour  is  come, 
You  shall  no  more  drink  ale,  of  which  one  draught 
Makes  cowards,  and  spoils  valour ;  nor  take  off 
Your  moderate  quart-glass,    I  intend  to  have 
A  musket  for  you,  or  glass-cannon,  w  ith 
A  most  capacious  barrel,  which  well  charge 
And  discharge  with  the  rich  valiant  grape 
Of  my  uncle's  cellar:  ever?  charge  sfiall  fir« 
I'he  glass,  and  bum  iiself  i  the  fiUiag,  aud  look 
Like  a  piece  going  o£ 

Quart.  I  shall  be  glad 
To  give  thanks  for  you,  sir,  in  pottW^draoghts^ 
And  ifaail  love  Scotch-coal  for  this  wreck  the 

better. 
As  long  as  1  know  fueL 

Plot.  Then  my  poet 
No  longer  shall  write  catches,  or  ehin  sonnets, 
Nor  preach  in  verse,  as  if  he  were  suborn'd 
By  him  that  wrote  the  Wbip,^'  to  pen  leao  acts. 
And  so  to  overthrow  the  stage  for  want 
Of  salt  or  wit    Nor  shall  he  need  torment 
Or  persecute  his  muse;  but  I  will  be 
His  God  of  wine  t'inN>ire  him.    He  shall  no  more 
Converse ■  with  the  five-yard  butler;  wb«,   like 

thunder, 
Can  turn  beer  with  hie  voice,  and  roar  it  sour; 
But  shall  come  forth  a  Sophodes,  and  write 
Things  for  the  buskin.    Instead  of  Pegasua, 
To  strike  a  spring  with*s  hoof,  we'll  have  a  steed 
Which  shall  but  touch  a  but^  and  atraigbt  shall 

flow 
A  purer,  higher,  wealthier  Helicon. 

Sale.  Frank,  thou  shalt  be  my  Pboebus.    Mj 
next  poem 
Shall  be  thy  uncle's  tragedy,  or  the  life 
And  death  of  two  rich  merchants. 

Plot.  Gentlemen, 
And  now  i'faith  what  think  you  of  the  fish  ? 
Ware.  Why  as  we  bught,  sir,  strangely. 
Bright.  But  d'  you  think  it  is  a  very  fisli  ? 
Sale.  Yes. 
Nem,  Tis  a  n\an. 


''  By  him  thai  wrote  the  Whip.'^PrynBie  and  his  ffittrinnmtriXf  so  often  noticed  In  thli  p^y. 
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Fht>  Tbif  viUtant  captain,  and  this  man  of  wit. 
First  fox'd  him,  then  transform'd  him.    We  will 

wak6  him. 
And  tell  him  the  news.    Ho,  Mr  Timothy ! 

TuM,  Plague  take  you,  captain. 

Plot.  What  does  your  saiik  work  still  f 

Tun.  Where  am  I? 

Plot.  Come,  you've  klept  enough. 

Bright.  Mr  Timothy ! 
How  in  the  name  of  fresb-cod  came  yoo  changed 
Into  a  sea-calf  thus? 

New.  'Slight,  sir,  here  be 
Two  fishmongers  to  buy  yoo :  beat  the  price, 
Now  f  are  awake,  yourself, 

Tim.  How's  this  ?  my  hands 
Transmuted  into  claws  ?  my  feet  made  flounders? 
Arrayed  in  fins  and  scales?  are  not  you 
Ashamed  to  make  me  such  a  monster  ?  pray 
Help  to  undress  me. 

Pht.  We  have  rare  news  for  you. 

Tim.  No  letter  from  the  lady,  1  hope. 

Pht.  Your  father, 
And  my  grave  uncle,  sir,  are  cast  away. 

Tim.  How? 

Ptoi.  They  by  this  have  made  a  meal 
For  jacks  and  salmon :  they  are  drowned. 

Bright.  Fall  down. 
And  worship  -sea-coals,  for  a  ship  of  them 
Has  made  you,  sir,  an  heir. 

Plot.  This  fellow  here 
Brings  the  auspicious  news  t  and  these  two  friends 
Of  ours  confirm  it. 

Cyph,  Tis  too  true,  sir. 

mu  Well, 
We  are  all  mortal :  but  in  what  wet  case 
Had  I  been  now,  If  I  bad  gone  with  him  I 


Within  this  fortnight  I  had  been  converted 
Into  some  pike,  you  might  ha'  cheapened  me 
In  Fish-street ;  I  bad  n^de  an  ordinary, 
Perchance  at  the  Mermaid.^  ^    Now  could  I  cry 
Like  any  image  in  a  fountain  which 
Runs  lamentations.    O  my  hard  misfortune  I 

\^Hefeign$  to  weepn 

Sea.  Fie,  sir !  good  truth,  it  is  not  manly  m 
you 
To  weep  for  such  a  slight  lost  as  a  father. 

Tim.  I  do  not  cry  for  that. 

Sea.  No? 

Tm.  No,  but  to  think. 
My  mother  is  not  drowned  too. 

Sea.  1  assure  you, 
And  that's  a  shrewd  mischance. 

Tim.  For  then  might  I 
Have  gone  to  the  counting  house,  and  set  at  li- 
berty 
Those  harmless  angels,  which  for  many  years 
Have  been  condemned  to  darkness. 

Plot.  You'd  not  do 
like  your  penurious  father,  who  was  wont 
To  walk  his  dinner  out  in  Paul's,  whilst  you 
Kept  Lent  at  home,  and  had,  like  folk  ia  sieges^ 
Your  meals  weigh'd  to  you. 

New.  Indeed  they  say  he  was 
A  monument  of  Paul's. 

Tim.  Yes,  he  was  there 
As  constant  as  Duke  Humphrey.  ^'    I  can  show 
The  prints  where  he  sate,  holes  i'  the  logs. 

Plot.  He  wore 
More  pavement  out  with  walking  than  would 

make 
A  row  of  new  stone  saints,  and  yet  refused 
To  give  to  the  reparation.  ^ 


3^  At  the  MermM^^'-'K  tavern,  wbick  osed  to  be  fjeqoented  by  Beo  Jomoa,  Beaanont,  and  Fle<clier» 
and  other  wits  wf  the  times,  and  often  mentioned  in  tbelr  works.  From  the  foUowiag  emtmeratioa  of 
taverns,  ia  aa  old  poem  called,  Heweijrom  Bartholomew  Fayre,  printed  in  Mo.  B*  L.  the  title  page  of 
which  is  lost,  we  find  it  was  situate  in  Oomhill. 

**  There  hath  i»cene  great  sale  and  ntteraace  of  wine. 

Besides  beere  and  ale,  aad  Ipocras  fine. 

In  every  country,  region,  and  nation  i 

Chefely  at  Billhi|EBgBte,  at  the  Salutation, 

And  Bores  Head,  neere  London  Stone, 

The  Swam  at  Dowgate,  a  taveme  well  knowne. 

The  Miter  in  Chenpe,  and  then  the  Bail  Head, 

And  many  like  pUces  that  make  noses  red  i 

TTte  Bom  Head  In  Old  Fish-strert,  three  Cranes  in  the  Vltttree, 

And  now  of  late,  6t  Martin's  in  the  Sentree  % 

The  Wtad-mill  ia  Lethbttrry,  the  Ship  at  the  Exehaiige, 

King's  Head  in  New  Fisb-streete,  where  roysien  do  range  | 

The  Mbbmaio  in  Oornbill,  Red  Lion  in  the  atraad. 

Three  I^s  Newgale  Market,  Old  Fish-street,  at  the  Swmu 

31  AseemMttMJhdte  Humphrey.-^lh  the  ancient  church  of  St  Paol,  one  of  the  aisles  was  called,  Duke 
Hmmpkrty*s  Walk,  in  which  those  who  had  no  means  of  procvring  a  dinner  affected  to  lohre.  See  Mr 
Steevens^  Note  on  King  mdiard  III.  vdk  vii.  p.  I«4,  edit.  111S. 

34  Refitaediegive  to  the  rtparati&n.-^'AhoQi  the  year  1031,  Archbishop  Land,  under  the  patronage  of 
Charles  J.  andertook  the  repairing  and  reboihliflg  of  St  Panics.  On  this  occasion,  the  kbg  went  to  the 
Cathedral,  and  after  divine  service  was  performed,  solemnly  promised  to  exert  bis  best  eudeavonrs  to 
repair  the  mins,  which  time,  or  the  casualties  of  weather,  bail  made  therein.  In  consequence  of  this 
scheme,  many  applications  were  made  to  noblemen  and  gentlemen  for  their  assistance  $  and  on  their  refa« 
sal  to  contribute,  some  were  very  severely  censored,  and  even  fined. 
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Bright  IVe  heard 
He'd  make  his  jack  go  empty,  to  cozen  neig^ 
hours. 
Phi,  Yes,  when  there  was  not  not  fire  enough 
to  warm 
A  mastich-patch  t*  apply  to  his  wife's  temples. 
Id  great  extremity  ot  tooth-ach.    This  is 
True,  Mr  Timothy,  is't  not  ? 

Tim,  Yes,  then  lioen 
To  us  was  stranger  than  to  capuchins. 
My  flesh  is  of  an  order  with  wearing  shirts 
iMade  of  the  sacks  that  brought  o*er  cochineal, 
Copperas,  and  indigo.    My  sister  wears 
Smocks  made  of -currant  kmgs. 

Sea,  ril  not  endure  it : 
Let*s  show  ourselves. 

Ware,  Stay,  hear  all  first 
New,  Thy  uncle  was  such  another. 
Bright.  I  have  heard 
He  sdli  last  left  the  Exchange ;  and  would  com- 
mend 
The  wholesomeness  o'  the  air  in  Moor-fields, 

when 
The  dock  struck  three  sometimes. 

Pbt,  Sorely  myself, 
C;^pher  his  factor,  and  an  ancient  cat, 
Bid  keep  strict  diet,  had  our  Spanish  fare, 
Four  olives  among  three.    My  unde  would 
Look  fat  with  fasting ;  I  ha'  known  him  surfeit 
Upon  a  bunch  of  raisins,  swoon  at  sight 
Ot  a  whole  joint,  and  rise  an  Epicure 
Prom  half  an  orange.  [They  undisguite. 

Ware.  Gentlemen,  'tis  false. 
Cast  off  your  cloud.    D'ye  know  me,  sir  ? 
Plot.  My  uncle ! 
Sea.  And  do  you  know  me,  sir  ? 
Tim,  My  father ! 
Ware,  Nay, 
We*H  open  all  the  plot ;  reveal  yourself. 

Plot.  Cypher  the  waterman ! 
•    Quart.  Salewit,  away ! 
I  feel  a  tempest  coming. 

[Exit  Q(;artfield  and  Salewit. 
Ware,  Are  you  struck 
With  a  torpedo,  nephew  ? 
Sea.  Ha'  you  seen  too 
A  Gorgon^s  head,  that  you  stand  speechless  ?  or 
Are  you  a  fish  in  earaest  ? . 
Bright,  It  begins  to  thunder. 
New,  We  wjll  make  bold  to  take  our  leaves. 
Ware.  What,  is  your  captain  fled  ? 
Sea,  Nay,  gentlemen,  forsake  your  company ! 
Bright.  Sir,  vfe  have  business. 

[E^mt  Bright  and  Newcut. 
Sea.  Troth,  it  is  not  kindly  done. 
Ware,  Now,  Mr  Scalhrift, 
You  see  what  mourners  we  had  had,  had  we 
Been  wrecked  in  earnest.     My  grieved  nephew 

here, 
}Iad  m^de  my  cellar  flow  with  tears,  my  wines 


Had  charged  glass  ordnance,  our  funerals  had 

been 
Bewail'd  in  pottle-draughts. 

Sea,  And  at  our  graves 
Your  nephew  and  my  son  had  made  a  panegyric^ 
And  open'd  all  our  virtues. 
Ware.  Ungrateful  monster ! 
Sea,  Unnatural  villain  ! 
Ware,  Thou  enemy  to  my  blood  ! 
Sea,  Thou  worse  tlian  parricide ! 
Ware.  Next  my  sins,  I  do  repent  I  am  th j 

uncle. 
5m.  And  I  thy  father. 

Ware,  Death  o'  my  sonl !  did  I,  when  first  tby 
father 
Broke  in  estate,  and  then  broke  from  die  comp- 
ter. 
Where  Mr  Seathrift  laid  him  in  the  hole 
For  debt,  among  the  ruins  of  the  dty. 
And  trades  like  him  blown  up,'  take  thee  from 

dust. 
Give  thee  free  education,  put  thee  in 
My  own  fair  way  of  traflSc,  nay,  decree 
To  leave  thee  Jewels,  land,  my  whole  estate; 
Pardon'd  thy  u)rmer  wildness ;  and  could'st  thou 

sort 
Thyself  with  none  but  idle  gallants,  captains, 
And  poets,  who  must  plot  before  they  eat. 
And  make  each  meal  a  stratagem  ?  Then  could 

none 
But  I  be  subject  of  thy  impious  scofis  ^ 
I  swoon  at  sight  of  meat !  I  rise  a  glutton 
From  half  an  orange !  wretch^  forgetful  wretch ! 
Tore  Heaven,  I  count  it  treason  in  my  blood 
That  gives  thee  a  relation*    But  III  take 
A  full  revenge.    Make  thee  my  heir!  1*11  first 
4dopt  a  slave  brouj^ht  from  some  galley ;  one 
Which  laws  do  put  into  the  inventory. 
And  men  bequeath  in  wills  with  stools  and  brts» 

pots; 
One  who  shall  first  be  household-stufi^  then  my 

heir. 
Or,  to  defeat  all  thy  large  aims.  III  marry. 
Cypher,  go  find  me  Baoeswri^t;  he  shall  straight 
Provide  me  a  wife.    I  will  not  stay  to  let 
My  resolution  cool.    Be  she  a  wench 
That  every  day  puts  on  her  dowry,  wears 
Her  fortunes,  has  no  portion,  so  she  be 
Young  and  likely  to  be  fruitful,  I'll  have  her : 
By  all  that*s  good,  I  will ;  this  afternoon  I 
I  will  about  it  straight. 
Seek  1  follow  you. 

[Exeunt  Warehouse,  Cypher  , 
And  as  for  you,  Tim,  mermaid,  triton,  haddock, " 
The  wond'rous  Indian  fish  caught  near  Peru, 
Who  can  be  of  both  elements,  your  sijibt 
Will  keep  you  well.    Here  I  do  cast  thee  oS, 
And  in  thy  room  pronounce  to  make  thy  sister 
My  heir;  it  would  be  most  unnatural 
To  leave  a  fish  land.  'Las !  sir^  one  of  your 
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Bright  fins  and  gpUIs  must  swim  in  seas  of  sack, 
SpoQt  rich  canaries  up  like  whales  in  maps;  ^' 
I  know  jou'll  not  endure  to  see  my  jack 
Gro  empt^,  nor  wear  shirts  of  copperas- bags. 
Nor  fast  in  Paufs,  jou.    I  do  hate  thee  now, 
Worse  than  a  tempest,  quick-sand,  pirate,  rock. 
Or  fatal  lake,  ay,  or  a  pnTy-seal.  ^* 
Go,  let  the  captain  niake  you  drunk,  and  let 
Your  next  change  be  into  some  ape,  ('tis  stale 
To  be  a  fish  twice)  or  some  active  baboon : 
And,  when  you  can  find  money  out,  betray 
What  wench  i'  the  room  has  lost  her  maiden- 
head; 
Can  mount  to  the  king,  and  can  do  all  your  feats, 
If  your  fioe  chain  and  yellow  coat  come  near 
The  Exchange,  TU  see  you.    So  I  leave  you. 

[Rett  Sbathrift. 

Plot.  Now, 
Were  there  a  dexterous  beam,  and  *two-pence 

hemp. 
Never  had  man  such  cause  to  hang  himself. 

2^  I  have  brought  myself  to  a  fine  pass  too. 
Now 
Am  I  fit  only  to  be  caught,  and  put 
Into  a  pond  to  leap  carps,  or  beget 
A  goodly  race  of  pickreL 

SCENE  IV. 


Enter  Quartfielo  and  Salewit. 


the 


Quart,  How  now,  mad  lads,  what! 

storm  broke  up  f 
Sale,  What  sad,  like  broken  gamesters !  Mr 
Timothy, 
^Slight,  who  would  think  your  father  should  lay 

wheels '7 
To  catch  you  thus  ? 

Ihrim  If  ever  I  be  drunk  with  captains  more— 
Plot,  Where's  Bright  and  Newcut  ? 
Sale,  The^  were  sent  for  to  the  Temple ;  but 
left  word 
They  would  be  here  at  supper. 

Plot.  They  are  sure  friends,  to  leave  us  in  dis- 
tress ! 
Quart,  What  a  mad  plot 
These  two  old  merchants  had  contrived,  to  feign 
A  voyage,  then  to  hunt  you  out  disguised, 
And  hear  themselves  abused? 


Sale:  We  heard  all. 

Quart,  If  I  had  staid,  they  had  paid  me  for  a 
captain. 

Sale.  The^  had  a  fling  at  me.    But  do  you 
thiuk 
Your  uncle  in  this  furious  mood  will  marry  ? 

Plot,  He  deeply  swore  it :  if  he  do,  the  sleight 
Upon  the  cards,  the  hollow  die,  Park  Corner, 
And  Shooter's  Hill,  are  my  revenue. 

27in.  Yes;  and  as  for  me,  my  destiny  will  be 
T'>  fight  by  the  day,  carry  my  kitchen  and 
Collation  at  my  back,  wear  orderly 
My  shirt  in  course,  after  't  has  been  the  shift 
Of  a  whole  regiment  in  the  Low  Countries; 
And,  after  all,  return  with  half  a  leg. 
One  arm  perchance,  my  nose  slMit  off,  to  move 
Compassion  in  my  father  ;  who,  in  pity 
To  so  much  ruin,  may  be  brought  to  buy 
Some  place  for  me  in  an  hospital,  to  keep  me 
From  bridges,  hill-tops,  and  from  selling  switches^ 

Enter  Roseclap. 

Rose,  Yonder's  your  uncle  at  the  field^oor* 
talking 
With  Baneswright,  as  hot  and  earnest  for  s 

wench. 
As  a  recovered  Monsieur. 

Quart,  What  is  this  Baneswright? 
Sale,  A  fellow    much   employ*d   about   the 
town, 
That  contrives  matches.    One  that  brings  to- 
gether 
Parties  that  never  saw  or  never  met, 
TiU't  be  for^ood  and  all.    Knows  to  a  penny 
Elstates  and  jointures :  I'll  undertake  he  has 
Now  lying  by  him,  unprovided,  some  twenty 
Widows  of  all  fortunes  that  want  husbands, 
And  men  that  want  wives,  and,  at  an  hour's 

warning. 
Can  make  things  ready  for  the  priest. 

Quart,  Lci  us 
Devise  to  get  him  hither,  and  cross  the  match. 
Plot.  I  have  great  interest  in  him ;  the  fellow 
loves  me. 
Could  I  speak  with  him,  and  draw  him  to  be 
An  actor  in't,  I  have  a  stratagem 
That  can  redeem  all,  and  turn  the  plot 
Upon  these  sage  heads. 


'^  Like  mhales  in  mapt. — Most  of  our  ancient  maps  will  saflBciently  illustrate  this  Image.  The  vacant 
spaces,  occasioned  by  tracts  of  sea,  are  usually  ornamented  with  these  monsters  spouting  water.    8. 

3^  Ay^  or  a  privy-ual, — Among  the  illegal  modes  of  raising  money,  adopted  by  Charles  the  First,  af- 
ter he  determined  to  govern  without  a  parliament,  the  borrowing  of  money  hy  writs  of  privy-seal,  was 
one  not  the  least  burdensome  and  oppretftive.  The  manner  was,  to  direct  these  writs  to  particular  per- 
sons by  name,  requiring  the  loan  of  money,  or  plate  to  the  amount  of  the  money,  to  be  paid  or  deliverrd 
to  a  particular  person  for  the  klng*B  use.  The  form  of  the  writs  may  be  seen  in  The  Parliamentanf  Historif^ 
▼ol.  14,  p.  b4  ;  where  one  of  them  is  printed. 

37  Lay  wAee/«.— Alluding  to  a  method  of  catching  pikes.    $•  P. 
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Enter  Bavbswright. 

Sale.  By  Mincna,  look !  hcro'i  Btneswright ! 

Plot.  Mr  Baneswrtght ! 

Bone.  Sa*  e  you,  gallants. 

Plot,  You  arc  employed,  I  hear,  to  find  b  wife 
out 
For  my  young  sprightly  unde. 

Bane.  Sir,  he  has 
RetaiiiM  me  to  that  purpose^    I  jutt  now 
Came  from  him. 

Pht,  And  do  you  mean  the  match 
Shall  then  proceed  ? 

Bane.  I  hate  a  leigcr  wench 
In  readiness;  he's  gone  to  put  himself 
Into  fit  omamcms  tor  the  solemnity. 
I'm  to  provide  the  priest  and  Hcenoe.    We  go 
Some  two  hours  hence  to  church. 

Quart,  Death !  you  pander; 
Porhid  the  banns  or  I  will  cut  your  wuael," 
And  spoil  your  'squiring  in  the  dark.    IVe  heard 
Of  your  lewd  function,  sirrah !  you  prefer 
Wenches  to  bawdy-houses,  rascal ! 

Bane.  GtM)d  sir. 
Threaten  me  not  in  my  Tocation. 

Plot.  Why.  Baneswright,  you  can  be  but  paid : 
say  I 
Procure  the  wench,  a  friend  of  mine ;  and  double 
Your  bargain;  suih  a  lair  reward,  methinks, 
Should  make  thee  of  my  project.  Thou  dost  know 
My  fortunes  are  engaged,  and  thou  may'flC  be 


The  happy  lostrument  to  recover  ^em. 
Be  my  good  angel  once !  I  have  a  plot 
Shall  make  thee  famous. 

Quart.  By  Mars;  deny,  and  I 
Will  act  s  tragedy  upon  thee. 

Bane.  Gendemeo, 
I  am  a  friend  to  wil;  but  more  to  you,  ur, 
Of  whose  misfortunes  I  will  not  be  guilty. 
Though  then  your  uncle  has  employiM  no,  m4 
Has  deeply  sworn  to  wed  this  afternoon 
A  wife  of  mT  providing;  if  you  can 
O'er-reach  the  angry  burgess,  sir,  and  bring 
His  wisdom  to  the  gin,  show  me  the  way, 
I'll  help  to  ky  the  trap. 

Quart.  Now  thou  art 
An  honest  hearted  pimp;  thou  ibalt  for  tins 
Be  drunk  in  Vine-dee,  ^^  rascal ;  1*11  begin 
A  runlet  to  thee. 

Pht.  Gentlemen,  lot's  in, 
1*11  tell  you  my  design  :  you  Salewit,  must 
Transform  yourself  to  a  French  deacon.    I 
Have  parts  for  Briglitand  Newcnt  too.  Mitohief 
Upon  their  absence ! 

Sale.  Well  send  for  'em. 

Plot.  And  for  Mr  Ti0Oth)r,  I  haire  a  projoei^ 
Shall  make  his  father  everlastmgl}r 
Admire  iiis  wit,  and  ask  him  blessing. 

Qtart.  Come,  let's  in  and  drink  a  health  Co 
our  success. 

Tun.  Fm  fur  no  healths,  unless  the  glass  be 
less.  [EMeuni, 


ACT  IV. 


SCENE  I. 


Sbathbift,  Mn  Seathript,  Mn  Hollasd, 
Mn  ScEUPLC 

^  Sea.  I  did  commit  h^  to  your  charge,  that  yoo 
Might  breed  her,  Mr5  Scruple,  and  do  require 
Her  at  your  hand.     Here  be  fine  tricks  indeed ! 
My  daughter  Susan  to  be  stol'n  a  week. 
And  you  conceal  it.    You  were  of  the  plot, 
I  do  suspect  you. 

3iri  Scru,  Sir,  will  you  but  hear  me  meekly  ? 

Sea.  No,  I'll  never  trust  you  again, — 
A  woman  with  white  eyes,  that  can  lake  notes. 
And  write  a  comment  on  the  catechism  ;-^ 
All  your  devotion's  false ;  Is't  possible 
She  could  be  gone  without  your  knowledge  ? 

MrsScru.  Will  you 
Attend  me,  Mrs  Scnithrift  Mf  my  husband. 
To  wean  her  from  love-courses,  did  not  take 
More  pains  with  her  than  with  his  Tuesday  lee* 

turcs  ;— 
And  if  I  did  not  every  day  eipound 


Some  good  things  to  her  'gainst  the  sin  c^  the  flesh. 
For  fear  of  such  temptations,  to  which  fnul  girU 
Are  very  subject, — let  me  never  more 
Be  thought  lit  t*  instruct  voung  gentlewomen. 
Or  deal  in  tent^stitch.    Whoe'er  'twas  tbai  se- 
duced her. 
She  took  my  daughter  Emlin's  gown  and  rol^ 
And  left  her  own  clothes;  and  niy  tcholart  sny. 
She  often  would  write  letters. 

Sea.  Why  *tis  ri^t, 
Some  silenced  minister  bat  got  her.  That  I 
Should  breed  my  daughter  in  a  eonventiclo ! 

Mr$  Sea.  Pray,  husband,  be  appoascd. 

Sea.  You  are  a  fool. 

JIfrs  Sea.  You  hear  her  mistress  could  not 
help  it. 

Sea.  Nor  your  son  help  being  a  fish. 

Mr$  HoL  Why,  sir,  was  he 
The  first  that  was  abused  by  captains? 

Sea.  Go,  you  talk  like  prating  gossips. 

Mrs  HoL  Gossips !  light,  what  gossips,  sir ! 

MnSea.  What  gossips  are  we?  speak. 

Sea.  rUjell  you,  since  you*d  know  :  my  wife 
and  yoo. 


3*  Wittel — A  cormption  probably  oiwitmd  or  weason,    S. 

'•  Fincdef.— Perhaps  he  means  to  say  Fin  de  Dieu}  I  e.  Lacrymte  ChritlL 
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thrill  Mrs  Edllandi  ImIf*  hfo  UM^{otf»tlMit  when 
Tbe/re  in  oaojiMiciioiii  are  IwMcry  mid  smIm 
More  noise  tKan  country-fainii  ftod  utter  more 

tales 
Then  blind  folks,  midwiTesi  neites*    That  no 

show, 
Thougli  h  be  a  ji]|ilar>  'soapes  jou.     Yea  dU 

follow 
The  Elephant  so  long,  and  kiog  of  Sweeten, 
That  people  at  last  came  in  to  see  you«    Tbeil 
My  son  could  not  be  made  a  fish^  but  who 
Shoold  I  find  there,  naoh  taken  ^ith  cbe  sight, 
But  you  two  I  I  may  now  baild  hospkals, 
Or  five  my  money  to  pkmtatbo^ 

[£rie  SiATAmirt. 
Iifrt  Sea,  Let*s  follow  him :  ooose,  Mr»  Sortipie. 
Mr$  'UM.  Just  as  year  Sue  left  Ittr  wHboo^ 
mistress^ 
My  Pen  led  me. 

MriScni.  Tbeyllcoma  afuti^  Z  warrant  yoo. 

8C£NBIL 

Plotwell,  AuftfiLIA. 

Pisf.  Sister,  'tis  so  prc^jeoted,  thertPore  make 
No  more  demurs;  the  life  of  both  our  fortiinM 
lies  in  yoor  Garriafe  of  things  well ;  think  there- 
fore 
Whether  you  will  restore  me,  and  adTaiioe 
Your  own  affairs ;  or  else  within  this  week 
Fly  this  your  lodging,  like  UnoustomVI  sinners, 
And  have  your  coach-horses  transfornft'd  Se  rest; 
Have  your  apparel  sold  for  properties,^ 
And  you  return  to  cut^work.    By  thb  haad^ 
If  you  refuse,  all  this  must  happen. 

Aw.  Well,  sir, 
Necessity,  whieh  hath  no  law,  for  onoe 
Shall  make  me  o'  the  conspiracy ;  and,  sidoe 
We  are  left  wholly  to  our  wits,  let^s  show 
Hie  power  and  yirtue  of  'em.    If  your  Bants 

Wright 
Can  but  persuade  my  uncle,  I  will  fit 
Him  with  a  bride. 

Fht,  The  scene  is  laid  alreidy  | 
I  have  transformed  an  English  poet  iat6 
A  fine  French  teacher,  who  shall  join  your  hands. 
With  a  roost  learned  legend  out  of  Rablais* 

Aur.  But  for  mir  true  groom,  who  you  say 
comes  hither 
For  a  disguised  knight,  I  shall  think  t  wed 
His  father's  counting  heuse^  and  ^  to  be4 
To  so  much  bullion  of  a  mah :  faith,  IVe 


No  mind  to  him.  Bi^etfaer,  ke  hath  tool  iritoHbugh 
lb  make'fc  a  lawful  marrii^ 

Plot,  You're  deceived, 
in  undertake^  by  eue  week's  tntortag. 
And  carryiug  him  to  plays  and  ordiooHes^ 
ffngsging  him  in  a  quarrel  or  two^  aed  maldii^ 
Some  ca|»min  heat  hio^  to  render  him  a  most 
Accomplished  gallant.  Or  say  he  be  bora,  sister, 
tJnder  the  oity-planet,  pray  what  wise  lady 
Desires  to  matoh  a  wise  knight  ?  YouM  marfy 

some 
Philosopher  now,  that  should  every  dght 
Lie  with  you  out  of  Aristotle,  and  lose 
Your  maidenhead  by  demonstration* 
Or  some  great  statesman,  before  whom  yeu  thost 

sit 
As  silent  and  reserved,  as  if  your  looks 
Had  plots  on  foreigo  prtooei,  and  nsust  visit 
And  dress  yourself  by  TaOitui»    What  he  wants 
In  naturals,  his  fortunes  will  make  up 
In  honour^  Pieo.    When  he's  onoe  made  a  lord, 
Who'll  be  so  saucy  as  to  think  he  can 
Be  impotent  in  wisdom  ?  She  that  marries 
A  fool,  is  an  hermaphrodite:  the  man 
And  wife  too,  sister.    Beskles  'tis  nuw  t06  late  ; 
He'll  be  here  presently,  and  ooeses  prepared 
For  Hymen*    I  took  up  a  footman  tor  him, 
And  left  him  Undei'  three  tiremen's  hands^  be- 
sides 
Two  barbers. 

Amt.  Well,  sir,  T  mult  then  accept  hka 
With  all  his  imperfeotiofM.    I  have 
Procured  a  Sir  John  yooder« 
Pidt.  Whois't? 

Atu\  One  that  preaches  the  iieut  purish  otite 
a  week 
Asleep^  for  thirty  pounds  aryear* 

Foot,  Here  is  a  knight 
Desires  your  ladyship  will  give  him  audience* 

Aur,  Tis  no  kniaht  ambassador  ? 

Foot,  He  nether  looks  Kke  a  ktilght  o'  the  snn^ 

Plot'  'TIS  he. 

Aur,  Let  him  come  in. 

Plot,  If  f  ou  be  coy  how,  Pen, 
You  spoil  aiL  [KtU  Footman. 

Aur.  Well,  sir,  HI  be  afikUe. 

SCENE  in. 

Enter  TiUotey  fantattieally  drested,  and  a 

Footman* 
Plot,  Here  he  comes ! 


^  For  ProperHei^r^u  «•  To  make  some  of  (he  lesser  lieeesiaries  of  a  fliea(re,pfopcrHai  behis  the  nfuat 
term  for  them,    bo  BoMom,  In  the  Mid-nmmtr  Night^t  Unam  i 
'<  I  win  draw  a  bill  of  proptrtUs.'' 
See  a  note  on  this  passage^  last  editieu,  vol.  f « p.  99*    S. 
VOL.  lU  S  C 
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!n»i.  Strrab,  watt  me  in  the  M\, 
And  let  your  feet  stink  there ;  your  air's  not  fit 
To  be  endured  by  ladies. 

Plot,  What !  quarrel  with  your  footman,  dr  ? 

Tim,  Hang  him,  be  casts  a  scent 
That  drowns  my  perfumes,  and  is  strong  enough 
To  cure  the  mother  or  palsy.    Do  I  act 
A  knight  well? 

Plot,  This  imperiousness  becomes  yooi 
Like  a  knight  newly  dubb'd,  sir. 

71m.  What  says  the  lady? 

Plot,  Speak  lower;  I  hare  prepaved  her; 
snew  yourself 
A  courtier ;  now  she's  your's  ! 

mm.  If  that  be  all, 
ni  court  her  as  if  some  courtier  bad  begot  me 
V  the  gallery  at  a  masque. 

Plot,  Madam,  this  gentleman 
Desires  to  kiss  your  hands. 

Tim,  And  lips  too,  lady. 

Aur,  Sir,  you  much  honour  both. 

Tim,  Ay,  I  know  that, 
Else  rd  not  kiss  yoo.    Yesterday  I  was 
In  company  with  ladies,  and  they  all 
Longed  to  be  toudi'd  by  me. 

Aur,  You  cannot  cure 
The  evil,  sir ;  nor  hare  your  lips  the  virtue 
To  restore  ruins,  or  make  old  ladies  young. 

Tim,  Faith,  all  the  virtue  that  they  have,  is 
that 
My  lips  are  knighted.  1  am  bom,  sweet  lady, 
To  a  {poor  fortune,  that  will  keep  myself 
And  footman,  as  you  see,  to  hear  my  sword  • 
In  querpo  after  me.    I  can  at  court, 
If  I  would,  show  my  gilt  ^'  i'  the  presence ;  look 
After  the  rate  of  some  ^ve  thousands 
Yearly,  in  old  rents;  and  were  my  father  once 
Well  wrapt  in  sear^oth,  I  could  fine  for  sheriC 

Plot,  'H^art !  you  spoil  all. 

llm.  Why  ! 

Plot,  She  verily  believed  y'  had  ne*er  a  father. 

Aur,  lives  your  father  then,  sir  ? 
That  gentleman  told  me  he  was  dead. 

Tim.  rristrue, 
I  had  forgot  myself;  lie  was  drown'd,  lady, 
This  rooming,  as  he  went  to  take  possession 
Of  a  summer-house  and  land  in  the  Canaries. 

Plot,  Now  you've  recovered  all. 

Tim.  D*  you  think  I  have 
Not  wit  enough  to  lye  ? 

Plot.  BreaJc  your  mind  to  her; 
She  does  expect  it. 


Tim.  Bat,  lady,  thb  is  not 
The  business  which  I  came  for. 

Aur,  Vm  at  leisure 
To  hear  your  business,  sir. 

Plot.  Mark  that ! 

Tun,  Indeed, 
Sweet  lady,  Vve  a  motum  which  was  once 
Or  twice  this  momine  in  my  month,  and  tfaon 
Slipt  back  again  for  fear. 

Aur,  Cowards  ne'er  won 
Ladies  or  forts,  sir. 

Tim,  Say  then  I  should  feel 
Some  motions,  lady,  of  aflSsction  t  might 
A  man  repair  Paul's  with  hu  heart,  or  put  it 
Into  a  tinder*boz  ? 

Aur,  How  mean  you,  nr? 

21m.  Why,  is  your  heart  a  stone  or  ffint? 

Aur,  Be  plain,  sir,  I  understand  you  noc 

Tim.  Not  understand  me? 
You're  the  first  lady  that  e'er  put  a  ma& 
To  mak  plain  English ;  some  would  understand 
Riddles  and  signs.     Say,  I  should  love  :fon,  ladj« 

Aur,  There  should  be  no  love  lost,  sir. 

Tim.  Say  you  so  ! 
Then,  by  thi^  air,  my  teeth  e'en  water  s^tyou ; 
I  long  to  have  some  oiEmring  by  you.    We 
Shall  have  an  excellent  oreed  of  wits; 
I  mean  my  youngest  son  shall  be  a  poet;aiid 
My  daughters,  like  their  mother,  evenr  one 
A  wench  o'  the  game.    And  for  myeldest  son^ 
He  shall  be  like  me,  and  inherit    Therefore 
Let's  not  defer  our  joys,  bdt  go  to  bed 
And  multiply. 

Aur,  Soft^  sir,  the  priest  must  first 
Disdiarge  his  office^  I  do  not  mean  to  mmrrj. 

Enter  Dobcas,  out  of  her  Puritan  tb^$L 

like  ladies  in  New  England,  where  they  couple 
With  no  more  ceremony  than  birds  choose  tbetr 

mate 
Upon  St  Valentine^s  day. 

Dor,  Madam,  the  preadier 
Is  sent  for  to  a  churdiins,  and  dodi  «sk  ' 
If  you  be  ready :  he  shui  lose,  he  says^ 
His  chrysom^  ^  else. 

Aur,  O  miracle !  out  of 
Your  little  rnS,  Dorcas,  and  in  the  fashion ! 
Dost  thou  hope  to  be  saved  ? 

Dor,  Pray,  madam,  do  not 
Abuse  me ;  I  will  tell  you  more  anon. 

Plot.  Tell  him  she's  coming. 

Aur.  Sir,  please  yoo,  partake 


^'  Sham  my  gilt.— u  «.  The  gold  on  my  apparel.    So  la  JTinf  Henry  V. 
**  Oar  gayness  and  oar  gilt  are  all  beimerched." 


See  a  note  on  this  paiiage,  lait  edition,  vol.  0.  p. 
«. — The  mantle  was  the  white  clot 


^  Hii  chry$ome, — 1*116  mantle  was  the  white  cloth  thrown  over  the  neif-baptised  child.  Thbperhapa 
was  the  perquisite  of  the  ofBciatiijg  clergyman.  Tlie  cblld  itself,  however,  was  sometimes  called  a  Chrn^ 
Mme.  See  a  note  on  King  Henry  FTlast  edition,  vol*  6,  p.  58.    8. 
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Of  a  slight  banquet  ?  lEiii  Dorcas. 

Plot.  Just  as  jou  are  sate^ 
m  steal  the  priest  in. 

21m.  Do. 

Plot.  When  you  are  join'fit 
Be  sure  you  do  not  oversee,  but  straight 
Retire  to  bed ;  shell  follow. 

Tim,  Tis  not  three  o'dodL  i'the  aftemooo. 

Plot,  nns  but  drawioe 
Your  curtains,  and  you  do  create  your  night 
All  times^  to  lovers  and  new  married  folks. 
May  be  made  dark. 

Hot.  I  will  then.    By  this  room, 
She's  a  rare  lady :  I  do  almost  wish 
I  could  change  sex,  and  that  she  might  beget 
Children  on  me. 

Pht.  NaT,  will  you' enter?    * 

Ttm,  Lady,  pray  will  you  shew  the  way  ? 

Plot,  Most  dty-like ! 
Slid,  take  her  by  the  arm,  and  lead  her  in. 

Tun,  Your  arm^  sweet  lady.  [Extunt. 

SCENE  IV. 
Bright,  Nbwcut. 

*  Bright.  But  are  you  sure  they're  they  ? 

Nem.  m  not  believe 
My  treacherous  eyes  again,  but  trust  some  dog 
To  guide  me,  if  I  did  not  see  his  uncle 
Coming  this  way,  and  Baneswright  with  him. 

Bright.  Who? 
The  fellow  that  brings  love  to  banns,  and  banns 
To  bare  thighs  Iwut  the  town. 

%v.  The  very  same,  sir; 
The  CitjH»pid,  that  shoots  arrdWs  betwixt 
Party  and  party.    All  the  difference  is, 
He  has  his  eyes,  but  they  he  brings  together 
Somedmes  do  not  see  one  another  till 
They  meet  i'the  church. 

Bright,  What  say  you  now,  if  Warehouse 
Should  in  displeasure  marry  ? 

New,  'Tb  so ;  this  fellow 
In's  company  confirms  me.    Tis  the  very  busi- 
ness 
Whv  Plotwell  has  sent  for  us. 

Aright.  Here  they  come  t 
Pr^vthee  Iet*s  stand  and  overbear 'em. 

ifew^  Stand  close  then. 

SCENE  V. 
Enter  Warchovse,  Baneswright, 

Ware.  Madam  Aurelia,  is  her  name  ? 

Bane.  Her  father 
Was,  sir,  an  Irish  baron,  that  undid 
Himself  by  iiouse>keeping. 


IFare.  As  for  her  birth, 
I  could  wish  it  were  meaner.     As  nmny  knights 
And  justices  of  peace  as  have  been  of 
The  family  are  reckoned  into  the  portion* 
She'll  still  be  naming  of  her  ancestors, 
Ask  jointure  by  the  herald*s  book,  and  I 
That  have  no  coat,  nor  can  show  Azure  lions, 
In  Fields  of  Argent,  shall  be  scorned;  she*ll 

think 
Her  honour  wronged,  to  match  a  man  that  hath 
No  'scutcheons  but  them  of  his  company, 
Which  once  a-j^ear  do  serve  to  trim  a  l^hter 
To  Westminster  and  back  again* 

Bone,  You  are  mistaken,  sir.    This  lady,  as 
she  is 
Descended  of  a  great  house,  so  she  hath 
No  dowry  but  her  arms.    She  can  bring  only 
Some  libbards  ^'  beads,  or  strange  beasts ;  which 

you  know 
Being  but  beasts,  let  them  derive  themselves 
From  monsters  in  the  globe,  and  lineally 
Proceed  from  Hercules'  labours^  they  will  never 
Advance  her  to  a  husband  equal  to 
Herself  in  birth,  that  can  eive  beasts  too.    She 
Aims  only  to  matoh  one  that  can  maintain 
Her  some  way  to  her  state.    She  is  possest  ^ 
What  streams  of  gold  you  flow  in,  sur. 

Ware*  But  can  she 
A£fect  my  age  ? 

Bane.  I  ask'd  her  that,  and  told  her 
You  were  about  some  threescore,  sir,  and  ton 
But  were  as  lusty  as  one  of  twenty,— or 
An  aged  eunuch.  [Aside^ 

Ware.  And  what  replied  she  ? 

Bane.  She, 
Like  a  true  Lncreoe,  answered  it  was  fit 
For  them  to  marry  by  the  church-book,  who 
Came  there  to  cool  themselves ;  but  to  a  mind 
Chaste,  and  endued  with  virtue,  age  did  turn 
Love  into  reverence. 

Bright.  Or  sir-reverence. 

New.  Pr'ythee  observe. 

Ware.  Is  she  so  virtnous  then  ? 

Bane.  Tis  lAl  the  £sult  she  has;  she  will  out-i 
pray 
A  preacher  at  St  AntHin's ;  and  divides 
The  day  in  exercise.    I  did  commend 
A  great  Precisian  to*her  for  her  woman. 
Who  tells  me,  that  her  lady  niakes  her  quilt 
Her  smocks  before  for  kneeling. 

Ware.  Excellent  creature ! 

Bane.  Then,  sir,  she  is  so  modest 

Ware.  Too? 

Boiif .  The  least 
Obscene  word  shames  her :  a  lascivious  figure 
Makes  her  do  penance;  and  she  maintains  the  lai^ 


4^S  lAbbarit.'^i*  e.  leopards. 

1*Pfll«ff.— See  note  7  to  the  Ci(y  NightrCmp. 


368 


IHB  QTY  MATCa 


[Maybb. 


Which  forbids  fornicatioh  clolii  eiiM4 
To  kiBiing  too. 

Ware.  1  |hiok  the  lime  ti»  qfp 
Till  the  soleeuuty  be  pe^ 

Bane.  I  havo 
Prepared  h«r,  sir^  and  have  lo  ttt  you  oiK  ! 
Beside$»  I  tol4  hctr  how  yon  ba4  em%  off 
Your  oephew ;  and  |o  leave  «o  doab^  thai  ytm 
Would  e'er  be  reconciledj  before  slie  went 
To  church,  woold  settle  yotr  tsialA  an  hir> 
And  on  the  he»r»  of  hei  begtctaa, 

War$.  To  make  aU  i0fe» 
We'll  call  upon  n»y  lawyav  %y  ihewi^ 
.^od  take  hJMq  wi(h  uq. 

Bane,  You  must  be  married,  sir» 
At  the  French  church ;  1  hafe  bofl^e  th#piiatt; 
One  that  will  joia  yo«  i'  the  lighl  Gaaera  ton^f 
Wuhout  a  Ucoace. 

Ware.  Qut  may  a  man 
Wed  in  a  sMaie  ^pa^e  9 

Bane,  I  have  briMiihil  tegetbar 
Soma  in  liaUain  sir ;  iba  laag^api  dalk 
Not  phang^e  tha  mtks^iamm  of  iha  HMMlok;  yoa 

kaoar 
No  lipeace  wiU  be  gn»te4»  all  tkm  aftcaa 
Are  beibca-hand  bsvbed  by  yaur  aevbaw*. 

Ware.  WaH^ 
Let's  to  the  lady  straight ;  to  croii  hkm  ( 
Would  marry  an  Arabian,  and  be  at  chetffs 
To  keep  one  to  iMefptet»  atf  be  marffied 
In  China  kingiiage>  m  ihia  toMfoa  ihaift  Wftke 
^y  the  Great  Chwa^ 

[Mxeunt  Warehouse  and  B4MiMrBiaBt. 

Bright,  Now,  Newcat»yaa  pafcoive 
My  divination's  true ;  this  fellow  did 
Portend  a  -wedi^ing. 

Kem^  Pima  W  ikm  pfopKosticaiban ! 
Who'4  think  ihat  nadiai  were  the  |iwl]p  ? 

Bri0t.  Qh,  sir. 
She'll  call  this  wit  to  wed  his  h^^  md  \m 
With  some  Platonic  servawb 

New,  What  if  we, 
Before  we  go  to  PWtvall,  weat  ta  h«r^ 
And  striked  to  dinawii  hae>         * 

Bright.  Let's  make  h^te, 
Ihe^'l  be  ba(bra  aaalM^  [BMmmt. 

8CSNBVL 

flnter  TniOTHY  unbuttcming  himfejf,  Auuxx^t 
Plotwell,  pQacA8»  Foffttmn^ 

Tm.  By  this  band*  lady^  yoa  slM^i  not  deav  ase : 
Since  we  are  coupled,  1  shall  think  ihe  piMlC 
Has  not  done  all,  as  long  as  I'm  a  vii^pa.    ' 

u4i«^.  WfH  yoa  not  siaf  lilt  aigln,  sir> 

TiMb  Ninehtl  Bofiptl^;' 
I've  sworn  to  |;et  my  first  child  by  day,  you  may 
Be  quick  by  mghL 
•  Plot,  Madam,  yotir  kni^  speaks  reason; 

Tim.  1  will  both  speak,  and  do  it. 

Aur.  Well,  sir,  since 
Jb^re  is  no  remedy,  your  M^  prepiuadk; 


Bjp  thai  dm*  jtn  are  laid,  11)  ewna.  Blaaa  tima 
III  pray  that  gentleioi»  ta  conduot  yaiiu  Thate's 
My  footman  to  pluck  off  youx  ataigkiagl. 

Plot,  Come,  sir. 

Tim.  Sweet  Uidy,  SI19  not  1qq§» 

Plot,  I'U  yf^mm  for  har% 
[Exetiaf Timothy,  Pmtwml,  ais  fnotmmn 


Dor.  FiaiK  I  tteiia  yoar  lantpacaaca,  t»  let 
aniMMfoUiQ 
go«aiiiity 


Your  bridegroom  go  to  bed  and  yaift  mot  foUo«i» 
Were  I  ia  ye«r  casa.  I  slwiiU  faa^  goi 
And  war«Md  hia  pUca* 

Aur.  Well,  wench ;  but  that  llMa  haH 
Revealed  thysetf  a«ta  iM^  I'd  adinii^ 
To  hear  a  saim  toUi  tbM*  To  ana  thatk«9«aatt% 
The  mqtimry  oC  tl^  «t  raaga  «allfar«M^  ikiom 
Would  St  seem  a  legend. 

Dor,  Faith,  I've  taU  yon  ail^ 
Both  why  IM  ny  achaal^watraa^  who  tjutif^X 

me 
To  coofata  cariiag-iraag,  aaii  whQf  I  |Mfe 
Mysalf  mk  this  adveoCMe, 

Aur.  Well,  wench,  my  brother 
Has  had  his  plots  qa  me^  aod  111  contribute 
My  help  to  work  thy  hooest  oneaon  him; 
Do  but  perform  thy  task  wetf,  and  thou  winn'st 

nNB* 

Dor.  Let  me  alone ;  neaar  vsae  wma  sa  illcd 
Wills  a  dMMta  bridk^  aa  1  will  fit  fabanria* 

Inter  pBo^man* 

FoQt.  Madam,  your  knight  dotb  ^1  man  ftiaat . 
^  fee  yaa.  [£atir» 

laaojia 


Aur.  Pr'ythee,  g«  Istt  hi 
me  yet, 
And  bill  hin  sti^  hnustf  aiitk  Ihia  kiM. 

SCINBTIL 
As  they  kitf,  enter  BaicKTi  Nkwcizt* 

,  what  for  piao- 


Bf%Atf;  B^yoarlaMne,! 
tice  sake 

Kissing  your  woman  ?  Loni^  kanr  m  M^s  laps 
liaia  idisaess^  aad  will  ha  haiwsd^  vrUmm 
The  rest  lies  fallow:  and  rather  thatt want  actioa 
Be  kind  within  theiaseWes,  aa^tha  ta  esys^ 
But  the  poor  pleasure  af  eantaaiplmien ! 

New,  An4  hos^cfo  yon  fiaii  haty  Biadain^ 

Aur.  Stay,  w^iibh. 

Aear.Lord! 
Does  it  not  grieye  you  aaaty  tmd  make  you  sigh. 
And  very  passionately  accuse  nature, 
And  say  she  was  too  herd  f  make  yovr  waman 
Able  to  kisa you  oi%,aitfl  do^ao  moee> 

Bright.  Is  it  not  pity,  but,  hcmdaa  the  mik 
Of  making  cai|diasi,aad  uswg  af  h«r  panaiil. 
She  had  the  trick  o'  the  afihaf  seiil 

Atir.  Methinks 
Your  own^ood  breeding  might  instruct  you,  that 
My  house  la  not  anew  fouiMtatioD,  where 
You  might,  paying  the  rate,  approach,  be  md^ 
Give  freedom  to  your  uowasb'd  mouths. 

Dor.  Bf  y  lady 
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Kmm  ne  poof  twM  ifaiitib  lor  TkiMb  for  ]ra% 
With  wIma  thia  4m4  niCMboa  yon  vi^  Inidft 
For  old  silk  tKwliuiift  «iul  lu^Miirti.    Thej  8^ 
You  do  offiMMi  o'  tht  8CQi%  and  sis  ia  dmlhf 
And  the  dumb  walls  complato  ymt  we  bebuid 
In  pension :  so  thmt  jwur  distrmud  vctlaU 
Are  fain  to  foot  their  stockings^  pav  ihabrawwv 
And  landlord's  rent  in  wo«iaa-kta^  and  long 
Mom  Mrnaally  fbr  tiM  term  tbao  NoHblk  lawjTtft. 
Bnght.  Whj»jNMba7ft9atasecciiMlyladj;  jTOur 
woman 
Doth  speak  good  CPt^rykagings. 
N0m.  OiMsal  wit»aMlsbe«sla«^toajest 
Mngki.  We  brar  yon  are  lo  oHtfi^  an  old 

citizen. 
Aur.  TheA  surelj  jou  wert  Bat  4u£* 
New.  And  do  you  meaa  Ina  age, 
Which  hath  mm  all  the  kkgdoa  baiiad  ifanet^ 
To  whom  the  heat  qC  Ai^gBH  k  Dtoewber ; 

[£riiDoacAS» 
Who,  wertltf  h«l  fai  Italy,  woald  save 
The  Qb«v»  of  wUa  vaolt%  and  cool  tba  air 
^etlar  tban  utatidooit^  sball  ft eese  betweco 
Your  melting  arms?  do  bat  c—aidwy  he 
But  marries  you  as  h#  wosM  dii  bbfais. 
To  keep*  bisi  warm. 
Amr.  Bat  be  ia  ikb^  siiw 
Bright.  Then* 
In  wedding  him,  you  wed  more  infirmilMi 
Than  ever  Qaleo  wiota  ai-,  be  baa  peine 
Tbet  ■«!  the  dectata  t9  asw  npiibtiarfc 
Half  his  difltaass  im  the  dihi  bill 
Killhundredaweebly.    A  Um  hespiml 
Were  but  enough  fotbiak 

New.  BetsiM, 
He  has  a  cooab  daH  aip^y  drawnadM  ballHaen : 
Calls  up  bis  &■%  i  a&  hti  neigbbonro  fin. 
And  go  bgr  i^  ea  W  iba  daaMs  aad  clecb. 
Met  Smr  biam  aiaili>  n»  swi'<bm  pat  bettMeoi 
Can  dead  it. 
Aur,  YethaiatliMrick 

Cannot  affiight  tou,  bat  that  yoa  wiN  aecdb 
Be  blind  to  wholesome  coonsal,  and  wiN  marry 
One,  who  bf  tbe  couite  ef  n^tare  ou|^  to  ha 

been 
Rotten  before  the  Queen's  time,  and  lajusiiee 
Should  now  hare  been  send^nbreeBCore  years  a 

ghost; 
Let  pity  aoee  yea.    Ia  diia  match  yea  ipiite 
Destroy  the  hopes  and  fortunes  of  a  gentlemapi 
For  whom  had  his  penurious  mide  starred 
And  ^ned  himself  nis  whole  life,  to  increase 
The  riches  he  deserves  to  inherit  it 
Bad  been  bis  daty. 

Aur.  Yon  mean  his  nephew  Pfotwdf, 
A  prodi^  young  man;  one  whom  the  good 


Old  man,  his  unde,  kept  to  te  ionacrfcour^ 
And  would  in  time  ha  made  him  barriscer ; 
And  raised  him  to  bis  sattia  cap  and  biggon,  ^ 
In  whicb  be  might  ba*  sold  his  bremb  far  dearer. 
And  let  his  teagoe  out  at  a  greater  pricey 
Tbaa  sometbeir  manort.    But  be  did  neglect 
These  thrtviag  nMans^  followed  his  loose  com- 
panions; 
His  Brigbis  and  Newcots,  two,  they  say,  that  lire 
By  the  new  heresy,  Platonic  let e ; 
Can  take  up  silks  upon  their  strenglbsy  and  pay 
Their  oiereer  with  an  iafiuK. 
Bright.  Newcut  ? 

New.  Ay,  I  do  obserre  bcr  obaracetr.    Well, 
then, 
You  are  resolved  to  marry  ^ 

Aur.  Were  the  man 
A  statue,  so  it  were  a  golden  one^ 
I'd  liare  him. 

Bright.  Tntj  then,  take  abng  to  choreh' 
These  ^ew  good  wishes.  May  your  husband  pn>re 
So  jealous,  to  suspect  that  when  yon  drink 
To  any  man,  you  uss  the  pfcice  where  his 
lips  were  before,  and  so  pledge  meetings^    Let 

him 
TfaU  yee  de  codeold  him  by  looks;  and  let  him 
Each  night,  before  you  go  to  rest,  administer 
A  solemn  oath,  thai  all  yonr  thouEhts  were  chaste 
That  day^  and  that  yoo  sleep  wi&  all  your  habrs. 
New,  And,  which  is  worse ;  let  him  forget  he  lay 
WitJi  yoa  himself ;  before  some  Magielista 
Swear  'twas  some  other ;  and  bare  it  believed 
UpeMreccai. 

Unter  Plotwelu 


Plot.  Sister,  IVe  left  your  1 
Under  this  key  lock'd  in,  to  embrace  year  pillow. 
Sure  he  has  eat  eringoee,  M»  aa  bet^*- 
He  was  aboat  te  fetch  yea  ia  hit  shirtr 

Br^A^.  How's  ibie?  hie  sister! 

New.  1  cenceire  aot  tbaa 

Plot,  My  noble  friends,  you  weacfec  new  to 


Me  call  her  i 

Bright.  Faith,  sir,  we  wonder  aiofe^  ' 
Site  sneald  be  married, 

Nsm.  Ift  be  year  sister,  wi» 
Have  laboorMbershe  should  net  aaaih  her  oacle, 
And  bring  forth  riddles ;  children  that  should  be 
Nephews  to  their  father :  and  to  their  ancle,  sons. 

Plot.  1  laugh  now  at  your  ignorance ;    why 

Are  projects,  gentlemen;  fine  gins,  and  projects. 
Did  neeeeliK/s  boy  come  te  you  f 

Bright  Yes. 
[  Plot.  1  \ngre 
A  rare  scene  f(ir  yon. 


^AmtBiggon. — A  biegon  was  a  Ibid  of  ^oif  ftirtterly  worn  by  men.  It  Is  now  only  in  use  fqr  cbUdten. 
^  a  note  on  Jp.  Hen.  xF.  jpliirr  9,  page  dTt^    ff»  ' 
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New,  The  boy  told  us  yoo  were 
Upon  a  stratagem. 

Plot  I've  sent  for  Roseclap, 
And  captain  Quartfield  to  be  here,    I  hare 
Put  Salewit  into  ordere ;   he's  inducted 
Into  the  French  church ;  you  roust  all  have  parts* 

Bright.  PiTr'thee  speak  out  of  douds. 

Plot,  By  this  good  light, 
*Twere  justice  now  to  let  you  both  die  sunple. 
For  leaving  us  so  scurvily. 

New,  We  were 
Sent  for  in  haste  by  the  Benchers,  to  contribute 
To  one  of 'em  that's  reader.*' 

Plot,  Come  with  me, 
I'll  tell  you  then.    But  first  Til  show  you  a  sight 
Much  stranger  than  the  fish. 

Enter  Dorcas. 

Dor.  Madam,  here's  Baneswright, 
And  an  old  merchant,  do  desire  access; 

Aur.  Bid  'em  come  in.  [Exit  Dq&cas. 

Plot.  Gentlemen,  fall  off; 
If  we  be  seen,  the  plot  is  spoil'd.    Sister, 
Kow,  look  you  do  your  part  well 

Aur.  I  am  perfect. 

[Exeunt  Plotwbll,  Bright,  Ne^cpt, 

SCENE  VIIL 
lEnter  Baneswright,  Warehouse,  Dorcas. 

Bane.  Madam,  this  is  the  genUeman  I  men- 
tioned; 
I've  brought  him  here,  according  to  my  function, 
To  give  you  both  an  interview;  if  you 
Be  ready,  the  church  and  priest  arc, 

Aur.  Is  this,  sir. 
The  wealthy  merchant? 

Bane.  Madam,  this  is  he. 
That  if  yon'll  wear  the  price  of  baronies, 
Or  live  at  Cleopatra's  rate;,  can  keep  you. 

Aur.  Come  you  a  suitor,ttr,  to  me? 

Fkre.  Yes,  lady, 
I  did  employ  my  speaker  there,  who  hath, 
I  hope,  informed  you  with  my  purpose. 

Aur.  Surely ;  ,^    ,      j     *    j 

Your  speaker  then  hath  err'd ;  I  understood 
Him  for  my  woman ;  if  you  can  like  her,  sir. 
It  being,  for  aught  I  hear,  all  one  to  you, 
IVe  wooed  her  for  you.    But  for  myself,  could 
you 


Endow  me  with  die  ttrealB  thut  ebbf  and  flows 
In  waves  of  gold,  I  hoi>6  you  do  not  think 
I'd  so  much  stain  my  birth,  as  to  be  bought 
To  match  into  a  company.    Sir,  pkunly, 
Fm  matcfa'd  alreadi. 

Ware.  Baneswriiiht,  did  not  yott 
Tell  me  she'd  hav^me? 

Borne.  Faith,  sir,  I  have  ears 
That  might  deceive  me;  but  I  did  dream  wakings 
If  she  were  not  the  party.    Madam,  pray  yea 
One  word  in  private. 

Aur.  m  prevent  you;  Tis  true. 
My  brother  laid  the  scene  for  me;  but  nnce 
We've  changed  the  plot,  and  'tis  contrived,  my 

woman 
Shall  undertake  my  part 

Bane.  1  am  instructed. 
I  was  mistaken,  sir ;  indeed  the  lady 
Spoke  to  me  for  her  gentlewoman.    How 
Do  you  a£fea  her,  sir  ?  you  see  she  is 
As  handsome  as  her  lady:  and  her  birtfi 
Not  being  so  high,  she  will  more  size  with  Toa» 

Ware.  1  say,  I  like  ber  best.    Her  lady  bay 
Too  much  great  house  in  her. 

Bane,  ^Tis  right;  this  you 
May  govern  as  yon  lut.    Fll  motion't :  lady. 
Pray  pardon  our  mistake :  indeed  our  errand 
Was  chiefly  to  your  gentlewoman. 

Aur.  ^r. 
She's  one,  whose  fortune  I  so  mudi  intend: 
And  your's,  sir,  are  so  fair,  that  though  diere  b» 
Much  disproportion  in  your  age,  yet  I 
Will  over-rule  her,  and  she  shall  refeir 
Herself  to  be  disposed  by  me. 

Ware,  You  mudi  oblige  me,  madaili. 

Aur,  Dorcas,  thb  is  the  merchant 
I  have  provided  for  you :  he  is  old ; 
But  he  has  that  will  make  him  young,  mudi  gold. 

Dor.  Madam,  but  that  I  should  oflfend  against 
Your  care,  as  well  as  my  preferment,  I'd 
Have  mqre  experience  of  the  man  I  mean 
To  make  my  husband.    At  firstsight  to  marry, 
Must  ^rgue  me  of  lightness. 

Aur.  ninces,  Dorcas, 
Do  woo  by  pictures  and  ambassadors, 
And  match  in  absent  ceremonies. 

Dor.  But 
You  look  for  some  great  portion,  sir  ? 

Ware.  Fair  mistress, 
I  Your  virtues  arc  to  me  a  wealthy  dowry : 


To  one  V  ««"  '/rA* ["tj"! „,.  _„  i,e5J  .,  ,  ^t  chsne  to  the  person  who  executed  it.        Hb  ex- 
„f.re.deriatheMWdleTemj^^^ 

mwl  to  ^1  upon  the  .t«dem.  for  their  wUtance,  ud  thU  circuiwlawe  u  alloded  to  in  the  text. 
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Aih)  if  TOO  loTe  me,  f  diall  tihiiik  yon  brbg 
M^re  Chan  the  Indies. 

Dor,  But^  sir,  it  may  be 
You'U  be  against  my  course  of  life.    I  lo?e 
Betirementy  must  bave  times  for  my  devotion. 
Am  little  used  to  company,  and  hate 
The  Tanitr  of  Tisits. 

Ware,  This  makes  me 
Love  you  the  more. 

Dor,  Then  I  shall  never  tmst  you 
To  go  to  se^  and  leave  me;  I  snail  dream 
Of  nought  but  storms  and  pirates.    £very  wind 
Will  break  my  sleep. 

Ware,  m  stay  at  home. 

Dor.  Sir,  there 


Is  one  thing  more ;  I  hear  yon  have  a  nephew. 
You  mean  to  make  your  heir.  I  hope  you  will 
Settle  some  jomture  on  me. 

Ware.  He's  so  lost 
In  my  intents,  that  to  revenge  myself, 
I  take  this  course.    But  to  remove  yoor  doubts, 
Fve  brought  my  lawyer  with  bknk  deeds; 
He  shall  put  in  your  name :  and  I,  before 
We  go  to  church,  will  seal  them. 

I&r.  On  these  term^ 
Wh««  is  your  priest,  sir  } 

Ware.  He  expects  me  at 
The  French  church,  mistress. 

Aur.  Come,  when  you  have  sealed,  sir ; 
ni  bear  a  part  m  the  solemnity,  [Exeuni. 


ACT  V. 


SCENE  L 


Plotwell,  Avrelia,  Bright,  Ncwcut,Quabt- 
FiELD,  RosECLAP,  t»o  Footmeoj  Cypher. 

Fkt.  Well,  sister,  by  this  hand  I  was  afraid 
You  had  marred  all ;  but  I  am  well  content 
You  have  outreached  me;  If  she  do  aa  it  well 

now. 
By  Jore  Vi\  have  her. 

Aur.  She  hath  studied  all 
Her  cues  already. 

Plat.  Gentlemen,  how  do 
You  like  the  project  ? 

Brighi.  Theirs  was  dull  and  cold, 
Compared  to  ours. 

Jfem,  Some  poet  will  steal  from  us^ 
And  bring^t  into  a  comedy. 

Quart.  The  jest 
Will  more  inspire  than  sack. 

Tlot.  I  have  got  Cypher 
Over  to  our  side  too ;  he  has  been  up  and  4lown 
To  invite  guests  to  the  wedding. 

Enter  Salbwit  Uke  a  Curate. 
How  now,  Salewit,  are  they  gpne  home  ? 

Sale.  Yes,  faith,  for  better  for  worse : 
Fve  read  a  fiction  out  of  Rablais  to  'em, 
lu  a  relkious  tone,  which  he  believes 
For  good  French  litor^.    When  I  Imd  done. 
There  came  a  christening. 

Flat.  And  didst  thou  baptize 
Out  of  thy  Rablais  too  ? 

Sale.  No,  faith;  I  lefk  them 
In  expectation  of  their  pastor. 


BrMt.  Newcnt, 
Who  does  he  look  like  m  that  dress  ? 

New.  Hum!  why 
LHlc  a  Geneva  weaver,  in  black,  who  left^ 
The  loom,  and  entered  into  the  ministry 
For  conscience  sake. 

Flot.  Well,  gentlemen,  you  all 
Do  know  yoor  parts;  you  captain,  and  Banes- 

wright. 
Go  get  your  properties.    For  you  two,  these 
Two  mules  shall  carry  you  in  greater  state, 
And  more  ease  than  the  Fistula.    You,  sister, 
We*ll  leave  unto  your  knight,  to  come  anon. 
Rosedapand  I  will  thither  etraight.  You,  Cypher, 
Know  what  you  have  to  do. 

8aie.  Andes  forme, 
Fm  an  invited  guest,  and  am  to  bless 
The  venison  in  French,  or  in  a  grace 
Of  broken  English. 

Quart.  Before  we  do  divide 
Our  armj,  let  us  dip  our  rosemaries  ♦' 
In  one  nc^  bowl  of  sack  to  this  brave  giri,^ 
And  to  the  gentleman  that  was  my  fish. 

AU.  AerMd,  agreed. 

Flot.  Captain,  you  shall  dip  first       [Exeunt* 

SCENE  IL 
Warehouse,  Dorcas. 

TTare.  My  dearest  Dorcas,  welcome.    Here 
you  see 
The  house  you  must  be  mistress  of,  which  with 
Tins  kiss  I  do  confirm  unto  you. 

Dor*  Forbear,  sir.    ■ 

Ware.  How!  wife,  refuse  to  kiss  me ?    * 


^  lAkt  a  Geneva  weaver^  6fe.— Dr  Warborton  observes  (note  to  l$t  Part  Henry  IF»  A.  2.  S.  4.)  that 
in  the  persecDtioDS  of  the  Protestanti  in  Flanders  under  Philip  II.  those  who  came  over  into  £Dgl&ifd  on 
that  occasion,  brought  with  them  the  woollen  manufactory.  These  being  Calvinists,  were  joined  by  those 
of  the  same  persuasion  from  other  countries,  and  amooi^t  the  rest  from  Geneva. 

^^Our  rosemaries,  '^rosemary  was  anciently  supposed  to  strengthen  the  memory,  and  was  therefore 
slistribated  at  Qarrlages  and  fatrerals.    See  a  aote  on  HamUtf  last  edit.  vol.  x.  p.  S53. 
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Dot.  Ves,  onlesi 
A  sweeter  air  came  from  you ;  ye  hate  tumid 

my  stomach. 
I  wonder  you  cao  be  so  rude  to  ask  me* 
Knowing  your  lungs  are  perished* 

Ware,  This  is  rare» 
That  I  should  live  to  this  great  ags^  and  oev^ 
Till  now  know  I  was  rotten ! 

Dor.  I  shall  never 
Endure  your  conversation;  I  hope  yoo  have 
Contrived  two  beds,  twoohamben,  andtwotablai ; 
It  is  an  article,  that  I  should  live 
Retired ;  that  is,  apart* 

Ware.  But  pray  you,  wife,  are  you  in  earnest } 

Dor.  D*  you  Uiink  Til  jest  with  age  r 

Ware.  Will  you  not  lie  with  me  then  ? 

Dor.  Did  ever  man 
Of  your  hairs  ask  such  questions?  I  do  blush 
At  your  unreasonableness. 

Ware.  Nay,  then — 

Dor.  Is't  fit  I  should  be  buried? 

Ware.  I  reach  you  not 

Dor.  Why,  to  lie  with  you,  were  a  direct  emblem 
Of  going  to  my  grave« 

Ware.  I  understand  you. 

Dor,  I'll  have  your  picture  set  in  my  wedding- 
ring 
For  a  death's  head. 

Ware.  I  do  conceive  you. 

Dor.  I'd 
Bather  lie  with  an  ancient  tomb,  or  embrace 
An  ancestor  than  you.    D'  you  think  Fll  come 
Between  your  winding-sbeecs ?  for  what?  to  hear 

you 
Depart  all  night,  and  fetch  your  last  groan  i  and 
r  the  morning  find  a  deluge  on  the  fioor  t 
Your  entrails  floating  and  hidf  ay  husband  spit 
Upon  the  arras. 

Ware.  I  am  married     ' 

Dor.  Then, 
For  your  abilities,  sbovld  twelve  good  woroes 
Sit  on  these  reverend  locks,  and  oo  yoiir  he^ 
And  natural  appetite,  they  would  just  find  you 
As  youthful  as  a  cofin,  and  as  hot 
As  the  sultry  winter  that  frqze  o'er  the  Thames. 
They  say  the  hard  time  did  begin  from  you. 

Ware,  Good,  I  am  made  the  curse  of  watermen. 

Dor.  Your  humours  cotne  fh>8t  from  you,  and 
your  nose 
Hath  icicles  in  June. 

Wore,  Assist  me,  patience  I 
Wliv,  hear  you,  mistress:  von  that  haire  a  fever. 
And  doe-days  in  your  bloody  if  ye«  knew  this, 
Why  did  you  mtrry  me  ? 

Dor,  Ha,  ha,  ha ! 


Ware.  She  laHgliS. 

Dor.  That  your  experieaotd  bch,^  that  koli 
felt  springs  - 
And  falls  this  forty  years,  should  be  so  dull 
To  think  I  have  not  them  that  shall  supply 
Your  cold  defects ! 

Ware.  You  have  your  servants  thefl| 
And  I  am  forked?  imml 

Dor.  Do  you  think 
A  woman  young,  high  in  her  blood  "f"  ■ 

IFare.  And  hot 
As  goats  or  marmosites— «^ 

Dor.  Apt  to  take  fiame  al 
Every  temptation—— 

Ware.  And  to  kindle  at 
The  picture  of  a  man 

Dor.  Would  wed  dust,  asheS^ 
A  monument,  unless  she  were 

Ware.  Crad^'d,  tried,  and  broken  up?-^— 

Dor,  Right,  sir,  or  lack*d  a  doak  ? 

Ware.  Mischief,  and  hill !  and  wsiS  there  none 
to  make 
Your  cloak  but  I  ? 

Dor.  Not  so  well  UqM. 

Ware.  O  you 
Staid  for  a  wealthy  cuckold ;  your  tame  beMt 
Must  have  his  gilded  hornd  ? 

Dor.  Yes,  sir;  besides, 
Your  age  being  impotent,  yOO  would,  t  knew. 
In  conscience  wink  ait  tdy  SCofn  helps,  if  I 
Took  comfort  from  abroad. 

Ware.  Yes,  yes,  yes,  yes ! 
You  shall  be  comforted :  I  will  niaifittta 
A  staPiion  for  you. 

Dor.  I  will  have  friends  coBM  to  mt; 
So  you'll  oottotal  ■  ■■ ■■ 

Ware.  Alas !  1*11  be  your  pander ; 
Deliver  letters  for  you,  and  keep  tbe  dooiC 

Dor.  Ill  have  a  woman  shall  do  (hat 

Ware.  O  impudence  I 
Unbeafd-of  impudence ! 

Dor.  Then,  sir,  III  look 
Your  coffers  shall  maintain  me  at  my  rate. 

Ware.  How's  that? 

Dor.  Why,  like  a  lady4    t(fr  1  do  tAeau 
To  have  yon  knighted. 

Ware.  I  shall  rise  to  honour. 

Dor.  D'  you  think  111  have  your  factor  move 
Heibre  me, 
Like  a  device  stirr'd  by  a  wfare.  Or  like 
Some  grave  clock  wound  up  to  a  regular  pace  ? 

Ware.  No,  jrou  shall  have  your  ufther,  daoae, 

I  to  slaik 

Before  you,  like  a  boskifiM  prologue,^  in 
A  stately,  high,  majestic,  motion,  bare* 


*7  Aih.*^^  an  the  editions.  Mr  t)odsley  reads  ogt. 

^  Be/br»  9MI,  fc*«>-Tbe  stately  step,  and  pompous  manner  uS^  by  (he  prologue  ^eakers  of  the  fh—a, 
are  still  retained  in  delivering  tlie  06W  Hnes  used  as  a  prologue  in  Hamlet  These  particulars  seea  to 
feave  been  delivcted  traditionally  to  the  present  race  of  acton,  ttotA  their  brethren  ia  the  hut  ceatary. 
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^  Dor.  I  do  expect  it :  yes,  sir,  and  my  coacb. 
Six  horses  and  postilion  :  fobr  are  fit 
For  them  that  have  a  charge  of  children :  you 
And  I  shall  never  have  any. 

Ware.  If  we  have, 
All  Middlesex  is  father. 

Dor.  Then  FU  have 
My  footman  to  run  by  me  when  I  visit. 
Or  take  the  air  sometimes  in  Hyde-park. 

Ware.  You, 
Besides  being  chaste^  are  good  at  races  too: 
You  can  be  a  jockey  for  a  needf 

Dor,  You're  pleasant,  sir. 

Ware.  Why,  bark  you,  hark  you,  mistress,  you 
told  me 
You  loved  retirement,  loved  not  visits,  and  bar- 

gain'd 
I  should  not  carry  you  abroad. 

Dor.  You !  no. 
Ii^t  fit  I  should  be  seen  at  court  with  you? 
Such  an  odd  sight  as  you,  would  make  the  ladies 
Have  melancholy  thoughts. 

Ware.  You  bound  me  too 
I  should  not  go  to  sea :  you  loved  me  so^ 
You  could  not  be  without  me. 

Dor.  Not  if  you  staid 
Above  a  year ;  for  should  I,  in  a  long  voyage, 
Prove  fruitful,  I  should  want  a  father  to 
The  infant. 

Ware.  Most  politicly  kind, 
And,  like  a  whore,  perfect  i'  the  mystery ! 
It  is  beyond  my  sufferance. 

Dor.  Pray,  sir,  vex ; 
m  in,  and  see  your  jewels,  and  make  choice 
Of  some  for  every  day,  and  some  to  wear 
At  masques.  ^Exit. 

Wor^'  ^w  very  good.    Two  days 
Of  thb  1  shall  grow  mad ;  or,  to  redeem 
Mysdf,  commit  some  outrage  ■  O — O — ^O ! 

SCENE  HI. 
Enter  Plotwell  and  Roseclap. 

Plot.  Sir,  I  am  sorry  such  a  li^ht  offence 
Should  make  such  deep  impressions  in  you ;  but 

that 
Which  more  afflicts  me  than  the  loss  of  my 
Ch^eat  hopes,  is  that  jrou*re  likely  to  be  abused,  sir ; 
Strangely  abused,  sir,  by  one  Baneswright.     I 

bear 
You  are  to  marry 

Wart.  Did  you  hear  so? 

Fiot.  Madam  Aurelia*s  woman, 

TFore.  What  of  her,  sir? 

Flat.  Why,  sir,  I  thought  it  duty  to  inform  you. 
That  you  were  better  match  a  ruin*d  bawd ; 
One  ten  times  cured  by  sweating,  and.  the  tub,^ 
Or  pain'd  now  with  her  fiftieth  ach,  whom  not 
The  power  of  usquebaugh,  or  heat  of  fevers, 


Quickens  enough  to  wish ;  one  of  such  looks, 
The  judges  of  assize,  without  more  proof, 
Suipect,  arraign,  and  bum  for  witchcraft. 

Ware.  Why,  pray? 

Plot.  For  she  being  past  all  motions,  impo- 
tence 
Will  be  a  kind  of  chastity,  and  you 
Might  Imve  her  to  yourself;  but  here  is  one 
Knows  this  to  be 

Ware.  An  arrant  whore? 

Rou.  I  see 
You  have  heard  of  her,  sir.    Indeed  she  has 
Done  penance  thrice. 

Ware.  How  say  you,  penance  ? 

Rou.  Yes,  sir :  and  should  have  suffered — 

Ware.  Carting,  should  she  not  ? 

Boie.  The  marshal  had  her,  sir. 

Ware.  I  sweat,  I  sweat ! 

Bate.  She's  of  known  practice,  sir :  the  Rothes 
she  wears 
Are  but  her  quarter's  sins :  she  has  no  linen, 
But  what  she  first  o£fends  for. 

Ware.  O  bless'd  Heaven ! 
Look  down  upon  me. 

Fht.  Nay,  sir,  which  is  more. 
She  has  three  children  living;  has  had  four. 

Ware.  Howl  Children!  Children,  say  you? 

Flot.  Ask  him,  sir; 
One  by  a  Frenchman. 

Eote.  Another  by  a  Dutch. 

Fbt.  A  third  by  a  Moor,  sir,  bom  of  two  co- 
lours. 
Just  like  a  serjeant*s  man. 

Ware.  Why,  she  has  known  then 
All  tongues  and  nations? 

Rou.  She  has  been  lain  with  farther 
Than  ever  Corydt  travell'd,  and  Iain  in 
By  two  parts  of  the  map,  Afrique  and  Europe, 
As  if  the  state  maintain'd  her  to  allay 
The  heat  of  foreigners. 

Ware.    0,0,0,0! 

Plot.  What  ail  you,  sir? 

Ware.  O  nephew,  I  am  not  well,  I  am  not  well ! 

Plot.  I  hope  you  are  not  married  ? 

Ware.  It  13  too  true. 

JRofe.  God  help  you  then. 

Ware.  Amen,  ^fephew,  forgive  me. 

jRote.  Alas !  good  gentleman ! 

Plot.  Would  you  trust  Baneswright,  sir? 

Ware.  Nephew,  in  hell. 
There's  not  a  torment  for  him.  0  that  I  could 
But  see  that  cheating  rogue  upon  the  rack  now; 
rd  give  a  thousand  pound  for  every  stretch 
That  should  enlarge  the  rogue  tlm>ugh  all  hit 

joints. 
And  but^ust  shew  him  hell,  and  then  recal 
His  broking  soul,  and  give  him  strength  to  sofo 
His  torture  ofVen.    I  would  have  the  rascal 
Think  hanging  a  relief,  and  be  as  long 


^  And  %h€  tttft.^See  a  note  on  Tmon  of  Athens,  edition  1773,  vol.  8,  p.  409. 
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A  dvtag  M  a  chopt  eel,  that  the  devil 
Might  have  bis  soul  by  pieces.    Who's  here  ?  a 
sailor  ^ 

SCENE  IV. 
Enter  Cypher  like  a  Sailor, 

Cypk.  Are  yoa,  sir,  Warehouse,  the  rich  mer- 
chant? 

Ware,  Sir,  roy  name  is  Warehouse, 

Cyph,  Then  you  are  not,  sir, 
So  rich  by  two  ships  as  you  were. 

Ware.  How  mean  you  ? 

Cyph,  Your  two  ships,  sir,  that  were  oow  co- 
ming home 
From  Ohnus,  are  both  cast  away ;  the  wreck 
And  burden  on  the  place  was  valued  at 
Some  forty  thousand  pound.  All  the  men  perish'd 
By  the  violence  of  the  storm,  onl^  myself 
Preserved  my  life  by  swimming,  uU  a  sjiip 
Of  Bristol  took  me  up,  and  brought  me  home 
To  be  the  sad  reporter. 

Ware.  Was  nothing  saved  ? 

Cyph.  Two  small  casks,  one  of  blue  figs,  the 
other 
Of  pickled  mushrooms;   which  served  me  for 

bladders. 
And  kept  mc  up  from  sinking.    Twas  a  storm^ 
Which,  sir,  I  will  describe  to  you.    The  winds 
Rose  of  a  sudden  with  that  icmpestuojjs  force— 

Ware.  Pr'ytbee,  no  more,  Tve  heard  tOU  much. 
Would  I 
Had  been  i*  the  tempest. 

Cyph.  Good  your  worship,  give 
A  poor  sea-farinE  man  your  charity. 
To  carry  me  back  again.    Tm  come  above 
A  hundred  mile  to  tell  you  this. 

Ware.  Go  in. 
And  let  my  factor,  if  he  be  come  in, 
Reward  thee :  stay  and  sup  too. 

CypA.  Thank  your  worship.      [Exit  Cypheb. 

Ware,  W*h^  should  I  not  now  hang  myself? 
or,  if 
It  be  a  fate  that  will  more  hide  itself. 
And  keep  me  from  discredit,  tie  some  weight 
About  my  neck,  to  sink  me  to  the  bottom 
O*  th*  Thames,  not  to  be  found,  to  keep  my  body 
From  rismg  up  and  telling  tales.    Two  wrecks. 
And  both  worth  forty  thousand  pound  there! 

Why, 
That  landed  oere,  were  worth  an  hundred.    I 
Will  drown  myself;  I  nothing  have  to  do 
Now  in  this  world  but  drown  myself. 

Plot.  Fie,  these 
Are  desperate  resolutions.    Take  heart,  sir. 
There  may  be  ways  yet  to  relieve  you. 

Ware.  How  ? 

Plot.  Why,  for    your  lost  ships,  say,  sir;  I 
should  bring 
Two  o*  the  Assurance-office  that  should  warrant 
Tbeir  safe  return  ?  Tis  not  known  yet.    Would 

you 
Give  three  part*  itg  secure  the  fourth  ? 


Ware.  Vd  give  ten  to  secure  one. 

Plot.  WelC  sir,  and  for  your  wife, 
Say  I  should  prove  it  were  fio  lawful  match ; 
And  that  she  is  another  man's :  you'd  lak« 
The  piece  of  service  well  ? 

Ware.  Yes,  and  repent 
That  when  I  had  so  good  an  heir  begot 
Unto  my  hand,  I  was  so  rash  to  ip^i 
At  one  of  my  own  dotage* 

Plot,  ^ay  no  more,  sir ; 
But  keep  the  sailor  that  be  stir  not.    We'll 
About  it  straight 

[£jeiiii^  pLOTWELL  and  RosEc^f  p. 

Ware.  How  much  I  was  deceived, 
To  think  ill  of  my  nephew  !  In  whose  revenge 
I  sec  die  heavens  frown  on  me ;  se^  apd  winds 
Swell  and  rage  for  him  against  m^  :  but  I  will 
Appease  their  furies,  ^xid  be  reconciled. 

SCENE  V. 
Enter  Seathript,  Jlfrs  Seathrift,  Mrs  IJol- 

LAND,  Mrs  SCRVPLE. 

Mrt  Sea.  Much  jqy  to  y/^i),  f^  i  you  hare  n|ade 
quick  dispatch. 
I  like  a  man  that  can  lo\e,  lynp,  s^n^  ^^ 
All  in  an  hour.    My  husj^frnq  yfii^  fijo  U^g 
A  getting  me,  so  m^ny  fnepcjis  consents 
Were  to  be  ask'c),  tl)^  irhci^  ^^.  S^J^H^  ^9  fl^P'^ 
Twas  not  a  marriage,  but  our  times  we^'  qott 
And  we  were  there  m^e  fwfs  pf  f^  another. 
'     jlfrt  HqL  I  IpoV'd  tp  ^d  you  a-Vi^  ¥^  ^  J^WC 
sherifT 
Begot  by  this.    Mv  husbaj^li  ^^hen  I  came 
Froip  church,  by  ibis  tjn^  b^4  ^^P,  eaiUdle ;  I 
Had  no^  a  garter  left,  Jiqf  hp  a  ppiftt* 

Mrs  Scru.  Surely,  all  that  my  husband  did  the 
first 
Night  we  were  marri/ed,  was  tp  call  for  o^e 
Of  his  wrougjit  caps  more,  io  aUay  his  r)ieiim. 
Jlf rt  HoL  We  hear  you've  match*d  a  courtier, 
sir,  agallfifit; 
One  that  can  spring  fire  in  your  blood,  and  dart 
Fresh  flames  into  you. 

Mrs  &f .  Sir,  ypp  are  not  m^rry ; 
jy^thinks  ypM  do  apt  jjopk  a^  you  wena  mnrp(^ 
Mrs  HoL  You  rather  look  as  you  he^  lost  your 

love. 
Mirs  Scrfi.  Or  el4e,  as  if  yo^i^  H^tA#e,  air,  had 

rehuked  you. 
Sea.  How  is  it,  sir  ?  You  see  I  have  broogfat 
alon^ 
My  fiddlers  with  me ;  my  w^  and  Bfif s  ^b^fmd 
Are  good  windrin&trumeots.    ^^^  enojgigl)  tor  me 
To  put  on  sadness. 

Ware.  Yov,  sir,  bjave  no  jcapjw. 
Sea.  Not  I !  As^  Mr«  Scruple.    I  hf^e  lost 
My  daughter,  sir,  she's  stoteo.    Tl^ea,  fir,  I  baff 
A  speodthrift  to  ipy  son. 

Ware.  These  are  felicitief 
Com'par*d  to  me.   You  have  not  match'd  m  whore^ 

sir. 
Nor  lost  two  ships  at  sea. 
Sea.  Nor  ypU|  )  l^ope. 
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Wii't  Tnlth  h,  yon  alls  nly  friends.    I  am 
abttsH, 
Grossly  fetch'd  over,    t  have  n1atch*d  a  stew ; 
The  no^^'st  woman  o*  the  town. 

Mrt  Sea.  Indeed,  I  heard 
She  was  a  chiamht!Htiaid. 

ml.  Ahd  th%y  l»y  their  phkce 
Do  wait  upon  the  lady,  biit  bi^long 
Unto  thie  lora. 

Sea.  B«ktisth$«tmef 

Ware,  HtM^  ^^-as 
My  ttle)M^^  just  now,  and  one  Ros<sclap,  who  tell 

ihe 
She  has  three  eHildHen  firvine ;  one  dapple-grey, 
Hair  Moor,  half  English.    Knows  as  mArty  men 
As  she  thiit  sinned  by  th^  kafetadar,  and  divided 
The  nights  o'  the  yeA^  wiclk  seVeral  men*. 

Sea.  Bless  roe,  goodness  ! 

Ware*  Then,  like  a  man  condemned  to  all 
misfortunes, 
I  have  estated  her  miUl  I  blav«. 

Sea.  How ! 

Ware.  Voi^t  hand  and  ind,  sir,  irrecovertibly, 

SCENE  Vt 
Enter  SaleWit, 

Ifff  Hoi.  Look,  Mrs  Scmpte,  here's  yoar  hus* 
bAiid. 

Sale.  Be  the  leave  of  th%  tiir  cothpan^ 

Mr$  Scru.  My  husband ! 
HTs  cold  keeps  him  lit  hotoie.   Surety  I  take 
This  to  be  some  Dutch  elder. 

Sale.  Where  is 
The  breed  an  breedgroo%^  Oh,  mohsic^i  I'm 

com't 
To  give  you  zhoy,  and  bless  your  capbA :  where 
Is  your  fair  breed  ? 

Ware.  O,  Monsieur,  you  have  join'd  ittft 
To  a  cfcasre  vii^n.    Would  when  I  came  to  you 
Y  had  Cited  your  ci6^«monies  about  my  fMpral. 

^le.  Fooneral?  is  your  breed  dead? 

Ware.  Would  she  were> 
I*d  douMe  your  fee,  MoiVsienr,  to  bdty  her. 

Sale.  £e  can  but  Icetle  English. 

Ware.  No,  1  see  you  are  but  new  tdim  otstr. 

Sale.  D(y^r !  THe  Ee  lumieid. 

Ware.  Ay,  sir,  prtjr  <<rdk  in ;  timt  4(!I6t 
Will  ittflfl  yon  in  uNy  diniHlg-l^iom. 

Sale.  Ee  tank  you. ,  [£r»/. 

Ware.  This  is  the  ^rieH  that  MMt4ed  xA. 

Sea.  This  is  a  Frenohtiilan,  is\  nc^? 

Ware,  ^was  at  the  French  ch^Areh. 

SCENE  VII. 

Xnter  two  FMme^  hekring  the  frame  ^a  great 
Picture.    Curtuira  drawn. 

1  Foot.  Set  'em  down  gently ;  so. 
9  Foot.  Th^y  mids!e  nite  slv^at. 
Pkttfrea,  ^th  yoa$  Wight,  they  have  weight 


To  be  the  pan 

1  foot.  My  lady,  sir,  hiA  Mt 


A  present  to  your  wife. 
Ware.  What  lady,  pray  ? 

1  Foot.  Madam  Aureha,  sir. 
Ware.  Oh 

2  Foot.  Sir,  they  are 

A  brace  of  pictures,  with  which  my  lady  prays  ' 
She  will  adorn  her  cbaiither. 

Ware.  Male  pictures,  pray. 
Or  female  f 

1  Fbot.  Why d' you  ask? 

Ware.  Because,  methinks, 
It  shooW  be  Miirs  and  Venus  in  a  net ; 
Aretine's  postures,  or  a  naked  nymph 
Lving  asleep,  and  some  lascivious  satyr 
Taking  her  lineaments.   These  are  pictures  which. 
Delieht  my  wide. 

d  Foot.  These  are  nizht-pi^ces,  sir. 

Mrt  Eol,  Lord,  how  1  long  to  sec  ^em !  I  have 
at  home 
Thfe  fintest  ravish'd  Lucrcce ! 

-flfrt  Scm.  So  have  I 
The  finest  fall  of  Babylon  ?  there  is 
A  fat  monk  spewing  churches;   save  your  pre* 
sence. 

3frf  Hoi.  Pray,  will  you  open  'em? 

1  Foot.  My  lady  charged  us 

None  snould  have  sight  of 'em,  sir,  but  your  wife. 

Ware.  Because  you  make  so  dainty,  I  will  see 

'em.    [Draa7s  the  Curtain,  within  are  dii • 

covered  Bright  and  Newcut. 

2  Foot.  TIs  out  of  our  commission. 

Ware.  But  not  of  mine.  Hell  and  damnation ! 

1  Foot.  How  d' vou  like  'em,  sir? 

Mr$  Hoi   Look,  they  are  pictured  in  theic 
clothes! 

Mr$  Sea.  They  stir  too. 

8  Foot.  Sir,  they  are  drawn  to  life;  a  master's 
hand 
Went  to  'em,  I  aasare  you. 

Ware.  Out  varlets,  iMiwds, 
BsAddrs,  avoid  risy  house !  O  devil !  are  yon 
My  wifli^  ni|^l)t-pieces  ?  [They  come  out. 

Brighl.  Sfr,  yon  are  rode,  nttdvil. 
And  woiiM  be  beaten. 

New.  We  cantiot  cdme  in  private 
On  basMsi  to  yonr  tvife,  but  you  mtfst  be 
Inquisitive^  sir  ?  Thank  God,  *tis  in  your  owa 

nouse; 
The  place  protects  you. 

Bright.  If  such  an  insolence 
'Scape  onrev^nged,  henceforth  no  1^^  shall 
have  secret  !tervants. 

Ifew.  Here  ^  comes,  well  adb 
If  she  gave  you  commission  to  be  so  boM< 

Ware.  Why  this  is  far  beyond  example  rare, 
Now  I  cohceive  what  is  Platonic  \oVt ; 
'Tis  to  have  mchri  like  pictures,  brought  disgiiised. 
To  cuckold  us  with  virti]^e.  [They  whisp€l\ 

SCENE  VIU. 
Enter  Dorcas. 
t)or.  tie  would  not  bffier%  would  1^  i^ 
JBrf^^^  We  have  beei^ 
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In  Hanger  to  be  8e&rdi*d;  hereafter  we 
Must  6rst  be  question'd  by  an  officer, 
And  bring  it  under  bands  we  are  no  nien. 
Or  have  nought  dangerous  about  us,  before 
We  shall  obtain  access. 

New,  We  do  eipect 
In  time,  your  husband,  to  preserve  yon  chaste, 
Should  keep  you  with  a  guard  of  eunuchs ;  or 
Confine  you,  like  Italians,  to  a  room 
Where  no  male  beast  is  pictured,  lest  the  ssght 
Of  aught  that  can  beget,  should  stir  desires. 

Dor.  I  niar^l,  sir,  who  did  licence  you  to  pry 
Or  spy  out  any  friends  that  come  to  me ; 
It  shews  an  unbred  curiosity, 
lyhich  111  correct  hereafter;  you  will  dare 
To  break  up  letters  shortljr,  and  examine 
My  tailor^  lest  when  be  brings  home  odt  gown. 
There  be  a  man  in't.    I'll  have  whom  I  list,- 
In  what  disguise  I  list,  and  when  I  list ; 
And  not  have  your  sour  eyes  so  saucy,  to  peep. 
As  if  ;|rou,  by  prevenuon,  meant  to  kill 
A  basilisk. 

Ware.  Mistress,  do  what  yon  list. 
Send  for  your  couch  out,  lie  with  your  gallants 

there 
Before  us  all.    Or,  ifvou  have  a  mind 
To  fellows  that  can  lift  weights,  I  can  call 
Two  footmen  too. 

Sea,  You  are  too  patient,  sir ; 
Send  for  the  Marshal,  and  discharge  your  house. 

Mrs  Sea.  Truly,  a  handsome  woman  f  what 
pity  'tis 
She  is  not  honest. 

Mrs  Hoi.  Two  proper  gentlemen,  too. 
Lord,  that  such  pictures  might  be  sent  to  me ! 

SCENE  IX. 

Enter  Plotwell  and  Roseclap,  with  Bakes- 
WAiGBT  and  QoAETFisLD  di^tscd. 

Ware.  0  nephew,  welcome  to  my  ransom ;  here 
My  house  is  made  a  new  erection ;  sallanti 
Are  brought  in  varied  forms.    Had  I  not  lookM 
By  providence  into  that  frame,  these  two 
Had  been  conveyed  for  night-pieces  and  landskips 
Into  my  chaste  bride's  cbunoer.    Till  now,  she 

took 
And  let  herself  out ;  now  she  will  be  able 
To  hire,  and  buy  offienders. 

Plot,  ill  ease  you,  sir ; 
We  two  have  made  a  full  discovery  of  her. 

Rote.  She's  married  to  another  man,  sir. 

Ware.  Good  nephew,  thou  art  my  blessed  an- 
gel. 
Who  are  these  two? 

Plot.  Two  that  will  secure  your  ships, 
Sent  by  the  office.  Seal  you,  sir :  Th*  have  brought 
Th'  assurance  with  'em. 

Ware.  Nephew,  thou  wer't  bom 
To  be  my  dear  preserver. 

Plot.  It  is  duty,  sir, 
To  help  you  out  with  your  ousfortUQes.    Gentle- 


Produce  your  instruments.    Uncle,  pot  your  seal, 
[They  tubtcribef  seal^  and  deliver  inters 
changeahly. 
And  write  your  name  here;  they  will  do  tbe  like 
To  the  other  parchment.    So,  now  deliver. 
Ware.  1  do  deliver  this  as  ray  act  and  deed. 
Banes.  Quart.  And  we  this,  as  our  act  anddeedi 
Plot.  Pray,  gentlemen. 
Be  witness  here.    Upon  a  doubtful  mniour 
Of  two  ships  wreck'd  as  they  returoM  from  Onmia, 
My  uncle  covenants  to  give  three  parts 
To  have  tbe  fourth  secur^.    And  these  two  here, 
[Seathrift,  Hoseclap,  Bright,  oiuif  New- 
cut  subscribe  as  witnesses. 
As  delegates  of  the  oflke,  undertake 
At  that  rate  to  assure  them.    Uncle,  now 
Call  forth  the  sailor,  and  send  for  the  priest 
That  married  you. 

Enter  Salewit  and  Ctpbex. 

Ware.  Look,  here  they  oome. 

Plot.  First  then, 
Not  to  afflict  you  longer,  ancle,  since 
We  now  are  quiet ;  know,  all  tins  was  my  project. 

Ware.  How ! 

Plot.  Your  two  ships  are  richly  landed ;  if 
You'll  not  believe  me,  here's  the  sailor,  who, 

[Cypher  undisgums.. 
Transform'd  to  Cypher,  can  tell  yon. 

CypA.  *TiB  very  true,  sir, 
I  hired  this  travelling  case  of  one  o'  tbe  sailors 
That  came  in  one  of  'em.    They  lie  at  BlackwaU* 
•Troth,  I  in  pity,  sir,  to  Mr  Plotwell, 
Thought  it  my  duty  to  deceive  you. 

Ware.  Very  well,  sir; 
What  are  these  maskers  too  f 

Plot.  Faith,  sir,  these  [Ent  Cypher. 

Can  change  their  forms  too.  Tbeyare  two  frieoda 

[Th^  undisguised 

Worth  threescore  thousand  pounds,  sir,  to  my  ose. 

Ware.  Baneswright,  and  Captain  Quartfield ! 

Quart.  Nay,  old  boy, 
Th'  hast  a  good  penny-worth  on't    The  jest  is 

worth 
Three  parts  of  four. 

Banes.  Faith,  sir,  we  hope  You'll  paj 
Tonnage  and  poundage  into  the  bagitD. 

Ware.  O  you  are  a  precious  rogue;  yoa  ha' 
preferred  me 
To  a  chaste  Lucrece,  sirrah ! 

Bonei.  Your  nephew,  sir, 
Hath  married  her  with  all  her  faults.    They  are 
New  come  from  church* 

Ware.  How ! 

Plot.  Wonder  not,  sir:  you 
Were  married  bu  t  in  jest.  Twas  no  cbur^fonn. 
But  a  fine  legend  out  of  Rablais. 

Sale.  TroUi 
This  reverend  weed  cast  off»  I'm  a  lay  poet, 

ISalewit  t(iu^^iftfcs» 
And  cannot  marry,  unless  ^  be  in  a  ptay^] 
In  the  fifth  act  or  so ;  and  that's  aiuiost 
Worn  out  of  fashim  too. 
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Mrt  Sea.  Tlieae  tre  the  two  \ 

That  sbowM  my  sen. 

Mrs  HoL  Let*!  have  our  money  back. 

Fht.  Bat,  unck,  for  the  jointore  yon  have 
made  her, 
I  hope  you'll  iiot  retiiK*.    That,  and  three  parts 
Of  your  two  ships,  besides  what  you  will  leave 
Us  at  your  death,  will  make  a  pretty  stock 
Foryoong  beginners. 
.   Ware.  Am  I  o'er-reach'd  so  finely ! 

Sea.  But  are  you  married,  sir,  in  earnest^ 

Fhi.  Troth, 
We  have  not  been  a-bed  yet,  bnt  may  go, 
And  no  law  broken. 

Sea,  Then  I  must  tell  voo,  sir, 
YooVe  wrong'd  me ;  and  I  look  for  satisfaction. 

Plot.  Why,  I  beseech  you,  sir? 

Sea.  Sir,  were  not  you 
Betrothed  once  to  my  daughter? 

Mrs  Sea.  And  did  not  I, 
And  Mrs  Holland,  help  to  make  you  sure  ? 

Fht.  I  do  confess  it. 

Sea.  Bear  witness,  gentlemen,  he  doth  con- 
fess it. 

Plot.  Ill  swear  it  too,  sir« 

&«.Why, 
Then,  have  yon  matched  this  woman? 

Plot.  Why !  because 
This  is  your  daughter,  sir,    I'm  her's  by  con- 


For  this  day's  service. 

Sea.  Is't  possible  I  should 
Be  out  in  my  own  child  so  ? 

Mrs  Sea.  1  told  you,  husband. 

Mrs  Scru.  Surely,  my  spirit  gave  me  it  was 
she;         * 
And  yet  to  see,  now  you  have  not  your  wire, 
Nor  city-ruff  on,  mistress  Sue,  how  these 
Clothes  do  beguile !  in  truth,  I  took  you  for 
A  gentlewoman. 

Sea.  Here  be  rare  plots,  indeed  ! 
Why,  how  now,  sir,  these  young  heads  have  out- 
gone us. 
Was  my  son  o*  the  plot  too? 

Plot.  Faith,  sir,  he 
Is  married  too.    1  did  strike  up  a  wedding 
Between  him  and  my  sister, 

Enter  Tiu<nuY  and  Avumlia. 

Look,  sir ! 

They  come  without  their  maidenheads. 

Sea.  Why,  this 
Is  better  sull.    Now,  sir,  you  mi^t  hare  asked 
Consent  of  parents. 

Tm.  Pray,  forgive  me,  sir. 
I  thoughtl  had  matched  a  lady,  but  she  proves— 

Sea.  Much  better,  sir :  Fd  chide  yoa  as  a  fish. 
But  that  your  choice  pleads  for  you. 

Tbn.  Mother,  pray 
Salute  my  wife,  and  tell  me  if  one  may  not 
lie  with  her  lips ;  nay,  yoo  too^  Mrs  HoUaodi 


Yon  taught  her  to  make  shirts  and  bone-hioe. 

She's 
Out  of  her  lime  now. 

Mrs  Hoi.  I  release  her,  sir. 

Ware.  I  took  your  sister  for  a  lady,  nephew. 

Plot.  I  kept  her  like  one,  sir.    My  Temple 
scores 
Went  to  maintain  the  title,  out  of  hope 
To  gain  some  great  match  for  her ;  which  you  see 
Is  come  to  pass.  ^ 

Ware.  Well,  Mr  Seathrift, 
Things  are  just  fallen  out  as  we  contrived  'em ; 
I  grieve  not  I'm  deceived.     Believe  me,  gentle^ 


You  all  did  your  parts  well :  'twas  carried  cleanly ; 
And  though  I  could  take  some  thioes  iU  of  jou, 
Fair  Mistress,  yet  'twas  Plot,  and  1  forget  it. 
Let's  in,  and  make  'em  portions. 
Sea.  Lead  the  way,  sir. 
Banes,  Pray,  stay  a  little. 
Ware.  More  revelations  yet? 
Banes.  I  all  this  while  Imve  stood  behind  the 
curtain: 
You  have  a  brother,  sir,  and  you  a  father* 
Plot.  If  he  do  liv^  I  have. 
Banff.  He  in  his  time 
Was  held  the  wealthiest  merchant  on  the  Ex* 
change. 
Ware.  'Tis  true,  but  that  hit  shipwrecks  broke 

him. 
Banes.  And 
The  debt  for  which  he  broke,  I  hear  you  have 
Compounded. 
Sea.  I  am  paid  it. 
Benei.  Then  I  thank  you. 

[Baneswright  undUgmseu 
Ware.  My  brother  Plotwell  I 
Bonef .  Son,  I  wish  you  joy. 
Plot,  O  my  blessed  stars !  my  father ! 
Banes,  And  to  you,  fair  mistress. 
Let  it  not  breed  repentance,  that  I  have, 
For  my  security,  to  'scape  your  father, 
A  while  descended  from  myself  to  this 
Unworthy  shape.    Now  I  can  cast  it  o£^ 
And  be  my  true  self.    I  have  a  ship,  which  fame 
Grave  out  for  lost,  but  just  now  landed  too. 
Worth  twenty  thousand  pounds^  towards  your 
match. 
Sea.  Better  and  better  still. 
TFore.  Well;  what  was  wanting 
Unto  our  joys,  and  made  these  nuptials 
Imperfect,  brother,  you  by  your  discovery 
Have  fully  added. 

Enter  Ctpbuu 


Cuph.  Sir,  the  two  sheriA  are 
(Tithin, 


Within,  and  have  both  brought  their  wives. 
Ware.  The  feast 

I  Intended  for  my  weddbg  shall  be  your^s. 
To  which  I  addr^Mayyou  so  looey  td  say^  ^ 
Wh^  old,  your  time  was  Imtonemarriage'^ay, 


SB9 


THE  CITY  MATCH. 


tMAtkB. 


EPILOGUE  AT  WHITEHALL. 

Tqe  Author  was  deceived ;  for,  sboald  the  parts 
And  play,  which  you  have  seen,  plead  rules  and 

arts, 
Such  as  strict  cntics  write  by,  who  refuse 
T*  allow  the  buskin  to  the  Comic  Muse ; 
Whose  region  is  the  people,  ^very  strain 
Of  royalty  being  tragic,  though  none  slain ; 
He'd  now,  great  sir,  hold  all  his  rules  untrue, 
And  think  his  best  rulers  are  the  Que^n  and  you. 
He  should  have  search'd  the  stories  of  each  age, 
And  brought  five  acts  of  princes  on  the  stage; 
He  should  have  taken  measure,  ana  jaiMd  Aport 
From  persons  bright  and  glorious  as  your  court; 
And  should  hhve  made  his  argument  to  be 
Fully  as  high,  and  great  as  they  that  see. 
Here,  be  confesseth,  you  did  pothing  raef  t 
But  what  was  first  a  comedy  i'the  street  r 
Cheapside  brought  into  verse;  no  passage  strange: 
%o  any  here,  tmtt  hath  been  at  the  Ei^change. 
Yet,  he  hopes  none  doth  value  it  so  lowt 
As  to  compare  it  with  my.  Lord  Mayor's  Show, 
^is  so  unlike,  that  some,  he  fears,  did  ^t. 
Who,  missing  pageants,  did  o'ersec  t|ie  wit. 
Sinoe  tben  bis  scene  no  pomp  or  highness  boasts. 
And  low  thiop  graced,  shew  princes  princes  most; 

Sour  royal  smites  will  raise't,  and  m^ke  him  sAy, 
,  e  ohlj  wrot^;  your  liking  mad^  tliffplay. 


EPILOGUE  AT  BLACitRiEitS. 

Oiict  more  the  Author,  ere  you  rise,  doth  say. 
Though  he  have  public  warrant  for  his  play. 
Yet  he  to  the  King's  command  needs  the  King's 

writ 
To  keep  him  safe,  not  to  be  arraign*d  for  wit. 
Not  that  he  fears  his  name  can  suffer  wrack 
From  them  who  sixpence  pay  and  siiqience  crack. 
To  such  he  wrote  not :  though  some  parts  have 

been 
So  like  here,  that  they  to  thismselves  came  in. 
To  them  who  call't  reproof  to  vfktkt  a  face. 
Who  think  they  judge,  when  tbey  frown  i'  the 

wrong  place ; 
Who,  if  they  spett  not  ill  o'  the  poet,  doubt 
They  lose  by  the  play,  nor  b^ve  their  two  sbiU 

lines  out ; 
He  says,  he  hopes  theyll  not  ei^pect  he'd  woo, 
The  pl&y  being  done,  they'd  end  their  sour  looks 

too. 
But,  before  you,  who  did  trpe  hearers  ail. 
Who  »nely  make  a  box,  and  fill  the  pit, 
Who  to  his  comedy  read,  and  unseen. 
Had  throng^  theatres,  and  Black-Friers  been, 
He  for  his  doom  stands ;  your  hands  are  his  bays> 
Since  they  can  only  clap  who  knoi^  to  praiiOk 
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EDITIONS. 

(t.)  ^  The  Cltjt  Mate!) :  a  6omoedye.  Fresent^  to  the  Kiqg  and  Queens^  at  Whitehall.  Acted 
since  at  Black  Friers,  by  his  Mi^esties  Servants^  Herat  de  Arte  toet  VertUms  esponi  Trmgku  res 
vomica  non  ttuU,  Oi^ord :  printed  by  Leotwrd  Liebfield,  printer  to  the  University."  Anao  Dom. 
KDcxxxix.    Fo. 

(«.J  •*  TWO  Plareft :  Hie  Ci1y  lAstc6,  a  Comcedt;  and  the  Amorous  Warre,  4  Tragy  Comofedy ; 
long  sinee  written.    By  J.  il.  ot  Ch.  Ch.  in  Ozon.  Oxford :  reprinted  by  Hen.  Hall,  for  Bic. 

<i.)  «  The  City  Matieh :  a  Cbmowly.  Presented  to  the  King  and  Queene  at  White-Hall.  Acted 
since  at  Black  Friers,  bv  his  MaJMtie^  Servants.  Horat.  de  Arte  Poet  Fersibnt  esp6ni  iy&gici$  re$ 
comica  non  vult.  By  J.  M.  St  of  Ch.  Ch.  in  Oi^on,  Oxford :  printed  by  Henry  Hall,  Printer  to  tha 
yiiiversiiy,  for  IlidL  Davis,  1659,  Bvo?  J't^^    , 
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THE  MUSE'S  LOOKING-GLASS.* 


Thomas  Randolph,  wu  the  tan  of  WiUiam  Bandolpk,  of  HanUy  near  Lewis,  in  Sussex,  hy  EUxtn 
heth  kis  wifsj  daughter  of  Thomas  Smith  of  Newnha$ny  near  Daventry,  in  Northamptonshire.  He 
was  bom  at  Newnhamf  on  the  t5th  of  June^  1605,  and  educated  as  one  of  the  King*s  Scholars  of 
Westminster  SchooL  From  thenu  he  was  chosen  into  Trinity  College  in  Cambridge,  in  l§3d,  of 
which  he  became  afeUow,  took  his  degree  of  Master  of  Arts,  and  afterwards  received  the  same  hi* 
nour  at  the  university  of  Oxford,  He  very  early  began  to  exercise  his  poetical  talents,  having,  it  is 
said,  at  the  age  of  nine  or  ten  years,  writtenTnz  History  of  the  Incarnation  of  our  Saviour, 
in  verse.  As  he  grew  up,  the  ingenuity  of  his  poetical  performances  procured  him  the  esteem  of  aU 
who  had  any  pretensions  lo  wit,  particularly  qfBen  Jonson,  who  adopted  him  for  one  of  his  sons.  His 
Uveh  and  agreeable  conversation  engaged  him  intq  too  much  company,  and  sometimes  amongst  none 
of  tie  best  or  most  peaceable  persons.  So  that  ot^e,  in  a  jovial  and  drunken  faceting,  a  quarrel 
arising,  he  had  the  misfortune  to  lose  the  little  finger  of  his  left  hand.  On  this  accident  he  wrote  t 
copy  of  verses,  printed  in  his  works.  The  scantiness  of  his  patrimony,  or  his  own  extravagance,  soon 
brought  him  to  poverty  ;  and  his  irregular  and  too  tree  mode  of  living,  among  his  companions  and 
admirers,  in  qU  proMnUty  shorten^  his  life,  Ajter  living  some  time  with  his  father,  at  lAttU 
Houghton,  in  Northamptonshire,  he  went  to  the  house  of  William  Stafford,  of  Blatherwick,  in  the 
same  county ;  where  he  died  in  March  1634,  aged  not  quite  SO  years.  The  17th  of  the  same  month, 
he  was  buned  in  an  aisle  adjoining  to  Blatherwick  church,  among  the  Stafford  famify ;  and  soon  after 
Sir  Christopher  Hatton  cauud,  at  his  own  charge,  a  monument  of  white  marble,  wreathed  ahout  with 
laurel,  to  be  erected  over  his  grave  ;  the  inscription  on  which,  in  Latin  and  English  verse,  was  made 
by  the  poe^s  friend,  Peter  nausted  of  Cambridge,  He  appears  to  have  been  a  man  of  the  greatest 
^ood-humour,  and  a  facetious  companion  ;  his  ppems  abound  with  wit,  and  though  generally  jocose,  he 
u  upon  many  occasions  sententiously  grave  and  moral  Like  many  of  his  profession,  he  seems  to  have 
been  free,  generous,  and  totally  regardless  of  the  world. 

He  was  the  author  <fsix  Vramatic  pieces, 

1.  ^  Aristippus ;  or,  the  Jovial  Philosopher ;  demonstrativelie  prooving  that  quartes,  pintes,  and 
potties,  are  sometimes  necessary  quthourjs  in  a  scholers  library.  Presented  in  aprivatp  shom/* — 4tp, 
1630. 4<a,  1631. 4fa,  1635.  .    .  "  ' 

2  **  The  Coi^ceiled  Pedlar.*'  Printed  at  the  fnd  of  every  edition  of  Aristippus, — ^rom  this  piece 
Mr  Dodsley  says,  he  took  the  hint  qfhis  Dramatic  per formance,  called  the  Tm-SAop, 

3.  **  The'Jealosu  Lovers,  a  c<nnedie,prfsfii!ited  to  their  gracious  Majesties  at  Cambridge,  by  the  Stu^ 
dents  rf  Trinity  College,"— 4to,16Q%4to,16S4. 

^.**  The  Mt^e*s  Looking-glasse,**  ^to,  1638. 

5.  ^  Amynias ;  or,  iTAe  Impossible  Dowry,  if  pastorall,  acted  before  the  King  and  Queene,  at 
While  Ha/r— 4to,  1^33, 

6.  A  pleasant  cojriedie,  ent^ledt  **  Hey  for  Jlpnesty,  Down  with  Knavery.  Translated  out  qf 
Aristophanes  ^is  Plti^tus,  by  Thqmffs  Kandilph ;  augmented  and  published  by  F.  J^    ^to,  \Ak\. 

AU  these  pieces,  except  fhf  last,  hav^  bpen  Sfver^l  times pupiished,  together  with  the  authoi^spoems^ 
The  5th  edition  in  l468, 

*  Coocerniog  the  merit  of  this  play,  the  sentiments  of  critics  have  been  various.  Gildon  says,  tlie 
source  of  all  bumoors  that  ^  jo  witw/s,  m^fpfi  f/iHi^  v^  jit ;  41^  M^  ^^fM^lf^  |^U^^s  j)^  alTr«yi 
cneeme4  an  excejlcpt  cpinmpp  place  b9pk  IV  ^m^if  fi\4)MP,  f 0  mf^if^  t^  ij^  l^e  iV*  Pf  dJ^f wifli 
characters.  Bishop  Kurd,  ^ow^vcr,  ohs^xp, "  |lW  M  ft  ffm^  ¥f»*!4  ¥?  *?  exjtf^MMcc  of  ^uf^iog 
dramatic  manners  on  abstract  ideas,  in  its  full  light,  he  needs  only  turn  to  B,  Jonson^s  Evertf  Man  out  6/ 
his  Humour ;  which,  ander  the  name  of  a  play  of  character,  is  in  fact  an  iiaaatural,  and«  as  the  painters 
call  it,  Aard  delineation  of  a  grovp  of  ^fnpLexisffyf^  pff^ym^,  Yi\^9^lil  f^HR^^f^t  aod  unlike  to  any  thing 
-me  observe  in  the  commerce  of  rej^  il^e.  Xjet  thj?  C9^^'y  W  ^Sf^y^  M  i|f  ftdmlrers.  And  Randolph 
|o  particular,  was  so  taken  with  the  design,  that  he  seems  1q  tfa^vk  /^vif9  l*^  XflMe's  Looking-glass  in  ez« 

press  imitation  of  it.** It  was  reprinted  in  1706  in  l^mo,'  with  a  prefatory  epistle  to  the  Ueverend 

illr  Jer.  Collier,  who  bad  writtenmost  virulently  against  the  stage  labd  Oldys,  in  his  MS.  notes  on  Lang^* 
baine,  says,  it  h^s  now^  iti  174,^'  bcen^roug^t  on  the  Hagfi ;  bat  where,  or  ^iti^  wha,t  success,  do  not  appear. 
An  alt«ratlop  of ')t,  onder  the  tltli^  H^fkfi  2ii'}V0ViT,  ipri^s  pobllsbed  by  osfi  Hcurjf  Ddl,  a  BoQ^e^er,  b| 
8to,  1758. 
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THE  MUSFS  LOOKING-GLASS- 


DRAMATIS  PERSONiE. 


Roscius,  a  Player. 

Bird,  a  Feaiher-man. 

Jdn  FLowERDEWy  a  Haberdasher  qftmall- 


A  Deformed  Fellow. 

Comedy. 

Tragedy. 

MlME« 

Satire* 

COLAX. 

Dyscolvs. 

Deilus. 

Aphobus. 

acolastus. 

Akaistbetus. 

A80TU8. 


Ameleutuerus. 
Chaumas, 

MiCROPSYCHUS. 

Orgylus. 
AOROU8. 
Alazon. 
EiRoir. 

PUILOTIMIA. 
LUPARUS. 

Amaiskintia. 

Katapleitus. 

Juitice  NiMis,  and  Juitice  Nihil, 

Plus  and  Minus,  their  Clerks, 

IAGROicua,  a  Clown, 
b0molochu8. 
Mediocrity. 


ACT  L 


SCENE  I. 

Snier  Bird  the  Feather-man^  and  Mrs  Flower- 
DKWyWye  to  a  Haberdasher  of  small-wares ;  the 
one  having  brought  Feathers  to  theP lay-house; 
the  other  Pins  and  Looking-glasses ;  two  <if  the 
sanctified  Fraternity  of  Black^Friars,  * 

Mrs  Flower.  See,  brother,  how  the  wicked 
throng  Rod  crowd 
To  works  of  Yanity  !  Not  r  nook  or  comer 
In  all  tbb  house  of  sin,  this  cave  of  filthiness. 
This  den  of  spiritual  thieves,  but  it  is  stud'd, 
Stuff'd,  and  stufiTd,  full,  as  is  a  cushion. 
With  the  lewd  reprobate. 


Bird,  Sister,  were  diere  not  before  isua. 
Yes,  I  will  saj  inns,  for  mj  zeal  Uds  me 
Say  filthy  inns,  enough  to  harbour  such 
As  travelled  to  destruction  the  broad  way; 
But  they  built  more  and  more,  more  wops  of 
Satan? 

Mrs  Flower.  Iniquity  aboundethy  thougli  pure 
zeal 
Teach,  preach,  huff,  pufl^  and  snuff  at  it;  yet 

still. 
Still  it  aboundeth.     Had  we  seen  a  churdi, 
A  new  built  church,  erected  North  and  South, 
It  had  been  something  worth  the  wondering  mu 

Bird,  Good  works  are  done. 

Mrs  Flower.  I  say  no  works  are  good ; 


>  Bbcfe-l'Wart.— Notwithstaadfaig  the  Ticbilty  of  the  playhouse,  Black-Frtan  appears  to  have  beea 
a  place  celebrated  for  the  residence  of  many  Paritans.  It  was  equally  remarkable  for  being  InhRbitedl 
by  the  Feather-makers.    Both  these  circumstances  appear  In  Ben  Jonson^s  phiys. 

Th€jilchymkt,A.US.li 

<<  A  whoreson  upstart,  apocryphal  captain, 
Whom  not  a  puritan  in  Black- Friers  will  trust 
80  much  as  for  hfeaihsr J* 

Again,  BartkaUmew  Fair,  A.  5.  S.  6  t 
«*  Or  feaiher-maker  in  the  Friers,  that  are  of  your /action  nf faith.    Are  not  they  with  their  perekes 
and  their  puift,  their  torn  and  their -hulb,  as  much  pages  of  pride  lUid  waiters  upon  Vanity  ?'* 
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Good  wofks  are  merely  pophb,  aifd  apocryplial. 

Bird^  Bat  the  bad  abound,  turroufidyyea,  and 
confound  us. 
No  manret  now  if  play-houses  increase; 
For  thej  are  all  grown  so  obscene  of  late, 
That  one  begets  another. 

Mn  Flower,  Flat  fornication ! 
I  wonder  anj  body  takes  delight 
To  hear  them  prattle. 

BirtL  Nay,  and  I  have  heard. 
That  in  a— Tragedy,  I  think  they  call  it. 
They  make  no  more  of  killing  one  another. 
Than  you  sell  pins. 

Mr$  Fioarer.  Or  you  sell  feathers,  brother; 
But  are  they  not  hang'd  for  it? 

Bird,  Law  grows  partial. 
And  finds  it  but  chance-medley ;  and  their  come- 
dies 
Will  abuse  you,  or  roe,  or  any  body ; 
We  cannot  pot  onr  monies  to  increase 
Bt  lawful  usury,  nor  break  in  quiet. 
Nor  put  off  our  false  wares,  nor  keep  onr  wiyes 
Finer  than  others,  but  our  ghosts  must  walk 
Upon  their  stages. 

Mrs  Flower.  Is  not  this  flat  conjuring. 
To  make  our  ghosts  to  walk  ere  we  be  dead  ? 

Bird.  That's  notliing,  Mrs  Flowerdew ;  they 
will  play 
The  knave,  the  fool,  the  devil  and  all,  for  money. 

Mrs  Flower.  Impiety!  O  that  men  endued 
with  reason 
Should  have  no  more  grace  in  them ! 

Bird.  Be  there  not  other 
Vocations,  as  thriving,  and  more  honest  ? 
BaiKfi,  promoters,  jailors,  and  apparators,* 
Beadl^  and  martials^meo,  the  needful  instru- 
ments 
Of  the  republic;  but  to  make  themselves 
Such  monsters  I  for  they  sire  monsters,  they  are 

monsters ; 
Base,  sinful,  shameless,  ugly,  vile,  deform'd, 
Pernicious  monsters. 

Afrj  Flower,  I  have  ifeard  our  vicar 
Call  play-houses  the  colleges  of  transgression, 
Wherein  the  seven  deadly  sins  are  studied. 

Btrd.  Why  then,  the  city  will,  in  time,  be  made 
An  university  of  iniouity. 
We  dwell  by  Black-Fryars  college,  where  I  won- 
der. 
How  that  prophane  nest  of  pernicious  birds 
Dare  roost  themselves  there  in  the  midst  of  us, 


So  many  good  and  well-disposed  persons, 

0  impudence  ! 

Mr»  Flower.  It  was  a  zealous  prayer 

1  heard  a  brother  make  concerniog  play-houses. 

Bird.  For  charity,  what  it't?  > 

Mrs  Flower.  That  the  Globe,' 
Wherein,  quoth  he,  reicns  a  whole  world  of  vice 
Had  been  consumed ;  £e  Phosniz  burnt  to  ashes ; 
The  Fortune  whipt  for  a  blind  whore;  Black- 
Fryars, 
He  wonders  how  it  ^scttped  demolishing 
I'  the  time  of  reformauon ;  lastly,  he  wish'd 
The  Bull  might  cross  the  Thames  to  the  Bear- 

Garden, 
And  there  be  soundly  baited. 
Bird.  A  good  prayer. 

Mrs  Flower.  Indeed  it  something  pricks  my 
conscience, 
I  come  to  sell  'em  pins  and  looking-glasses. 
Bird,  1  have  their  custom  too  for  all  their  fea- 
thers: 
Tis  fit  that  we,  whidi  are  sincere  professors, 
Should  gain  by  infidels. 

SCENE  11. 
Enter  Roscius,  a  Player. 

Bird,  Mr  Roscios,  we  have  brou^t  tlie  things 
you  spake  for. 

Ros.  Why,  'tis  well. 

Mrs  Flower.  Pray  sir,  what  serve  they  for? 

Ros,  We  use  them  in  our  play. 

Bird.  Are  you  a  player  ? 

Hof.  I  am,  sir;  what  of  that? 

Bird.  And  is  it  lawful  ? 
Good  sister,  let's  convert  him.    Will  you  use 
So  fond  a  odling? 

Mrs  Flower*  And  so  impious  ? 

Bird.  So  irreligious? 

Mrs  Flower.  So  unwarrantable  ? 

Bird,  Only  to  gain  by  vice? 

Mrs  Flower,  To  live  by  sin ! 

Ros.  My  spleen  is  up:  and  live  not  you  by  sin? 
Take  away  vanity,  and  you  both  may  break. 
What  serves  your  lawful  trade  of  selling  pins. 
But  to  joint  i^wgaws,  and  to  knit  together 
Gorgets,  strips,    neck-cloths,    laoes,   ribbands, 

ruffe. 
And  many  other  8uch*like  toys  as  these, 
To  make  the  baby  pride  a  pretty  puppet  ? 


»  Apparator."^'*  A  lerieant,  beadle,  or  somoer  i  but  most  commonly  wed  for  an  Infferior  officer,  that  lum- 
mooed  in  delinquents  to  a  spiritual  court."  ,  BloutUs  Glostographt^. 

5  That  th€  Oto6e,  ^.— These  were  the  names  of  several  pUy-honses  then  In  being  i  The  Globe  ^a»  "- 
taate  on  the  bank-side,  and  was  the  same  house  for  which  a  Hceace  was  granted,  la  l<W8,  to  saaitc- 
saeare  and  others,  to  enable  theia  to  perform  there.  The  Phceaix  stood  In  DruryrLanew  The  i  ortune 
was  near  Whitectow-sUcet,  and  had  belonged  to  the  celebrated  Edward  Allcyn,  who  rebuilt  it.  Blacis 
Fryaw  probably  had  the  sme  proprietori  as  The  Globe  i  and  The  Red  BuU  was  at  the  ijppcr  end  of  w 
John*s-Mreet.    The  Bear  Garden,  or,  as  it  b  as  oflen  caUed,  Paris  Garden,  was  near  the  Globe  pt«r- 
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And  you,  sweet  featbei^man,  whose  ware,  though 

light, 
O^erweighs  your  conscience,  what   serves  your 

trade, 
But  to  plume  folly,  to  give  pride  her  wings, 
To  deck  vain-^tnry  P  spoiling  the  peacock's  tail 
1*  adorn  an  idiot's  coxcomb  !  O,  dull  ignorance ! 
How  ill  *ris  understood  what  we  do  mean 
For  good  and  honest !  they  abuse  our  scene. 
And  say  we  live  by  vice.    Indeed,  'tis  true, 
As  the  physicians  by  diseases  do, 
Only  to  cure  them.    They  do  live,  we  see. 
Like  cooks,  by  pampVing  prodigality, 
"Which  are  our  fond  accusers.    On  the  stage 
"We  set  an  usurer  to  tell  this  age 
How  ualy  looks  his  soul ;  a  prodigal 
Is  taught  by  us  how  far  from  liberal 
His  folly  bears  him.    Boldly  I  dare  say. 
There  has  been  more  by  us  in  some  one  play, 
Laugh'd  into  wit  and  virtue,  than  hath  beep 
By  twenty  tedious  lectures  drawn  from  sin 
And  foppish  hjumours ;  hence  the  cause  doth  rise, 
Men  are  not  won  by  the  ears  so  well  as  eyes. 
First  see  what  we  present. 

Mn  Flower,  The  sight  is  able 
To  unsanctify  our  eyes,  and  make  them  carnal, 

ilos. Will  you  condemn  without  examination? 

Bird,  No,  sister,  let  us  call  up  all  our  zeal, 
And  try  the  strength  of  this  temptation. 
Satan  shall  see  we  dare  defy  his  engines, 

Mrs  Flower^  1  am  content. 

iiof .  1  hen  take  your  places  here ;  I  will  come 
to  you. 
And  moralize  tlie  plot 

Mrs  Fhwer,  That  moralizing 
I  do  approve ;  it  may  be  for  instruction, 

SCENE  IIL 
Enter  a  Deform' d  Fellow^ 

Drform'd  Fellow,  Roscius,  1  hear  you  have  a 

new  play  to-day  ? 
Ros,  We  want  not  you  to  play,  Mephosto- 
pholis.^ 
A  pretty  natural  vizard* 

Deform* d  Fellow.  What  have  you  there  ? 
Jto<.  A  looking-glass,  or  two. 
Deformed  Felhw^  What  things  are  they  P 
Pray,  let  me  see  them.  Heaven,  what  sights  are 

here ! 
I  have  seen  a  devil.    Looking-glasses  call  you 

them? 
There  is  no  basilisk,  but  a  looking-glass. 
Rot.  lis  your  own  face  you  saw. 
Deformed  Fellow.  My  own  ?  thou  lyest ; 


I'd  not  be  sudi  a  monster  for  the  world. 

Ros.  Look  on  it  qow  with  me ;  what  tee*it 

thou  now? 
DefomCd  Fellow,  An  angel  and  a  devil. 
Riis,  Look  on  that 
Thou  cairdst  an  angel ;  mark  it  well,  and  tell  me 
Is  it  not  like  my  face  ? 
DefomCd  Fell4fw.  As  'twere  the  same. 
Roi.  Why  so  IS  that  like  thine.  Dost  thoa  not 
see, 
Tis  not  the  glass,  but  thy  deformity, 
That  makes  this  ugly  shape  ?  if  they  be  fair 
That  view  the  glass,  such  the  reflexioofc  are. 
This  serves  the  body  ;  the  soul  sees  her  hce 
In  comedy,  and  has  no  other  glass. 

Deformed  Fellow.  Nay  then,  farewell;  for  I 
had  rather  see 
Hell,  than  a  looking-glass,  or  comedy. 

[ExU  Drfonnd  FeUom. 
Ros.  And  yet,  methinks,  if  'twere  not  for  this 
glass. 
Wherein  the  form  of  man  beholds  his  grao^ 
We  cpuld  not  find  another  way  to  see 
How  near  our  shapes  approach  divinity. 
Ladies,  let  they  yrho  will  your  glabs  deride^ 
And  say  it  is  an  instrument  of  pride ; 
I  will  commend  you  for  it :  there  you  see. 
If  you  be  fair,  how  truly  fair  you  be ; 
Where,  finding  beauteous  f^es,  I  do  know 
You'll  baye  the  greater  care  to  keep  tbefn  so. 
A  heavenly  vision  in  your  beauty  lief. 
Which  nature  hath  denied  to  your  own  eyes; 
Were  it  not  pity  you  alone  should  be 
Debarr'd  of  that,  others  are  blessed  to  see  ? 
Then  take  your  glasses,  and  yourselves  eojoj 
The  benefit  of  yourselves ;  it  is  no  toy. 
Though  ignorance  at  slight  esteem  hath  set  her. 
That  will  preserve  us  good,  or  make  us  better. 
A  country-slut,  fur  such  she  was,  though  her^ 
r  the  city  may  be  some  as  well  as  there. 
Kept  her  hands  clean,  (for  those  being  always 

seen. 
Had  told  her  else  how  shitdsh  she  had  been,) 
But  had  her  face  as  nasty  as  the  stall 
Of  a  ^shroonger,  or  an  usurer's  hall 
Daub*d  o'er  with  (|irt;  one  might  have  dared  to 

say, 
She  was  a  true  piece  of  ProAiethean  clay, 
Not  yet  informed ;  and  then  her  unkemb'd  hair, 
Dress*d  up  with  cobwebs,  made  her,  bi^Uke> 

stare. 
One  day  within  her  pail,  (for  country  lasses. 
Fair  laches,  have  no  other  looking-glasses,) 
She  spy'd  her  ugliness,  and  fain  she  would 
Have  blush'd,  if,  thorough  so  much  dirt,  she  covld. 


boose,  as  may  be  seen  in  the  sooth  view  of  London,  taken  in  1509.  It  there  appears  to  have  been  an 
/tctagoo  building,  with  a  flag  flying  at  the  top  of  it,  in  the  tame  manner  as  at  the  playhooses.  Qn  the 
]sile  of  Church  lands,  January  14th,  1047,  it  prodoced  \1nSL  16b. 

^  Mephostopholis,r^7:ht  ^miliar  attending  Dr  Faustns,  in  the  pld  play  of  that  name,  by  Chrisiopher 
AUrlow* 
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Ashamed,  within  that  water,  that,  I  say. 

Which  shew'd  her  filth,  she  washed  her  filth  away. 
So  comedief,  as  poets  do  intend  theni. 
Serve  first  to  shew  our  faults,  and  then  to 
mend  them. 

Upon  our  stage  two  f;ias8es  oft  there  be— 

The  comic  mirror,  and  the  traf^edy ; 

The  comic  i^lass  is  full  of  merry  strife, 

The  low  reflexion  of  a  country  life. 

Grave  tragedy,  void  of  such  homely  sports. 

Is  the  sad  glass  of  cities  and  of  courts. 

ni  shew  you  both :  Thalia,  come ;  and  bring 

Thy  bo8kin*d  sister,  that  of  blood  doth  sing. 

SCENE  IV. 

CoMEOT,  Tragedy,  Mime,  Satire. 
Com,  Why  do  you  stop  ?  go  on. 
Trag.  I  charge  him,  stay. 
My  robe  of  state,  buskins,  and  crown  of  gold. 
Claim  a  priority. 

Cam.  Your  crown  of  gold 
Is  but  the  wreath  of  wealth ;  *tis  mine  of  laurel 
Is  virtue's  diadem.  This  grew  green  and  flourish*d, 
When  nature,  pitying  poor  mortality. 
Hid  thine  withm  the  bowels  of  the  earth. 
Men,  looking  up  to  heaven,  found .  this  that*s 
mine ; 
ang  to  find  out  hell,  they  li't  on  thine, 
r^.  I  know  you've  tongue  enough* 
Com.  Besides,  my  birth-nght 
Gives  me  the  first  possession. 
IVog.  How  your  birthright? 
Com.  Yes,  sister,  birthright;  and  a  crown 
besides, 
Put  on  before  the  altar  of  Apollo, 
By  his  dear  priest  Phomonoe;  '  she  that  first, 
Full  of  her  god,  raged  in  heroic  numbers. 

Trag.  How  came  it,  then,  the  magistrate  de- 
creed 
A  public  charge  to  furnish  out  my  chorus. 
When  you  were  fain  to  appear  in  rags  and  tat- 
ters, 
And  at  your  own  expenses } 

Com.  My  reward 
Came  after,  my  deserts  went  before  yours. 
IVog.  Deserts  ?  yes !  what  deserts  ?  when  like 
agypsey 
You  took  a  poor  and  beggarly  pilgrimage 
From  village  unto  village ;  when  I  then, 
As  a  fit  ceremony  of  religion, 


In  my  full  state  contended  at  the  tomb 
Of  mighty  Theseus. 

Com,  I,  before  that  time, 
Did  chauntout  hymns  in  praise  of  great  Apollo; 
The  shepherds*  deity,  whom  they  reverence 
Under  the  name  of  Nomius ;  *  in  remembrance. 
How  with  them  once  he  kept  Admetus*  sheep. 
And,  'cause  you  urge  my  poverty,  what  were  you  ? 
Till  Sophocles  laid  gilt  upon  your  buskins. 
You  had  no  ornaments,  no  robes  of  state. 
No  rich  and  glorious  scene ;  your  first  benefactors, 
Who  were  tliey,  but  the  reeling  priests  of  Bac- 
chus; 
For  which  a  goat  gave  you  reward  and  name  f 
lyag.  But,  sister,  who  were  yours,  I  pray,  but 
sudi 
As  chaunted  forth  religious,  bawdy  sonnets, 
In  honour  of  the  fine  chaste  god  Priapus? 
Com.  Let  age  alone,  merit  must  plead  oar 

title. 
Trag.  And  have  you  then  the  forehead  to  con- 
tend? 
I  stalk  in  princes  courts :  great  kings  and  empe« 

rors. 
From  their  close  cabinets,  and  coundl-tablas, 
Yield  me  the  fatal  matter  of  my  scene. 

Com.  Inferior  persons,  and  the  lighter  vani- 
ties. 
Of  which  this  age  I  fear  is  grown  too  fmitfal, 
Yield  subjects  various  enough  to  move 
Plentiful  laughter. 

Trag,  Laughter !  a  fit  object 
For  poetry  to  aim  at. 
Com,  Yes,  laughter  is  my  object ;  'tis  a  pro- 
perty 
In  man  essential  to  his  reason; 

Trag.  So; 
But  I  move  horror ;  and  that  frights  the  guilty 
From  his  dear  sins.     He,  that  sees  (Edipus 
Incestuous,  shall  behold  him  blind  withal. 
Who  views  Orestes  as  a  parricide. 
Shall  see  him  lash*d  with  furies  too :  the  ambi- 
tious 
Shall  fear  Prometheus'  vulture ;  daring  gluttony 
Stand  frighted  at  the  sight  of  Tantalus; 
And  every  family,  great  in  sins  as  blood, 
Shake  at  the  memory  of  Pelops*  house. 
Who  will  rely  on  Fortune's  giddy  smile. 
That  hath  seen  Priam  acted  on  the  stage  ? 
Com.  You  move  with  fear;  I  work  at  much 
with  shame ; 


'  P^Mionoe.— One  of  the  Sylphs  who  fiist  ottered  oracles  at  Delphos,  and  inveoted  heroic  measare.  Be 
in  the  Sylvis  of  Stottiu,  L.  8.  v.  88 : 

" Reseret(|oe  arcana  pudicos 

PAemonoe  fontes**^-^  8» 

«  Under  the  name  o/iVomhif.— Apollo  was  so  called  (from  vouivf  •  pattor)  while  be  kept  the  flocks  of  i 
Ateettt,UiThe«ily.    S.  \  r     ir       y  r  j 
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A  thing  more  powerful  in  a  geoorous  breast. 
Who  sees  an  eating  parasite  abused ; 
A  covetous  bawd  laugh'd  at ;  an  ignorant  gull 
Cheated ;  aglorious  soldier  knocked  and  bafBed ;  ^ 
A  craftj  servant  whipp'd ;  a  niggard  churl 
iloardtfig  up  didng-nionies  for  ms  son ; 
A  spruce  fantastic  courtier,  a  mad  roarer, 
'  A  jealous  tradesman,  an  over-weening  lady, 
Or  corrupt  lawyer,  rightljr  personated; 
But,  if  he  have  a  bbish,  will  blush;  and  shame 
As  well  to  act  those  follies  as  to  own  tfaem. 

Jhig,  The  subject  of  my  scene  is  in  the  persons 
Greater,  as  in  the  vices ;  atheists,  tyrants, 
O'er-daring  fisvourttes,  traitors,  pamsites, 

•  The  wolves  and  cats  of  state,  which  in  a  language 
High  as  the  men,  and  loud  as  are  their  crimes, 

I  thunder  forth  With  terror  and  amasemenc 
Unto  the  ghastly  wondering  audience. 

Satire.  And,  as  my  lady  takes  deserved  place 
Of  thy  light  mistress,  so  yield  thou  to  me, 
•Fantastic  Mime. 

Mime,  Fond  Satire,  why  to  thee  ? 

^tire.  As  the  attendant  of  the  nobler  dame, 
And  of  myself  more  worthy. 
,  Mime,  Uow  more  worthy  f 
Satire.  As  one  whose  whip  of  sted  can  with  a|lasb 

•  Imprint  the  characters  of  shame  so  deep. 
Even  in  the  brazen  forehead  of  proud  sin. 
That  not  eternity  shall  wear  it  out: 
When  I  ^ut  frown'd  in  my  Ludlius'  brow,  * 
Each  conscious  cheek  grew  red,  and  a  oold  tienv- 

blin|5 
Freez'd  the  chill  soul ;  while  every  guilty  breast 
Stood  fearful  of  dissection,  as  afraid 
To  be  anatomized  by  that  skilful  hand. 
And  have  each  artery,  nerve,  and  vein  of  sin, 
By  it  laid  open  to  tlie  public  scorn. 
I  have  untrass*d  the  proudest;  greatest  tyrants 
Have  quaked  below  mv  powerful  whip,  half  dead 
With  ezpeetation  of  the  smarting  jerk , 
Whose  wound  no  salve  can  cure.    Each  blow 

doth  leave 


A  lasting  scar,  that  with  a  poison  eats 
Into  the  marrow  of  their  fames  and  lives; 
The  eternal  ulcer  to  their  memories ! 
What  can  your  apish  fine  gesticulations. 
My  manlike-monkey  Mime,  vie  down  to  this  ?^ 

Mime.  When  men,  through  sins,  weie  grown 
unlike  the  gods, 
Apes  grew  to  be  tike  men;  therefore,  I  think. 
My  apish  imitaition,  brother  beadle. 
Does  as  good  service  to  reform  bad  manners. 
As  your  ftroud  whip,  with  all  his  £erks  and 

jerks. 
The  Spartans,  when  they  strove  t'  expcess  the 

loathsomeness 
Of  drunkenness  tO  fhflir  children,  brought  a  slave, 
Some  captive  Helot,  overcharged  with  wine. 
Reeling  in  thus : — his  eyes  shot  out  with  staring; 
A  fire  in  bis  nose ;  a  burning  redness 
Blazing  in  either  cheek ;  his  hair  upright ; 
His  tongue  and  senses  faltVing;  and  his  stomach 
O'erburden'd,  ready  to  dischs^  her  load 
In  each  man's  face  he  met.    This  made  *em  see 
And  hate  that  si6  of  swine,  and  not  of  oken. 
Would  I  express  a  oomptimental  youth, 
Tim  thinks  himself  a  spruce  and  expert  oourlier. 
Bending  his  supple  hams,  kisking  liis  hands, 
Honooring  shoe-strings,  screwing  his  writhe  face 
To  all  the  several  postures  of  afiection. 
Dancing  an  entertainment  to  bis  frienft 
Who  would  not  think  it  a  ridiculous  motion  i  *^ 
Yet  such  there  be,  that  very  muob  please  them- 
selves 
In  such-like  antic  humours.    To  our  own  sins 
We  will  be  moles,. even  to  the  grossest  of  'em ; 
But  in  another's  life,  we  can  spy  forth 
The  least  of  faults,  with  eyes  as  sharp  as  eagles," 
Or  the  Epidaurean  serpent.  Now  in  me. 
Where  self-love  casu  not  her  E^ptian  mists, 
They  find  this  misbecoming  foppishness^ 
And  afterwards  apply  it  to  themselves. 
This,  Satire,  is  the  use  of  Mimic  elves. 

Drag.  Sister,  let's  lay  this  poor  contention  by, 


7  Kjftook'd  and  Bmffied.^**  Bafiilling,**  says  Holimbed,  as  qooted  by  Mr  Toilet,  in  his  note  on  Xtii; 
Xichard  JL  A.  t.  S.  1.  '*  is  a  great  disgrace  among  the  Scots ;  and  it  is  used  when  a  man  is  opeplle  per- 
jured ;  .and  then  they  make  of  him  an  image  painted,  reversed  with  his  heels  upward,  with  his  naae 
wooaderii^,  crielog,  and  blowing  oat  of  him  with  boms.'*  Spenser*s  Fairy  Queen^  B.  5*  C.  3.  S.  S7«  and 
B.  6.  C.  7.  S.  67.  has  the  word  in  the  same  signification.  See  also  Air  Steevew's  note  on  the  sane 
passage. 

B  My  Lucilius*  brow.'^i.  e.  Brow  like  that  of  the  Roman  satirist ; 

**  Secuit  Lucitius  urbem."    Penitu,  Sat.  1.  L.  114.    S. 

Dryden  says,  *<  Lucilius  wrote  long  before  Horace  ;  who  Imitates  his  manner  of  satire,  but  fiur  excdi 
bim  in  the  design.*' 

9  Vie  down  to  this. — To  vie,  is  a  term  used  at  the  game  of  Gleek. 

•^  M<>Hom'^i.  e.  Puppet.    See  nqte  to  The  Amtiquary. 

" Js  sharp  at  Eagletf 

Or  the  Epidaurean  serpent, 

«<  — - — tarn  oemis  acutum, 

Q.uam  aut  Aquila^  aut  serpeiu  Spidaurius/' 

Horace.  SuLlXb^h  9.    ft 
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And  fn«p4iy  Im  togalher ;  if  one  womb 
Coald  bold  itf  botb,  wby  ibould  we  tlimk  tbb 

room 
Too  narrow  to  f[H>«l»ia  us  ?  on  tfab  stage 
We^ll  plead  a  trial;  and  in  one  year  contend* 
Wbiob  shall  do  best;  that  past,  sbe  then  that 

shall, 
By  the  most  sacred  and  impartial  judgment 
Of  our  ApoUoy  best  deserve  the  bays. 
Shall  hold  the  entire  possession  of  the  place. 

Com,  I  were  4inworthy,  if  1  should 
Appeal  from  this  tribunal :  be  it  so. 
I  doubt  not  but  his  censure  runs  with  me ; 
Never  may  any  thing  tba^s  sad  and  tragical 
Dnre  to  approfi(Gih  his  praience;  let  hiw  be 
So  luippy  as  to  think  no  man  is  wretched, 
Or  that  there  is  a  thing  odl'd  misery. 

Trag,  Such  is  my  prayer,  that  he  may  only  see, 
Not  be  the  subject  of  a  tragedy  ! 
Sbter,  a  truce  nil  then.    That  viee  may  bteed^ 
Let  us  join  whips  together. 

Com,  Tisa^J^ed. 

JUiiaie.  Let  it  be  your  office  to  prepare 
The  masque  which  we  intended. 

Satirt.  Tis  my  care.  [ExeunU 

Mrs  Flower,  How  did  she  say  ?  a  mass?  bro- 
ther, fly  hence; 
Fly  hence,  idolatry  will  overtake  us. 

itos.  It  was  1^  masque  she  spak^  of;  a  rude 
dance 
Presented  bv  the  seven  deadly  sins. 

Bird.  StiH  'tis  a  mas%  sister !  Away,  I  (ell 
yon; 
It  is  a  mass;  a  mate  of  vile  idolatnr. 

Ros.  Ti$  but  a  simple  danoe^  brought  b  to 
shew 
The  native  foulness  and  deformity 
Of  our  dear  sin,  and  what  an  u^ly  guest 
lie  entertains,  admits  him  to  his  breast. 


Song  and  Dance. 

&^,  m  a  dance  how  thall  we  go, 
TAat  never  could  a  meature  know  f 
How  thmU  we  ting  to  please  the  teene, 
TTiat  never  yet  could  keep  a  mean  9  ^ 
Disorder  is  the  masque  we  bring, 
And  discords  are  the  tunes  we  sing. 
No  sound  in  our  harsh  ears  can  find  a  place. 
But  highest  trebles,  or  the  lowest  base, 
Mrs  Flower,  See,  brother^  if  men's  hearts  and 
consciences 
Had  not  been  sear'd  and  cauterized,  how  oookl 

they 
Afieot  these  filthy  harbingers  of  hell } 
These  proctors  of  Belzebob,  Ludfei^s  hench- 
boys!«5 
itei.  I  pray  you  stir  yourselves  within  a  while.' 

[Ejfeunt. 

Roscivsy  Solus. 

And  here  '      onWss  your  favoarable  mikUiess 
With  hope  of  mercy  do  encourage  QS, 
Our  author  bids  us  end.    He  dares  not  venture 
Neither  what's  past,  nor  that  which  is  to  come. 
Upon  his  country;  *ti8  so  weak  and  impotent. 
It  cannot  stand  a  trial ;  nor  dares  hope 
The  benefit  of  his  clergy ;  but,  if  rigour 
Sit  judge,  must  of  necessity  be  condemned 
To  Vulcan  or  the  spunge.    All  he  can  plead 
Is  a  desire  of  pardon ;  for  he  brings  jou 
No  plot  at  aU,  but  a  mere  Olla  Podnda,  '* 
A  medley  of  ill-placed,  and  worse  penn'd  bmnOQri. 
His  desire  was,  in  single  scenes,  to  riiew 
Ho^  comedy  presents  each  single  vice 
Ridiculous ;  whose  number,  as  their  character. 
He  borrows  from  the  man  to  whom  he  owes 
All  the  poor  skill  he  has,  great  Aristotle. 
Now,  if  you  can  endure  to  hear  the  res^ 


»*  Keep  a  mem— t.  e.  Tenor,    S. 

>)  HorcA-^oyt— Very  improperly  altered  by  Mr  Dodsley,  to  link-i^ys,  in  the  last  ciUtien.  Bloaat 
says,  that  a  htnchman,  or  Aettwman,  **  is  a  German  word,  signifyiog  a  domestic,  or  one  of  a  family.  It 
u  HMd  with  OS  for  one  that  mns  on  foot,  attending  on  a  person  of  honour/'  lie  also  observes,  that 
'*  from  hence  comes  our  word  hine  or  hinde,  a  servant  for  hilsbandry.** 

Henekemen  are  nentioaed  In  Jack  Drumft  Enteriainment,  1A16.  Sign.  B.  4. 
**  Hee  whose  phrases  are  as  neatly  deckt  as  my  Lord  Mayor's  Aentmen.*'  ^ 
They  are  also  escepted  out  of  the  stat.  4.  Kdwaid  I V.  c.  5.  concerning  eicjcess  of  apparel  ;^<'  Provid- 
ed also,  that  henchmen,  heralds,  pursaivants,  sword-bearers  t#  nuiyors,  messengers,  and  minstrels,  nor 
none  of  them,  nor  players  In  tbeir  interludes,  shall  not  be  comprised  within  Ihl&statate.'*  A  like  ex- 
CMUion  ^  Henry  VIII.  c.  13.  See  also  the  oo^es  of  Mr  Steevcns  and  Mr  Tyrrwhitt  to  Midmmmer 
mMU's  Dream,  A.  %.  S.  8. 

^^  QLla  Podrida^ — **  QIU  Podrida  properly  conalstt  of  beef,  mutton,  bapon,  hogs.feet,  pallet,  partridge, 
black-puddlogs,  sausaces,  gervancos,  a  sort  of  Spanish  pease,  torkies,  and  cabbage;  all  very  well 
boiled,  or  rather  stewed  together,  and  duly  seasoned  with  salt  and  spice."  Steevent's  Spatdsh  Vietionary*^^ 
HoweU,  in  hb  letters,  Adds  nther  Ingredients.;  P.  920, ed.  17 M,  reeoomiending  a  cook,  he  says,  **  He 
will  tell  your  ladyship,  that  the  reverend  matron  the  OUa  Podrida,  hath  iotellectmils  and  senses ;  mut- 
ton, beef,  and  bacon,  are  to  her  as  the  will,  aaderstaadiog,  and  memory,  are  to  the  soal  i  cabbage,  tur- 
nips, artichokes,  Botatoes,  and  dates,  are  to  her  five  senses,  a^  pepper  the  common  sense;  she  must  have 
marrow  to  keep  flfe  in  her,  and  some  birds  to  make  her  light ;  by  all  means  she  must  go  adorned  with 
chains  of  sausages.'* 
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Yoiir'e  welcome ;  if  yon  cannot,  do  but  tell 
Your  meaning  by  some  sign,  and — all  farewell. 
If  you  will  stay,  resolve  to  pardon  first: 
Our  author  will  desenre  it  by  offending. 
Yet  if  be  miss  a  pardon,  as  in  justice 


You  cannot  grant  it,  tbougb  yoor  mercy  may, 
Still  be  bath  this  left  for  a  eomfbn  to  him. 
That  he  picks  forth  a  subject  of  his  rhiine. 
May  lose  perchance  hb  credit,  not  his  time. 
^  [Exit. 


ACT  II. 


SCENE  L 
Roscius,  Bird,  Mbs  Flowerdew. 

Hoi.  Receive  your  places.  The  first  that  we 
present  are  the  eitremes  of  a  virtue,  necessary  in 
our  conversation, called  couiitaior  courtesy,  which, 
as  all  other  virtues,  bath  her  deviations  from  the 
mean.  The  one  Colax,  that  to  seem  over  cour- 
teous, falls  into  a  servile  flattery ;  the  other,  (as 
fools  fall  into  the  contraries  which  they  shun,) 
is  Dyscolus,  who,  hating  to  be  a  slavish  parasite, 
grows  into  peevi^ness  and  impertinent  distaste. 

Airs  Flower.  I  thought  you  taught  two  vices  for 
one  virtue. 

JRoi.  So  does  philosophy ;  but  the  actors  enter. 

CoLAX,  Dyscolvs. 

Col  How  far  they  sin  against  buraansty 
That  use  ytm  thus !  believe  me,  'tis  a  symptom 
Of  barbarism,  and  rudeness,  so  to  vex 
A  ^ntle,  modest  nature  as  yours  is, 

Uyt^  Why  dbst  thoo  vex  me  then  ? 

Col.  I P  Heaven  defend  ! 
My  breeding  has  been  better ;  I  vex  you  ! 
You  that  I  know  so  virtuous,  just,  and  wise, 
So  pious  and  religious,  so  admired, 
So  loved  of  all  ? 

Dyi.  Wilt  thou  not  leave  me  then  f 
Eternal  torture  !  a>uld  your  cruelty  find. 
No  back  but  mine,  that  you  thought  broad  enough 
To  bear  the  load  of  all  these  epithets  ? 
Pious  P  religious  P  be  takes  roe  for  a  fool. 
Virtuous?  and  just?  sir,  did  I  ever  cheat  you, 
Cozen,  or  gull  you,  that  you  call  me  just. 
And  virtuous  ?  I  am  grown  the  common  scoff 
Of  all  the  world ;  the  scoff  of  all  the  world  ! 

CoU  The  world  is  grown  too  vile  then. 

Dyt,  So  art  thou. 
Heaven  !  I  am  turned  ridiculous ! 

CoL  YouridiculocA? 
But  'tis  an  impious  age ;  there  was  a  time,— 
And  pity  Vis  so  good  a  time  had  wings 
To  fly  away, — when  reverence  was  paid 
To  a  grey  head;  'twas  held  a  sacrilege '' 
Not  expiable,  to  deny  respect 


To  one,  sir,  of  your  years  and  grotitv. 

Dffi,  My  years  and  gravity!    why,  how  old 
am  I? 
I  am  not  rotten  vet,  or  grown  so  rank 
As  i  should  smell    o*the  graves  O  times  and 

manners ! 
Well,  Colax,  well,  goon;  you  may  abuse  me. 
Poor  dust  and  ashes,  worms  meat;  years  aod 

gravity ! 
He  takes  me  for  a  carcase !  what  see  you 
So  crazy  in  me  ?  1  have  half  my  teeth  ; 
I  see  with  spectacles,  do  I  not  ?  and  can  walk  too. 
With  the  benefit  of  my  staff:  mark,  if  I  cannot ! — 
But  you,  sir,  at  your  pleasure,  with  years  and 

gravity. 
Think  me  decrepid. 

CoL  How  ?  decrepid,  sir  I 
I  see  young  roses  bud  within  your  dieeks : 
And  a  quids  active  blood  run  free  and  fresh 
Thorough  your  veins. 

Dyt,  I'm  turn'd  boy  again ! 
A  very  stripling  school-boy !  have  I  not 
The  itch  and  kibes  ?  am  I  not  scabb*d  and  mangy 
AI>out  the  wrists  and  hams  ? 

Col  Still,  Dyscolus, 

Dy$,  Dyscolus !   aod  why  Dyscolus  ?   when 
were  we 
Grown  so  familiar?  Dyscolus     by  my  name? 
Sure  we  are  Pylades  and  Orestes !  are  we  not  f 
Speak,  good  Pylades. 

Col  Nay,  worthy  sir. 
Pardon  my  error,  'twas  without  intent 
Of  an  offence.    I'll  find  some  other  name 

To  call  you  by 

Dyt,  what  do  you  mean  to  call  me  ? 
Fool,  ass,  or  knave  ?  my  name  is  not  so  bad. 
As  that  I  am  ashamed  on  t. 

Col  Still  jToo  take  all  worse  than  it  was  meant ; 
You  are  too  jealoua. 

Dyt,  Jealous  ?  I  ha'  not  cause  foKt^  my  wife's 
honest ; 
Dost  see  my  horns  ?  dost?  if  thou  doest, 
Write  cuckold  in  my  forehead ;  do,  write  cuckold 
With  aqua-fortis,  do.    Jealous !  I  am  jealous — 
Free  of  the  company  !  wife,  I  am  jealous. 


^  'Ttoitt  held  aiMcriUg9t  &c»— *'  Credebant  tvin  grande  nefas,  et  morte  piandam. 

Si  Juvenis  retolo  non  assorrcxerat."    Juv,  Sau  13,  ▼•  54.   S» 
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CoL,  I  mean  suspicious. 

X>ys.  How  !  suspicious  ? 
For  what?  fur  treason,  felony,  or  murder? 
Carry  me  to  the  justice ;  bind  me  over 
For  a  suspicious  person ;  bang  me  too 
For  a  Mispicious  person ;  oh,  ub,  oh, 
Some  courteous  plague  seize  me,  and  free  my  soul 
From  this  immortal  torment !  every  thing 
I  meet  m  ith  is  vexation ;  and  this,  this 
Is  the  vexation  of  vexations ; 
The  hell  of  hells,  and  devil  of  all  devils! 

Jf  rt  Flower,  For  pity's  sake,  fret  not  the  good 
old  gentleman. 

Djft.  O  !  have  I  not  yet  torments  great  enough, 
But  you  must  add  to  my  affliction? 
Eternal  silence  seize  you ! 

Ck>L  Sir,  we  strive 
To  pieaae  you,  but  you  still  misconstrue  us. 

Dys,  1  must  be  pleased  ?  a  very  babe,  an  infant! 
I  must  be  pleased  ?  give  me  somo  pap,  or  plumbs ; 
Buy  uie  a  rattle,  or  a  hobby-horse. 
To  still  me,  do  !  be  pleased  ?  wouldst  have  me  get 
A  parasite,  to  be  flattered  ? 

CoL  How  ?  a  parasite  ? 
A  coggiQg,  flattering,  slavish  parasite? 
Things  1  abhor  and  hate.    Tis  not  the  belly 
Shall  make  my  brains  a  captive.    Flatterers ! 
Souls  below  reason,  i»ill  not  stoop  so  low 
As  to  give  up  tlieir  liberty ;  only  flatterers 
Move  by  another's  wheel.  They  have  no  passions 
Free  to  themselves.    All  their  affections, 
Qualities,  humours,  appetites,  desires, 
NaVy  wishes,  vows,  and  prayers,  discourse,  and 

thoughts. 
Are  but  another's  bondman.    Let  me  tug 
At  the  Turks  gallies ;  be  eternally 
Damn*d  to  a  quarry ;  in  this  s^te  my  mind 
Is  free  :  a  flatterer  has  nor  soul  nor  body ; 
What  shall  I  say  ?— No,  1  applaud  your  temper, 
That  in  a  generous  braveness  takes  distaste 
At  such,  whose  servile  nature  strives  to  please  you. 
Tis  royal  in  you,  sir.  • 

I>yf.  Ha !  what's  that  ? 

CoL  A  feather  stuck  upon  your  cloak. 

Dyi.  A  feather! 
And  what  have  you  to  do  with  my  feathers  ? 
Why  should  you  hinder  noe  from  telling  the  world 
I  do  not  lie  on  flock- beds? 

CoL  Pray  be  pleased. 
I  brush'd  it  off  for  mere  respect  I  bear  ^ou. 

Dtft*  Respect !  a  iine  respect,  sir,  is  it  not. 
To  make  the  world  believe  I  nourish  vermin  ? 
O  death,  death,  death  !  if  that  our  graves  hatch 

worms 
Without  tongues  to  torment  us,  let  'em  have 
What  teeth  they  will.    I  meet  not  here  an  object, 
But  adds  to  my  affliction !  sure  lam  not 
A  man ;  I  could  not  then  be  so  ridiculous ; 
My  ears  are  overgrown,  I  am  an  ass ; 
It  IS  my  ears  they  gaze  at.    What  strange  harpy. 
Centaur,  or  Gorgon,  am  I  turned  into  ? 
What  Circe  wrought  my  metamorphosis? 
If  I  be  a  beast,  she  might  have  made  me  a  ilooy 


Or  something  not  ridiculous !  O  Acteon, 
If  I  do  branch  like  thee,  it  is  my  fortune ! 
Whv  look  they  on  me  else  ?  there  is  within 
A  glass,  they  say,  that  has  strange  qualities  in  it  ( 
That  shall  resolve  me,    I  will  in,  to  see 
Whether  or  no,  I  man  or  monster  be.         [Exit. 

SCENE  ir. 
To  them  Deilus,  Aphobus. 

Bird,  Who  be  these  ?  they  look  like  presump* 
tion  and  despair. 

Bot,  And  such  they  are.  That  is  Aphobus, 
one  that  out  of  an  impious  confidence  fears  no* 
thing :  the  other  Deilus,  that  from  an  atheistical 
distrust,  shakes  at  the  motion  of  a  reed.  These 
are  the  extremes  of  fortitude,  that  steers  an  even 
course  between  overmuch  daring,  an3  overmuch 
feanng. 

Mrs  Flower,  Why  stays  th'ii  reprobate  Colax? 

Rot,  Any  vice 
Yields  work  for  flattery, 

Mrs  Flower,  A  good  doctrine,  mark  it. 

DeiL  Is  it  possible  ?  did  you  not  fear  it,  say 
you? 
To  me  the  mere  relation  is  an  ague. 
Good  Aphobus,  no  more  such  terrible  stories ; 
I  would  not  for  a  world  lie  alone  to-night ; 
I  shall  have  such  strange  dreams ! 

Apho.  What  can  tliere  be 
That  I  sliould  fear  ?  the  gods  ?  if  they  be  good, 
^is  sin  to  tear  them  ;  if  not  good,  no  gods ; 
And  then  let  them  fear  me.    Or  are  they  devils 
That  must  affrieht  me  ? 

DeiL  Devils  1  where,  good  Aphobus  ? 
I  thought  there  was  some  conjuring  abroad, 
Tis  such  a  terrible  wind  !  O  here  )t  is: 
Now  it  is  here  again !  O  still,  still,  still ! 

Apho,  What's  the  matter  ? 

IJetL  Still  it  follows  me ! 
The  thing  in  black,  behind ;  soon  as  the  sun 
But  shines,  it  haunts  me.  Gentle  spirit,  leave  me ! 
Cannot  you  lay   him,  Aphobus?  what  an  ugly 

look  it  has ! 
With  eyes  as  big  as  saucers,  nostrils  wider 
Than  barbers  basons ! 

Apho,  Tis  nothing,  Deilus, 
But  your  weak  fancy,  that  from  every  object 
Draws  arguments  of  fear.    This  terrible  bh|ck 
thing— 

DeiL  Where  is  it,  Aphobus  ? 

Apho, — Is  but  your  shadow,  Deilus. 

Deil  And  should  we  not  fear  shadows? 

Apho,  No  !  why  should  we  ? 

Deil,  Who  knows  but  they  come  leering  after 

«•» 
To  steal  away  the  substance  ?  watch  him,  Aphobus. 
Apho.  I  nothing  fear. 
GoL  I  do  commend  your  valour. 
That  fixes  your  great  soul  fast  as  a  center. 
Not  to  be  moved  with  dangers ;  let  slight  cock- 

|)oat3 
Be  shaken  with  a  wave^  while  you  stand  firqi 
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like  an  mMkumted  ibck ;  whose  oonstant  hard*  | 

ness 
Reheats  the  ftirj  of  the  raging  sea^ 
Dashing  it  into  froth.    Base  fear  doth  argue 
A  low  degenerate  soul. " 
JDeiL  Noiv,  I  fear  t^try  thing. 
CoL  lis  jour  discretion.    Ererj  thing  has 
danger, 
And  therefore  ererjr  thing  is  to  he  feared. 
I  do  applaud  this  Wisdom :  'tis  a  symptom 
Of  w«7  proridaMx.    His  too  confident  rashness 
Argues  a  stupid  ignorance  in  the  soul, 
A  blind  and  senseless  judgment;  give  me  fear 
To  man  the  fort,  'tis  such  a  circomspect 
And  warv  sentinel  — 

Mrt  Flower.  Now  shame  take  thee,  for 
A  lukewarm  formalist ! 

CoL  —But  daring  Tatour, 
Uncapable  of  danger,  sleeps  securely, 
And  leaves  an  oftcB  entrance  to  bis  enemies. 
DHL  What, are  they  landed^ 
Jvho.  Who  ? 
UeiL  The  enemies 
That  Colai  talks  of. 

Jpho,  If  they  be,  I  care  not ; 
Though  theT  be  giants  all,  and  arm'd  with  thunder. 
D^  Why,  do  yon  not  fear  thunder? 
Apho.  Thunder  ?  no ! 
No  more  than  squibs  and  cradcers. 

Detl.  Squibs  and  crackers? 
I  hope  there  he  none  here?  *Slid,  squibs  and 

crackers! 
The  mere  epitomes  of  die  gunpowder- treason, 
Fttux  '^  in  a  lesser  volume* 

Apko,  Let  fools  gaze 
At  bearded  stars,  it  is  all  one  to  me. 
As  if  thev  had  been  shaved — thus,  thus  would  I 
Outbeard  a  meteor !  for  I  might  as  well 
Name  it  a  prodigy,  when  my  candle  blazes. 

DeiL  Is  there  a  comet,  say  yon  ?  nay,  I  saw  it : 
It  reach'd  from  PauFs  to  Charing,  and  portends 
Some  oeruin  imminent  danger  to  the  iuhabitanu 


Twixt  those  two  places:  Fit  ge get  a Mf^ag 
Out  of  its  influence. 

Colax,  Will  that  serve?— I  fear 
It  threatens  general  ruin  to  the  kingdoBL 

DeiL  III  cosome  other  oouniiy. 

Coiax.  There's  danger  to  cross  the  seas, 

DeiL  Is  there  no  way,  good  Colax, 
To  cross  the  sea  by  land?  O  the  sittMtioB! 
The  horrible  situation  of  an  island ! 

Colas.  You,  sir,  are  far  above  sodi  fritolOfis 

Yon  fear  not  mth. 

Apho.  Not  I. 

Col&jr.  Not  sodden  death  ? 

Apho.  No  more  than  sudden  sleeps :  sir,  I  dare 
die. 

DeiL  I  dare  not;  death  to  me  is  teniMe: 
I  will  not  die. 

Apho.  How  can  you,  sir,  prevent  it? 

DHL  Why,— I  will  kill  myself. 

Colax.  A  valiant  course ; 
And  the  right  way  to  prevent  death  indeed ! 
Your  spirit  is  true  Roman  !— But  your's  greater. 
That  fear  not  death,  nor  yet  the  manner  of  it : 
Should  heaven  fall— 

Apho.  Why  then  we  should  hsfve  laHts.  '^ 

DeiL  I  shall  never  eat  terks  again  while  I 
breathe. 

Co^ojr.  Or  should  the  earth  yawn  19te  a  se- 
pulchre. 
And  with  an  open  throat  swallow  you  quick  ? 

Apho.  Twould  save  me  the  eipences  of  a  grave. 

DeiL  Vd  rather  trouble  ray  executors,  by  the 
half. 

Apho.  Cannons  to  me  are  pot-guns. 

DeiL  Pot-guns  ^  me 
Are  cannons;  the  report  will  strke  me  dead. 

^ho.  A  rapier^s  but  a  bodkin. 

DeiL  And  a  bodkin 
Is  a  most  dangerous  weapon ;  since  I  read 
Of  Julius  Caesar's  death,  I  durst  not  venture 
Into  a  taylor*s  shop  for  fear  of  bodkins.  '• 


*5  Baseftar  doth  argue 

A  tow  degemerate  $oul.  Degcneres  animos  timor  arguit.    Virg.  Ea.  iv.  19. 

*6  FotM.— Guy  Faux,  execaied  ia  I60(V,  for  being  concerned  in  the  Gunpowder  Plot  in  that  year. 
'7  Why  then  we  should  have  larfci..— This  was  proverblaL    Se  rouinoas  til  cielo  n  pigUarMtm  A  moHI. 
uccellL  ItaL    8i  le  ciel  UmMUs  caUUi  teroyent  primes.  Gall.  Bay's  Proverbs,  f « 157.  edit.  Ittf. 

*» since  I  read 

Of  Julius  Caesar's  death,  I  durst  not  venture 

into  a  taylor's  shop,  for  fear  o/bodkint. — A  small  dagger  was  anciently  ityled  tibodktu 
The  Serpent  of  Division,  prefixed  to  some  editions  ef  Gorhoduc,  1690. 

**  And  the  ckeef  woorker  of  this  murder  was  Brutus  Cassius,  associed  with  two  bundreth  and  sixtve  of 
the  senate  I  all  having  frodlrini  ia  their  sleeves:  and,  as  it  is  written  fa  stories,  be  hadtwentye  R>wec 
ileadly  woaades  as  he  lat  la  the  Capllall." 

mil 

**  With  bodkins  was  Caesar  Julius 
Murdred  at  Rome  of  Bmtns  Cassias, 
When  many  a  region  he  bad  brought  ftiU  lowe. 
Lo,  who  may  trost  Fortune  any  throw  ?*' 
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ApfHK  O  that  the  valiant  giants  should  again 
Kebei  against  the  gods,  nod  besiege  heaven. 
So  I  might  be  their  leader  ! 

Colax.  Had  Enceladus 
Been  half  so  valiant,  Jove  had  been  his  prisoner. 

Apha,  Why   should  we  think  there  be  such 
things  as  dangers? 
Scylla,  CharvlMlis,  Python,  are  but  fables ; 
Medea^s  bull  and  dragon  very  tales ; 
Sea-monsters,  serpents  all  poetical  B^ments; 
Nay,  Hell  itself,  and  Acheron,  mere  inventions. 
Or  Vere  they  true,  as  they  are  false,  should  I  be 
So  timorous  as  to  fear  these  bug-bear  Harpies, 
Medusas,  Centaurs,  Gorgons  f 

DdL  O,  good  Aphobus, 
Leave  conjuring,  or  take  roe  into  the  circle. 
What  shall  I  do,  good  Colax  ? 

Colax*  Sir,  walk  in : 
There  is,  they  say,  a  lookin^-^ass;  a  strange  one, 
Of  admirable  virtues,  that  will  render  you 
Free  from  enchantments. 

DeiZ  How!  alooking-^Iass? 
Dost  think  I  can  endure  it  ?  Why,  their  lies 
A  nan  within*t  in  ambush  to  entrap  me. 
I  did  but  lift  my  hand  up,  and  he  presently 
Catch'd  at  it. 

Coiax.  Twas  the  shadow,  sir,  of  yourself; 
Trust  me,  a  mere  reflection. 

DeiL  I  will  trust  thee.  [Exit. 

Apho.  What  glass  is  that? 

Colax.  A  trick  to  fright  the  idiot 
Out  of  his  wits ;  a  glas*»  so  full  of  dread, 
Rendering  unto  the  eye  such  horrid  spectacles. 
As  would  amaze  even  you.    Sir,  I  do  think 
Your  riptic  nerves  would  shrink  in  the  beholding. 
This  if  your  eye  endure,  I  will  confess  you 
The  prince  of  eagles. 

Apho.  Look  to  it,  eyes !  if  you  refuse  this  sight, 
My  nails  shall  damn  vou  to  etemlol  night.  [Exit. 

Coiax.  Seeing  no  hope  of  gain,  I  pack  them 
hence: 
Tis  gold  gives  flattery  all  her  eloquence, 

SCENE  in. 

AcoLASTus,  Anaisthetus. 

Ro9.  Temperance  is  the  mediocrity  of  enjoy- 
ing pleasures  when  they  are  present;  and  a  mo- 
derate desire  of  them,  being  absent :  and  these 
are  the  extremes  of  that  virtue.  Acotastus,  a 
voluptuons  epicure,  that  out  of  an  immoderate 
and  untamed  desire,  seeks  after  ^11  pleasures 
promiscuously,  without  respect  of  honest  or  law- 


ful. The  other,  Anaisthetus,  a  mere  Anchorite, 
that  delights  in  iiothing,  not  in  those  legitimate 
recreations  allowed  of  by  God  and  nature. 

AcoL  O  now  for  an  eternity  of  eating  ! 
Fool  was  he  that  wished  but  a  crane's  short  neck  ; 
Give  me  one,  Nature,  long  as  is  a  cable, 
Or  sounding-line ;  and  all  the  way  a  palate. 
To  taste  ray  meat  the  longer.    I  would  have 
My  senses  feast  together :  Nature  envied  us 
In  giving  single  pleasures ;  let  me  have 
My  ears,  eyes,  palate,  nose,  and  touch,  at  once 
Enjoy  their  happiness :  Lay  me  in  a  bed 
Made  of  a  summer's  cloud ;  to  my  embraces 
Give  me  a  Venus  hardly  yet  fifteen, 
Fresh,  plump,  and  active;  she  that  Mars  enjoy*d 
Is  grown  too  stale :  and  then,  at  the  same  instant 
M^  touch  is  pleased,  I  would  delight  my  sight 
With  pictures  of  Diana,  and  her  nymphs. 
Naked  and  bathing,  drawn  by  some  Apelles : 
By  them  some  of  our  fairest  virgins  stand. 
That  I  may  see  whether  *tis  art  or  nature 
Which  heightens  most  my  blood  and  appetite. 
Nor  cease  I  here.    Give  me  the  seven  orbs 
To  charm  my  ears  with  their  celestial  lutes ; 
To  which  the  angels,  that  do  move  those  spheres, 
Shall  sing  some  amorous  ditty.    Nor  yet  here 
Fix  I  my  bounds.    The  sun  himself  shall  fire 
The  phoenii  nest,  to  make  me  a  perfume. 
While  I  do  eat  the  bird,  and  eternally 
Quaff  of  eternal  nectar.    These,  single,  ace 
But  torments ;  but  together,  O  toge;ther ! 
Each  is  a  paradise !  Having  got  such  objects 
To  please  the  senses,  give  ine  senses  too 
Fit  to  receive  those  objects :  give  me  therefore 
An  eagle's  eye,  a  blood-hound's  curious  smell, 
A  stages  quick  hearing ;  let  roy  feeling  be 
As  subtle  as  the  spider's,  and  my  taste 
Sharp  as  a  squirrel's :  then  I'll  read  the  Alcoran, 
And  what  delights  that  promises  in  future, 
I'll  practise  in  the  presei^t. 

Bird.  Heathenish  Kluttqji! 

Mn  Flower.  Base  belly-g9fi !  licentious  liber- 
tiivB ! 

Auais,  And  j  do^hink  there  is  no  pleasure  at 

But  in  contemning  pleasures.    Happy  Niobe,     . 
And  blessed  Daphne,  and  all  such  as  are 
Turned  stocks  and  stones !  would  I  were  laurel 

too. 
Or  marble ;  ay,  or  any  thing  insensible  ! 
It  js  a  toil  for  me  to  eat  or  drink. 
Only  for  nature's  satisfaction ; 
Would  I  could  live  without  it !  To  my  ear 


£tfpJbiet.l581,p.46: 
*^  AsiarchUB,  fur»akiD^  rompanie ,  spoiled  hlinselfe  with  his  owne  bodkin. 

KupkueM  md  hii  Englmnd^  1 68^,  p   10  : 
<<  And  in  this  you  turne  the  point  of  yoar  owne  bodkin  into  yopr  own  bosome.** 
8ce  also  Mr  hteeveos's  note  on  HamUt,  A.  S.  1$.  I. 
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Music  is  but  a  mandrake :  '^  to  my  smell, 
Nard  scents  of  rue  and  wormwood ;  and  I  taste 
Nectar  with  as  much  loathing,  and  distaste, 
As  gall  or  aloes,  or  my  doctor's  potion. 
Aly  eye  can  meet  no  object  but  I  hate  it. 

AcoL  Come,  brother  btoick^  be  not  so  melan- 
choly. 

Anais.  Be  not  so  foolish,  brother  Epicure. 

AcoL  Come,  well  go  and  see  a  comedy,  that 
will  raise 
Thy  heavy  spirits  up, 

Anais,  A  comedy  ? 
Sure  I  delight  much  in  those  toys :  I  can 
With  as  much  patience  hear  the  mariners 
Chide  in  a  storm.  ^ 

AcoL  Then  let's  go  drink  a  while. 

Anait.  Tis  too  much  labour.    Happy  Tantalus, 
That  never  drinks ! 

AcoL  A  little  venery 
Shall  recreate  thy  soul, 

AnaU,  Yes,  Hke  an  itch ; 
For  'tis  no  better.    I  could  wish  an  heir. 
But  that  I  cannot  take  the  pains  to  get  one. 

AcoU  Why,  marry,  if  your  conscience  be  so 
tender 
As  not  to  do  it  otherwise,  then  'tis  lawful. 

AnaU.  True  :  matrhnony's  nothing  else,  indeed, 
But  fornication  licensed ;  lawful  adultery. 

0  heavens !  how  all  my  senses  are  wide  sluices 
To  let  in  discontent  and  miseries ! 

How  happy  are  the  moles,  that  hare  no  eyes ! 
How  blest  the  adders,  that  have  no  ears  ! 
They  never  see  nor  hear  aught  that  afiBicts  them. 
But  happier  they  that  have  no  sense  at  all ; 
That  neither  see,  nor  hear,  taste,  smell,  nor  feel, 
Any  thing  to  torment  them.    Souls  were  given 
To  torture  bodies.    Man  has  reason  too, 
To  add  unto  the  heap  of  his  distractions. 

1  can  see  nothing  without  sense  and  motion. 
But  I  do  wish  myself  transform'd  into  it. 

Colax,  Sir,  1  commend  this  temperance :  your 
anned  soul 
Is  nble  to  contemn  these  petty  baits. 
These  blight  temptations,  which  we  title  pleasures. 
That  are  indeed  but  names;  Heaven  itself  knows 
No  such-like  thing  :  the  stars  nor  eat  nor  drink, 
Nor  lie  with  one  another;  and  you  imitate 
Those  glorious  bodies ;  by  which  noble  abstinence 
You  gain  the  name  of  moderate,  chaste,  and  so- 
ber; 
While  this  c^minate  gets  the  infamous  terms 
Of  glutton,  drunkard,  and  adulterer; 
J^leasures,  that  are  not  man's,  as  man  is  man. 
But  as  his  nature  sympathies  with  beasts. 


You  shall  be  the  third  Cato ;  this  grave  look 

And  rigid  ere-brow  will  become  a  censor. 

But  I  will  fit  you  with  an  object,  sir. 

My  noble  Anaisthetus,  that  will  please  you ; 

It  is  a  looking-glass,  wherein  at  once 

You  may  see  all  the  dismal  groves  and  caves. 

The  horrid  vaults,  dark  c«lls,  and  barren  deserts, 

With  what  in  hell  itself  can  dismal  be. 

Anait,  That  is  indeed  a  prospect  fit  for  me. 

[Eiiti 

AcoL  He  cannot  see  a  stock  or  stone,  but  pre^ 
I  sently 

He  wishes  to  be  tum'd  to  one  of  those  s 
I  have  another  humoor;  I  cannot  see 
A  fat  voluptuous  sow  with  full  del^t 
Wallow  in  dirt,  but  I  do  wish  mytetf 
Transformed  into  that  blessed  spicore : 
Or  when  1  view  the  hot  salbcioos  sparrow 
Renew  his  pleasures  with  firesfa  appetit^ 
I  wish  myself  that  little  bird  of  love. 

Colax.  It  shews  you  a  auui  of  a  soft  moring 
clay; 
Not  Blade  ot  flint.    Nature  has  been  bountilbl 
To  provide  pleasures,  and  shall  we  be  niggards 
At  plenteous  boards?  He's  a  discourteous  guest 
ThtLt  will  observe  a  diet  at  a  feast. 
When  Nature  thought  the  earth  too  little 
Tu  find  us  meat,  and  therefore  stored  the  air 
With  wmged  creatures;  not  contented  yef^ 
She  made  the  water  fruitful  to  delight  us ; 
Nay,  I  believe  the  other  element,  too. 
Doth  nurse  some  curious  dainty  for  man's  Ibod, 
If  we  would  use  the  skill  to  catch  the  salamander  s 
Did  she  do  this  to  have  us  eat  with  temperance  f 
Or,  when  she  gave  so  many  diierent  odours 
Of  spices,  unguents,  and  all  sorts  of  flowers. 

She  cry'd  not Stop  your  noses,    Woukl  she 

give  us 
So  sweet  a  choir  of  winged  musicians 
To  have  us  deaf?  Or,  when  she  placed  tis  here. 
Here  in  a  paradise,  where  such  pleasing  prospects. 
So  many  ravishing  colours  entice  the  eye, 
Was  it  to  have  us  wink  ?  When  she  bestow'd 
So  powerful  faces,  such  commanding  beauties 
On  many  glorious  nymphs,  was  it  to  say, 
Be  chaste  and  continent  ?  Not  to  enjoy 
All  pleasures,  and  at  full,  were  to  make  Nature 
Guilty  of  that  she  ne'er  was  guilty  o^ 
A  vanity  in  her  works. 

AcoL  A  learned  lecture ! 
'TIS  fit  such  grave  and  solid  ailments 
Have  their  reward.— Here^ half  of  mj  estate 
T  invent  a  pleasure  never  tasted  yet, 
That  I  may  be  the  first  shall  make  it  stale. 


—  To  my  ear 


Music  U  but  a  mandrake, — The  shriek  supposed  (o  be  given  by  the  mandrake,  when  torn  oai  of  tlic 
enrtb,  was  esteemed  fatal  to  thMe  who  heani  it*    8« 

See  note  to  Microcoimus,  p.  147. 

^°  Chide  in  a  ttorm.---To  chide,  in  this  instance^  does  not  signify  to  reprtlcnd,  but  to  make  a  nMiC*  See 
note  on  Midsumpier  mght't  Dream,  vol.  S.  p*  \)6,  edition  lllb.    b. 
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CiAur.  WHhiiiy  mi*,  it  s  gl**B>  dtallMritifleotion 
Doth  shew  the  image  nf  all  aortt  of  pleetures 
That  ever  ^  were  acted ;  morevflriciy 
Thao  Aretine't  pictures.  ^' 

Acol,  III  see  the  jewel ; 
For  Chough  to  do,  most  nioret  my  appetite, 
I  lote  to  see,  ae  well  as  act  delist  [EsU, 

Bird.  These  are  the  thtogs  indeed  the  stage 
doth  teach : 
Dear  hearty  what  a  foul  sink  of  sins  run  here  ! 

Mr$  Fhwtr,  In  sooth,  it  is  the  coounon-shore 
of  lewdness. 

SCENE  IV. 

AsoTUSy  Ameleutherus. 

Bm.  These  are,  Aneleuthcrus,  an  illiberal  nig* 
gnrdlj  usurer,  that  will  sell  hearen  to  purchase 
earth :  that,  his  son  Asotus,  a  profuse  prodigal, 
that  will  sell  earth  to  baj  hell :  The  eitremcs  of 
liberalitj;  which  prescribes  a  mecttocritj  in  the 
getting  and  spending  of  ricfacsb 

AmcL  Come,  boy,  go  with  me  to  the  scrivener's, 

AkHus.  I  was  in  hope,  yoa  would  have  said  a 
bawdy-house. 

AneL  Thence  to  the  Exchange. 

AwtUL  No,  to  the  tavern,  father. 

AneL  Be  a  good  husband,  boy,  follow  my  coun- 
sel. 

A$otM9^  Your  counsel  ?  No,  dad,  take  you  mine. 
And  be  a  good  fellow— ^^-Aball  we  go  and  roar? 
'Slid,  hlh&ff  I  shall  never  live  to  spend 

That  Tou  hafve  got  already Pox  of  attomies, 

Merchants,  and  scriveners !  I  would  hear  you  talk 
Of  drawers,  punks,  and  panders. 

AneL  Prodinl  child  f 
Thou  dost  not  know  the  sweets  of  gstting  wealth. 

Atotui,  Nor  you  the  pleasure  that  I  take  in 
spending  it: 
To  feed  on  caveare,  *^  and  eat  andiovies ! 

AneL  Asotus,  my  dear  son,  talk  not  to  me 


Of  your  anchoviei^  or  your  Caveare. 

No :  feed  on  widows;  have  each  meal  an  orphan 

Served  to  your  table,  or  a  glibbery  heir*' 

With  all  his  lands  melted  into  a  mortgage. 

The  gods  themselves  feed  not  on  such  fine  dain* 

ties; 
Such  fatting,  thriving  diet. 

Asotus.  Trust  me,  sir, 
I  am  ashamed,  la — now  to  call  yoo  father, 
Ne'er  trust  mc,  now  I*m  come  to  be  a  gentleman : 
One  of  your  havings,**  and  thus  cark  and  care  \ 
Come,  1  will  send  for  a  whole  coach  or  two 
Of  Bank-side  ladiei^  *^  and  we  will  l)e  jovial. 
Shall  the  world  say  you  pine  and  pinch  for  no-, 

thing? 
Well,  do  your  pleasure,  keep  me  short  of  monies  ;■ 
When  you  are  dead,  (as  die  I  hope  you  must,) 
I'll  make  a  shift  to  spend  one  half,  at  least, 
Ere  you  are  coffined;  and  the  other  half 
Ere  you  are  fully  laid  into  your  grave. 
Were  not  you  better  help  away  with  some  of  it  ? 
But  you  will  starve  yourself,  that  when  youVe 
rotten, 

One Have  at  all !  of  nune  may  set  it  flying  : 

And  I  will  have  your  bones  cut  into  dice. 
And  make  you  guilty  o(  the  spending  of  it; 
Or  I  will  get  a  veiy  handsome  bowl 
Made  of  your  skuU,  to  drink't  away  in  healths. 

AneL  lliat's  not  the  way  to  thrive.    No,  sit 
and  brood 
On  thy  estate :  as  yet,  it  is  not  hatcL*d 
into  muturitv. 

Asolus,  Marry,  I  will  brood  upon  it. 
And  hatch  it  into  chickens,  capons,  hens, 
Larks,  thrushes,  quails,  wooctoocks,  snipe%  and 

pheasants. 
The  best  that  can  be  got  for  love  or  money. 
There  is  no  life  to  drinking ! 

AneL  O  yes,  yes ; 
Exaction,  usury,  and  oppression. 
Twenty  i*the  hundred  is  a  very  nectar. 
And  wilt  thou,  wasteful  lad,  spend  in  a  supper 


**  Tktm  Aretlne*8  picfitretw— Tkese  celebrated  pieces  of  obseenity  are  likewise  mentioned  by  Sir  £jn- 
cure  Mammon,  ia  the  AUAymist;  who  says,  be  will  have  pictures 

**  Richer  than  4ho6e  Tiberius  took 

Frem  Elepbastis,  and  dull  Aretine 

But  coMly  imitated."  S. 

^  Covecre.— See  note  19  to  The  (MUnary. 
^3  OUtbery  Attr«— bo  in  Mnrtton^s  First  Fart  of  Antonio  end  Mellida^  A.  S : 

**  Mtlke,  ttilke,  ytegUbbery  urebio.  Is  food  for  infants^**^ 

**  One  ofyowr  hmnngs.'^u  «.  one  possessed  of  your  estate  or  property. 
So  In  Every  Man  in  his  Humour ^  A.  I.  S.  4  : 

«*  Lie  in  a  water-bearer*8  house  ! 
A  gentleman  of  his  havings  r 

The  Jkvil  U  an  Ass,  A.  3.  S.  3  : 

♦<  Wc  then  advlic  the  party.  If  he  be 
A  man  of  means  and  havmgSy  that  forth'with 
He  settle  hb  esUte  ** 
*5    i?iiit.|i'de.— Where  tbc  stews  formerly  stood. 
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What  I  with  sweat  and  labour,  care  and  indastry. 
Have  been  an  age  a  scraping  up  together  ? 
No,  DO,  Asotus,  trust  gray-headed  experience ; 
As  I  have  been  an  ox,  a  puinful  ox, 
A  diligent,  toiling,  and  laborious  ox. 
To  plough  up  gold  for  ibee;  so  I  would  have 
thee 

AtotHu  Be  a  fine  silly  ass  to  keep  it. 

AneL  Be  a  good  watchful  dragon  to  presenre  it 

Color,  Sir,  I  overheard  your  wise  instructtons. 
And  wonder  at  the  gravity  of  your  counsel. 
This  wild  unbridled  boy  is  not  yet  grown 
Acquainted  with  the  world;  he  has  not  felt 
The  weight  of  need ;  that  want  is  virtue's  clog; 
Of  what  necessity,  respect,  and  value 
Wealth  is;  how  base  and  how  contemptible 
Poverty  makes  us.     Liberality 
In  some  circumstances  may  be  allowed ; 
As  when  it  has  no  end  but  honesty, 
With  a  respect  of  person,  quantity. 
Quality,  time,  and  place ;  but  this  profuse, 
Vain,  injudicious  spending,  speaks  him  idiot* 
And  yet  the  best  of  liberality 
Is  tf>  be  liberal  to  ourselves :  and  thus 
Your  wisdom  is  roost  liberal,  and  knows 
How  fond  a  thing  it  is  for  discreet  men 
To  purclmse  with  the  loss  of  their  estate 
The  name  of  one  poor  virtue,  liberality ; 
And  that  too  only  from  the  mouth  of  beggars ! 
One  o(  your  judgment  would  not,  I  am  sure. 
Buy  all  the  virtues  at  so  dear  a  rate. 
Nor  are  you,  sir,  I  dare  presume,  so  fond 
A  A  for  to  weigh  your  gains  by  the  strict  scale 
Ot  equity  and  justice,  names  invented 
To  keep  us  beggars.    I  would  counsel,  now. 
Your  son  to  tread  no  steps  but  your's ;  for  they 
Will  certainly  direct  him  the  broad  way 
That  leads  unto  the  place  where  plenty  dwelliy 
And  she  shall  give  him  honour, 

AneL  Your  tongue  is  powerful ; 
Pray  read  this  lecture  to  my  son :  I  go 
To  find  my  scrivener,  who  is  gone,  I  hear, 
To  a  strange  glass,  wherein  all  things  appear. 

[Exit. 

Atotut.  To  see  if  it  can  shew  him  his  lost  ears. 
Now  to  your  lecture, 

Coiax,  And  to  such  an  one 
As  you  will  be  a  willing  pupil  to. 
Think  you  I  meant  all  that  I  told  your  father? 
No,  'twas  to  blind  the  eyes  of  the  old  huncks. 
I  love  a  man  like  you,  that  can  make  much 
Of  his  blest  genius.    Miracle  of  charity ! 
That  open  hand  becomet  ihee ;  let  thy  father 


Scrape,  like  the  dunghill*cock,  the  dirt,  and  mire. 

To  nnd  a  precious  gem  for  thee,  the  chicken 

Of  the  white  hen,  to  wear.    It  is  a  wonder 

How  such  a  generous  branch  as  you,  could  spring 

From  that  old  root  of  damned  avarice ! 

For  every  widow's  house  the  father  swallows^ 

The  son  should  spew  a  tavern.     How  are  we 

Richer  than  others  ?  Not  in  having  mach. 

But  in  bestowing; 

And  that  shines  glorioo^  in  you.    The  chuffs* 

crowns,** 
Tmprison'd  in  his  trusty  chest,  metbinkS) 
I  hear  groan  out,  and  long  till  they  be  thine. 
In  hope  to  see  the  light  again.    Thou  can*8t  not 
Stand  in  a  flood  of  nectar  up  to  the  chin. 
And  yet  not  dare  to  sup  it ;  nor  can'st  suflfer 
The  golden  apples  dangle  at  thy  lips. 
But  thou  wilt  taste  the  fruit.    Tis  generous  thii,. 

Aiotui.  Grammercy,  thou  shale  be  doctor  a' 
the  chair. 
Here — ^*tis  too  little,  but  'tis  all  my  store  : 
I'll  in  to  pump  my  dad,  and  fetch  thee  more. 

[Exit. 

Colas.  How  like  you  now  my  art?  Is't  not  a 
Hubtleone? 

Mn  Flower,  Now,  out  upon  thee,  thou  lewd 
reprobate ! 
Thou  man  of  sin  and  shame,  that  sowest  cushions. 
Unto  the  elbows  of  iniquity  ! 

( 'olax,  1  do  commend  this  zeal ;  you  cannot  be 
Too  fervent  in  a  cause  so  full  of  goodness. 
There  is  a  general  frost  hath  seiz*d  devotion ; 
And,  without  such-like  ardent  flames  as  these. 
There  is  no  hope  to  thaw  it.    The  word,  panttM^ 
That  I  do  glorify,  and  esteem  reverend. 
As  the  most  sanctifled,  pure,  and  holy  sect 
Of  all  professors,  is  by  the  propbane 
Used  for  a  name  of  infamy,  a  by-word,  a  slander. 
That  I  sooth  vice  !  I  do  hut  flatter  them ; 
As  we  give  children  plumbs  to  learn  their  prayers, 
T*  entice  them  to  the  truth,  and  by  fair  meana 
Work  out  their  reformation. 

Bird.  n*ib  well  done. 
I  hope  he'll  liecome  a  brother,  and  make 
A  separatist ! 

Mr$  Flower,  You  shall  have  the  devotions 
Of  all  the  elders.     But  this  foppishness 
Is  wearisome ;  t  could  at  our  saint  Anllins, 
Sleeping  and  all,  sit  twenty  times  as  long. 

Rot.  Go  in  with  me  to  recreate  your  spirits, 
(As  music  theirs)  with  some  refreshing  song, 
Whot>e  patience  our  rude  scene  hatb  held  too 
\  long.  [Exeunt . 


*«  Tkt  chuff's  croton«.— It  is  observed  by  Mr  Steevens,  fno(e  to  Flwt  Part  of  ITfnry  IV.  A.  2,  S.  9.) 
that  this  term  of  contempt  is  always  applied  to  rich  and  avaricious  pco;)le.  lie  supposes  it  a  corruption 
of  diouglif  a  tbievbh  bird  that  collects  its  prey  oo  the  sea  shore* 
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SCENE  I. 
Roscius,  Bird,  and  Mn  Flowerdew. 
Bird,  I  will  no  more  of  this  abomination. 
Rat.  The  end  crowns  every  action,  stay  till 
that; 
A  judge,  .that's  jast,  will  not  prejudicate. 

Mrs  Flower.  Pray,  sir,  continue  still  the  mora- 
lizing. 
.  J^  The  next  we  present  are  the  extremes  of 
nagnificence,  who  teaches  a  decorum  in  great 
expences,  as  liberalitj  in  the  lesser :  one  is  Ba- 
nausus,  out  of  a  mere  ostentation  vain-gloriousW 
expensive ;  the  other  Microprepes,  one  in  glorious 
«rorks  extremely  base  and  penurious* 

BaNAUSUS,  MlCROPREPES. 

Ban.  Being  bom  not  tor  ourselves,  bat  for  our 
friends, 
Our  country  and  our  glorj ;  it  is  fit 
We  do  express  the  majesty  of  our  souls 
In  deeds  of  bounty  and  magnificence. 

Mic.  Tlie  world  is  full  of  vanity ;  and  fond 
fools 
Promise    themselves    a    name  from   building 

churches. 
Or  any  thing  that  tends  to  the  republic; 
Tm  the  re-private  that  I  study  for. 

Ban,  First,  therefore,  for  the  fame  of  my  re- 
public, 
111  imitate  a  brave  Egyptian  king, 
And  plant  such  store  of  onions  and  of  garlic, 
As  shall  niaiiktab  so  many  thousand  workmen 
To  the  building  of  a  pyramid,  at  Saint  Albans ; 
Upon  whose  top  I'll  set  a  hand  of  brass, 
With  a  scrowl  in't,  to  shew  the  way  tO'London, 
Fur  the  benefit  of  travellers. 

CoUve,  Excellent; 
^is  charity  to  direct  the  wandering  pilgrim. 

jliic.  I  am  church-warden,  and  we  are  this  year 
To  build  our  steeple  up :  now,  to  save  charges, 
111  get  a  high-crown*d  hat  with  five  low-bells, 
/To  mtike  a  peal  shall  serve  as  well  as  Bow. 

Colax.  Tis  wisely  cast. 
And  like  a  careful  steward  of  the  diurch; 
Of  which  the  steeple  is  no  part,  at  least 
No  necessary  one. 
.    B*r</,  Verily,  'tis  true. 


Of  supersti 
Way^gtc 

ni  have  ai 


They  are  but  wicked  synagogues,  where  those 
instruments 
itition  and  idolatry  ring 
to  sin,  and  chyme  all  in — to  ^e  devil. 
And,  'cause  there  be  such  swarms  of 
heresies  rising, 

an  artist  frame  two  wondrous  weather^ 
cocks 
Of  gold,  to  set  on  Paul's,  and  Grantham  steeple; 
To  shew  to  all  the  kingdom,  what  fashion  next 
The  wind  of  humour  hither  means  to  blow. 
MU.  A  wicker-chair  will  fit  them  for  a  pulpits 
Colas.  It  is  the  doctrine,  sir,  that  you  respect. 
Mr$  Flower.  In  sooth,  I  have  heard  as  whole* 
some  instroctioos 
From  a  zealous  wicker-chair,  as  e'er  I  did 
From  the  carved  idol  of  wainscot. 

Ban*  Next,  I  intend  to  found  an  hospital 
For  the  decayed  professors  of  the  suburbs ; 
With  a  college  ot  physicians  too  at  Chelsea^ 
Only  to  study  the  cure  of  the  French  pox  ; 
That  so  the  sinners  may  acknowle<^e  mo 
Their  only  benefactor,  and  repent. 

Colas.  You  have  a  cai-e,  sir,  of  your  country's 

health. 
Mk.  Then  I  will  sell  tlie  lead  to  thatch,  the 

chancel. 
Ban.  I  have  a  rare  device  to  set  Dutch  wind^ 
mills  »7 

Upon  Newmarket  Heath,  and  Salisbury  Plain^ 
To  dr«n  the  fens. 

Colas,  The  fens,  sir,  are  not  there. 
Bun.  ^t  who  knows  but  they  may  be  f 
Colax.  Very  right. 
You  aim  at  the  prevention  of  a  danger. 

Mk.  A  porter's  frock  shall  serve  me  fiMr  a  sur* 

piice. 
Mrt  Flower.  Indeed  a  frock  is  not  soceremo^ 

nious. 
Ban*  But  the  great  work  in  which  I  mean  to 
glory, 
Is  in  the  raising  a  cathedral  church  s 
It  shall  be  at  Uog*s  Norton ;  ^^  with  a  pair 
Of  btately  organs ;  more  than  pity  'twere 
The  pigs  should  lose  their  skill  for  want  of  prac- 
tice, 
Bird.  Organs!   ^  on  th^m  for  Babylonian 
bag-pipes. 


^7  /  kave  a  rare  tievice,  &c. — In  tbe  reign  of  James  the  I-  aod  the  beginning  of  hit  sacrcs8or*8,  many 
schemes  were  proposedf  and  some  adopted,  though  never  carried  into  execution,  for  draioing  the  fens. 
Among  others,  a  Dutchman,  Sir  Cornelius  Vermuideo,  was  employed.  But  I  believe  his  scheme  was 
different  from  that  alluded  to  in  tbe  text. 

*8  Hog^s-Norton,  &c. — It  appears  by  Pay's  Proverbs,  edit.  1742,  p.  258,  that  to  say.  You  were  bom  at 

'  Hog^s-Korton^  conveyed  an  insiouatioo  of  boorish  rustical  behaviour.    The  true  nami  of  the  town  is  Hoch 

liorton^  and  it  is  situnted  in  the  couoty  of  Oxford.    Nash,  in  The  Apologie  of  Pierce  PennitcMse,  ^lo^  15<).^, 

•  Sign.  K  4,  says,  *•  If  thoo  bestowst  any  curtesie  on  mee,  and  I  do  not  requite  it,  iUea  call  mcc  cut, and  I 

was  brought  up  at  llogge  AVf<m,  where  Piggesjffay  on  the  organs." 
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Mie.  Then  for  the  paiodng,  I  bethink  nmelf 
That  I  have  seen  in  mother  Redcap's  hall,  ^ 
In  painted  cloth,  the  story  of  the  prodigaL 
CeioM.  And  that  will  be  for  very  paod  useaad 
moral. 
Sir,  you  are  wise  ;  whatsenre  BjyptianyjiMiids, 
Epiiesiaa  templ^  Babylonian  towm, 
CartaM  CoHosans,  Tkrajan's  wacer*wofki» 
Domitian's  amphitheatres,  the  raia  cost 
Of  ignorance  and  prodigality  ? 
Rome  iiourish'd  when  her  capitol  was  tbatch*d, 
And  all  her  gods  dwelrbnt  in  cottages; 
Since  Parian  marble  aad  Corinthian  brass 
Bntered  her  gandy  temple,  soon  she  fisli 
To  snperslkion,  and  from  tbence  to  mill. 
Yon  see,  that  in  our  churches,  glorioua  statue^ 
Rich  copes,  and  other  omamems  of  slate, 
Draw  wondering  eyes  freoi  their  dtvotioa 
Unto  a  wanton  gaiing ;  and  that  other 
Rich  edifices,  ami  euoh  goigeous  toys. 
Do  more  prodani  our  oosntty'e  wealth  ^an 

safety. 
And  aerre  but  like  se  many  gilded  baits 
T  entice  a  foreign  foe  lo  our  tnvasioQ. 
Go  in,  there  is  u  riass  will  shew  you,  sir, 
What  sweet  sim|mcit^  our  gramlsires  ueed : 
How  in  the  age  of  gold  no  church  waa  gilded. 

[ExU  MrckoPREPES. 
Bam.  Oy  I  have  thought  on't :  I  will  straight- 
way build 
A  free-school  here  in  London ;  a  free-^hool 
For  the  education  of  voans  gentlemen, 
To  study  how  to  drink  and  take  tobacco ; 
To  swear,  to  roar,  to  dice,  to  drab,  to  quarrel. 
'Twill  be  the  great  Gymnasium  of  the  realm. 
The  Frontiiterium  '^  of  Great  Brittany. 
And  for  their  better  study,  I  will  funush  them 
With  a  large  library  of  drapers  books. 

Colmx.  Twill  put  down  fiodly's,  and  the  Vati- 
can. 
Royal  Baoausus !  bow  many  spheres  fly  you 
Above  the  earthly  dull  Microprepes ! 
I  hope  to  live  to  see  you  build  a  stew 
Shall  out-brave  Venice:  to  repair  old  Tyburn, 
And  make  it  cedar.    This  magnificent  course 
Doth  purchase  you  an  immortality. 
In  them  you  build  your  honour  to  remain 
The  example  and  the  wonder  of  posterity ; 
While  other  hide-bound  churls  do  grudge  them- 
selves 
The  charges  of  a  tomb. 


Bati>.  But  m  have  one 
In  which  I'll  lie  embalm'd  witli  myrrh  and  < 
And  richer  unguents  than  the  Egyptian  kings : 
And  all  that  this  my  precious  tomb  may  furnish 
The  land  with  mummy. '' 

Cdax.  Yonder  is*a  glass 
Will  shew  you  plots  and  models  of  aU  monuments 
Formed  the  old  way.    Yon  may  latent  anew ; 
Twill  make  for  your  more  glory. 

Ban.  Colai,  true.  [Eiiti 

SCENE  ra. 

Res.  These  are  the  ettremes  of  MagnanJanity. 
Chaunus,  m  fellow  so  faigihiy  conceited  of  fab  owv 
parts,  that  he  thiuks  no  honour  above  Um ;  the 
other  Micropaychus,  a  base  and  low  ^ritad  fel<* 
low,  that,  undervaluing  his  own  qualities,  daret 
not  aspire  to  thoae  dignities,  that  otherwise  his 
merits  are  capable  of. 

Chaunus,  MicaoPSYCHus. 

CAottfitif*  I  wonder  that  I  hear  no  news  from 

court. 
Coiax.  Alt  bail  unto  the  honourable  Chaanoe. 
Chaunut,  The  honourable  Cbaunus !    'Us  de* 
creed 
I  am  a  privy  counsellor :  our  new  honours 
Cannot  so  lUter  us,  as  that  we  can 
Forget  our  friends.    Walk  with  us,  our  familiar. 
Miercp.  It  puszles  me  to  think  what  worth  I 
have, 
That  they  should  put  so  great  an  honour  on  me. 

Colax.  Sir,  I  do  know  and  seoi  and  so  do  all 
That  have  not  wilful  blindness,  what  rare  skill 
Of  wisdom,  policy,  judgment,  and  the  rest 
Of  the  state-virtues  sit  within  this  breast. 
As  if  it  were  their  parliament;  but  as  yet 
I  am  not,  sir,  the  happy  messenger 
That  tells  you,  you  are  called  unto  the  helm ; 
Or  that  the  rudder  of  Great  Brittany 
Is  pot  into  your  hands,  that  you  may  steer 
Our  floating  Delos,  till  she  be  arrived 
At  the  bless*d  port  of  happineas,  and  sumamed 
The  Fortunate  IsUy  from  you  that  are  the  fortu- 
nate. 
Chauntis^  Tis  strange  that  I,  the  best  expe- 
rienced, 
The  skilfullest,  and  the  rarest,  of  all  carpenters^ 
Should  not  be  yet  a  privy  counsellor ! 
.  Surely  the  state  wants  eyes;  or  has  drunk  opium, 
I  And  sleeps !  but  when  it  wakes,  it  cannot  diuse 


*9  —  In  mother  Htdcap't  hall, 

Jn  painted  clvtk,  the  ttory  of  the  prodigal. — Mother  Redrap*8  hall  probably  stood  where  a  bouse  be- 
tween London  and  llainpsteaid  b  still  distinguubed  by  the  sign  of  this  old  lad>*8  head.     The  story  of  the 

Prodigal  in  painted  cloth  was  a  very  common  one.    FalstalTsays  to  Mrs  Quickly,  ** for  thy  walls, 

—  a  pretty  slight  drollery,  or  the  Story  of  the  Prodigal,  or  the  German  Hauting  in  water  work,  is  worth  a 
thousand  of  tbete  bed-hancings,  and  these  fly-bil(en  tapestries.*' 

3^  The  Frontisterium. — Frontisleriam  signifies  a  cloister,  a  college.  The  word  occurs  in  Jlbamaur, 
vol  7.  S. 

3*  Wilh  mummy.—See  note  on  Bird  in  a  Cage^  Vol*  I.  p.  226, 


Bakih)|.?h.] 


THE  MUSE'S  LOOKING-GLASS. 


415 


But  meet  the  glorious  beams  of  my  deieits. 
Bright  as  the  riung  son,  wad  say  to  fioglaud^ 
England,  behold  thy  light ! 

Sdicrcp,  Make  me  a  constable  I 
Make  me,  that  am  the  simplest  of  my  nekbboqrs. 
So  great  a  magistrate  !  so  powerful  an  officer ! 
I  blush  at  m^  unworthioess.  .  A  constable ! 
Tlie  very  prmce  o'  the  parish !  You  are  oDe^  sir. 
Of  an  abibty  to  discharge  it  better ; 
Let  me  resign  to  you. 

Chaunu*.  How !  I  a  constable  ? 
What  might  I  be  in  your  opinion,  sir  ? 
Microp.  A  carpenter  of  worship, 
Chaunuu  Very  well : 
And  yet  you  would  make  me  a  constable. 
Ill  evidently  demonstrate,  that  of  all  men 
Your  carpenters  are  best  statesmen :  of  all  car- 

penters, 
I,  being  the  best,  am  best  of  statesmen  too. 
Imagine,  sir,  the  coomionwealth  a  log. 
Or  a  rude  block  of  wood ;  your  statesman  oomes^ 
(For  by  that  word  1  mean  a  carpenter) 
And  with  the  saw  of  policy  divides  it 
Into  so  many  boards,  or  several  orders, 
Of  prince,  nobility,  gentry,  and  the  other 
Inferior  boards,  odrd  vulgar;  fit  for  nothing  . 
But  to  make  stiles,  or  planks  to  be  trod  over, 
Or  trampled  on.    This  adds  unto  the  log, 
Call'd  commonwealth,  at  least  some  smvl  perfec* 

tiou; 
But  afterwards  he  planes  then^  and  so  makes 
The  commonwealth,  that  was  before  a  board, 
A  pretty  wainscot.    Some  he  carves  with  titles 
Of  lord,  or  knight,  or  sentleman ;  some  stand  plain, 
And  serve  us  more  lor  use  than  ornament : 
We  call  them  yeomen;  (boards  now   out  of 

fashion :) 
And,  lest  the  disproportion  break  the  frame, 
He,  with  the  pegs  of  amity  and  concord, 
(As  with  the  glue-pot  of  good  government) 
Joints  'em  together ;  makes  an  absolute  edifice 
Of  the  republic    Sute-skiird  Machiavel 
Was  certainly  a  carpenter;  yet  you  think 
A  constal4e  a  giant-dignity. 

Microp.  Pray  Heaven  that,  Icarus  like,  I  do 
not  melt 
The  waxen  plumes  of  my  ambition ! 
Or  that,  from  this  bright  chariot  of  the  sun 
I  fall  not  headlong  down  with  Phaeton, 
I  have  aspired  so  high ;  make  me  a  constable. 
That  have  not  yet  attained  to  the  Greek  tongue ! 
Why  'tis  his  office  for  to  keep  the  peace. 
His  Majesty's  peace.    I  am  not  fit  to  keep 
His  Majesty's  hogs,  much  less  his  peace,  the  best 
Of  all  his  jewels.    How  dare  I  presume 
To  charge  a  man  in  the  king's  name !  I  faint 
Under  the  burthen  of  so  great  a  place, 
Wbofte  weight  migbt  press  down  Atlas.    Magis- 
trates 
Are  only  sumpter-horses.    Nay,  they  threaten  me 
To  nwke  me  warden  of  the  church. 
Am  I  a  patriot  ?  or  have  I  ability 
To  present  knights-recusanti  clergy-reelers. 


Or  gentlemen-fomicatorsf 
ixilax.  You  have  worth 
Richly  enamelld  with  modesty ; 
AikI,  though  your  lolty  merit  might  sit  crown*d 
On  Caucasus,  or  the  Pyrenean  mountains. 
You  choose  the  humbler  valley,  and  hod  rather 
Grow  a  safe  shrub  below,  than  dare  the  winds, 
And  be  a  oednr.    Sir,  you  know,  there  is  not     ' 
Half  so  much  honour  in  the  pilot's  place. 
As  danger  in  the  storm.    Poor  windy  titles 
Of  dignity,  and  offices  that  puff  up 
The  bubble  pride,  till  it  swell  big  and  burst. 
What  are  they  but  brave  nothi^?  Toys,  caird 

hoaours, 
Make  them  on  whom  they  are  bestowed,  no  better 
Than  glorious  slaves,  the  servants  of  the  vulgar. 
Men  sweat  at  helm  as  modi  as  at  the  oar. 
There  is  a  gUss  within  shall  show  you,  sir, 
The  vanity  of  these  silk-worms,  that  do  think 
They  toil  not,  'cause  they  spin  so  fine  a  thread. 

Microp.  I'll  see  it.  Honour  is  a  baby's  rattle ; 
And  let  blind  Fortune,  where  she  will,  bestow  lier: 
Lay  me  on  eartb,  and  I  shall  fall  no  lower.  [£n7. 

Ckaunui,  Colax,  what  news  ? 

CoLax,  The  Persian  emperor 


Is  desperately  sick. 
Chaunm,  Heav< 


;ven  take  bis  soul! 
When  I  am  the  grand  sophy,  as  'tis  likely 
I  may  be,  Colav,  thou  art  made  for  ever. 

Colax.  The  Turk,  they  say,  prepares  again  for 

Poland. 
Ckaunuu  And  I  no  bashaw  yet  ?  Sultan,  te^ 

pent  it ! 
Colax»  The  state  of  Venice  too  is  in  distrac- 
tion. 
Chaunus.  And  can  that  state  be  so  supinely 
negligent, 
As  not  to  know  wliom  they  may  chuse  their  duke  } 
Colojf,  Our  merchants  do  report  the  inhabitants 
there 
Are  now  in  consultation  for  the  settling 
The  crown  upon  a  more  deserving  head 
Than  his  that  bears  iL 

Ckmunui.  Then  my  fortunes  rise 
On  confident  wings,  and  all  my  hopes  fly  certaiti. 
Colax,  be  bold;  thou  see'st  lue  Prester-John. 
Well,  England,  of  all  countries  in  the  world, 
I  Must  blind  to  tliine  own  good.    Other  nations 
Woo  me  to  take  the  bridle  in  my  hands  • 

With  gifts  and  presents.    Had  I  lived  in  Rome, 
Who  durst  with  Chaunus  stand  a  candidate? 
I  might  have  choice  of  /Edile,  Consul,  Tribune, 
Or  the  perpetual  DicUtor's  place. 
I  could  discharge  'era  all ;  1  know  my  merits 
Are  large  and  boundless.  A  Caesar  might  bo  hew'd 
Out  of  a  carpenter,  if  a  skilful  workman 
But  undertook  it. 

Co!ax.  Tis  a  worthy  confidence. 
Let  birds  of  night  and  shame,  with  their  owls  eyes, 
Not  dare  to  gaze  upon  the  sun  of  honour : 
They  are  no  precedents  for  eagles.    Bats, 
Like  dull  Micropsychus,  thuigs  of  earth  <tnd  lead. 
May  love  a  private  safety;  men  in  whom 
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Prometheus  has  ffpeot  mach  of  his  stolen  firef 
Mount  upwards  like  a  Bame,  and  court  bright 

honour^ 
Hedged  in  with  thousand  dangers !  What's  a  man 
Without  desert  ?  And  what[s  desert  to  him 
That  does  not  know  he  lias  it  ?  Is  he  rich, 
That  holds  within  his  hoose  some  buried  chests 
OK  gold  or  pearl,  and  knows  not  where  to  look 

them? 
What  was  the  loadstone  till  the  use  was  found. 
But  a  foul  dotard  on  a  fouler  mistress? 
^    1  praise  jour  Argus*  eyes,  that  not  alone 

Shoot  their  beams  forwards,  but  reflect  and  turn 
Back  on  themselves,  and  find  an  object  there 
IVIore  worthy  their  mtentive  contemplation. 
You  are  at  home  no  stranger,  but  are  grown 
Acquainted  with  your  virtues,  and  can  tell 
What  use  the  pearl  is  of,  which  dunghill-cocks 
Scrape  into  dirt  again.    This  searclung  judgment 
Was  not  intended  to  work  wood,  but  men. 
Honour  attends  you.    I  shall  live  to  see 
A  diadem  crown  that  head.  There  is  within 
A  glass  that  will  acquaint  you  with  all  places 
Of  dignity,  authority,  and  renown, 
The  state  and  carriage  of  them  :  chase  the  best. 
Such  as  deserve  you,  aod  refuse  the  rest. 

Chaunus^  I  go,  that  want  no  worth  to  merit 

honour : 
Tis  honour  that  wants  worth  to  merit  me. 
Fortune,  thou  arbitress  of  human  things. 
Thy  credit  is  at  stake  :  if  I  but  rise, 
I'be  world's  opinion  will  conceive  th'  hast  eyes. 

[Exii. 

SCENE  III. 
OitGTLiis,  Aoacus. 

Rot,  These  are  the  extremes  of  Meekness. 
Orgylus,  an  angry,  quarrelsome  man,  moved  with 
the  least  shadow  or  appearance  of  injury.  The 
other  in  defect,  Aorgus,  a  fellow  too  patient,  or 
rather  insensible  of  wrong,  tiiat  he  is  not  capable 
of  the  grossest  abuse. 

Org,  Persuade  me  not :  he  has  awaked  a  fury 
That  carries  steel  about  him.  Dags  ^^  and  pistols ! 
To  bite  his  thumb  at  me !  ^^ 

Aor.  Why  should  not  any  roan 
Bite  his  own  thumb  ? 

Org,  At  me !  Wear  I  a  sword 
To  see  men  bite  their  thumbs  ?  Aapiers  and  dag- 
gers- 
He  is  the  son  of  a  whore. 

Aor,  That  hurts  not  vou. 
Had  he  bit  yours,  it  UbA  been  some  pretence 
T*  have  moved  this  anger :  he  may  bite  his  own. 
And  eat  it  too. 

Org,  Muskets  and  cannons  !^eat  it  ? 
If  he  dare  eat  it  in  contempt  of  me, 


He  shall  eat  somethmg  else  too  that  rides  here : 
rU  try  his  ostrich  stomach. 

Aor,  Sir,  be  patient. 

Org.  You  lye  in  your  throat,  and  I  will  not. 

Aor,  To  what  purpose  is  this  impertinent  OMid- 
ness? 
Prav,  be  milder. 

Org.  Your  mother  was  a  whore,  and  I  will  not 
put  it  up. 

Aor,  Why  should  so  slight  a  toy  thus  trouble 
you? 

Org^  Your  father  was  hanged,  and  I  will  be 
revenged. 

Aor,  When  reason  doth  in  equal  balance  poise 
The  nature  of  two  injuries,  yonrs  to  me 
Lies  heavy,  when  that  other  would  not  turn 
An  even  scale ;  and  yet  it  moves  not  me; 
My  anger  is  not  up. 

Org,  But  1  will  raise  it. 
You  are  a  fool ! 

Aor.  I  know  it ;  and  shall  I 
Be  angry  for  a  truth  ? 

Org.  You  are  besides 
An  arrant  knave ! 

Aor.  So  are  my  betters,  sir. 

Org,  I  cannot  move  hini^O  my  spleen — it 
rises: 
For  very  anger  I  could  eat  my  knuckles. 

Aor.  You  may,  or  bite  your  thumb,  all's  one  to 
me. 

Org,  You  are  a  homed  beast ;  a  very  cuckold. 

Aor,  Tis  my  wife's  fault,  not  mine;  I  have  no 
reason 
Than  to  be  angry  for  another's  sin. 

Org.  And  1  did  graft  your  horns:  you  might 
have  come 
And  found  us  glewed  together  like  two  goatSi 
And  sto<»d  a  witness  to  your  transformation. 

Aor,  Why  if  I  had,  1  am  so  far  from  anger, 
I  would  have  e'en  fallen  down  upon  my  knees, 
And  desired  Heaven  to  have  forgiven  you  both. 

Org.  Your  children  are  all  bastards;  not  one 
of  them. 
Upon  my  knowledge,  of  your  own  liegetting. 

Aor,  Why  then  I  am  the  more  beholden  to 
them 
That  they  will  call  me  father.     It  was  lust 
Perchance  that  did  beget  them ;  but  I  am  sure 
'Tis  charity  to  keep  tlie  infants. 

Org.  Not  yet  stirred  ! 
Tis  done  of  mere  contempt :  he  will  not  now 
Be  angry,  to  jexpress  his  scorn  of  me. 
Tis  above  patience  this;  insufierable. 
Proclaim  me  coward,  if  I  put  up  this  ! 
Dotard,  you  will  be  ant^ry,  will  you  not  ? 

Aqt.  To  see  how  strange  a  course  fond  wrath 
doth  go; 


3^  Da^.^See  note  148  to  The  Spanith  Tragedy^  Vol.  I.  p.  402. 

3S  To  bite  his  thumb  at  me.— W  hich  is  a  disgrace  to  them.  If  they  liear  it ;  as  it  is  explained  t>y  Sbake- 
s|  eare.    $ee  Rcmeo  and  JuUit,  A.  1.  S.  ^.  and  Mr  Steeveos>  note  thereto. 
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Yoa  will  be  angry  'cause  I  am  not  so^ 

Org,  I  can  endare  no  longer :  if  jour  spleen 

lio  in  your  bfeech,  thus  I  will  kick  it  up 

\Ue  kkh  him, 
Aor,  Alpha,  Bet%  Gamma,  Delta,  Epsilon, 
Zeta,  Eta,  llieta,  Iota,  Kappa,  Lambda,  Mo,  No, 
Xi,  Omicron,  Pi,  Ro,  Sigma,  Tau,  Upsilon,  Phi, 
Chi,  Psi,  Omega. 
Org.  How  !  What  contempt  is  this  ? 
Aor,  An  antidote 
Against  the  poison,  anger.    Twas  prescribed 
A  Roman  emperor,  that  on  every  injury 
Repeated  the  Greek  alphabet;  that  being  done. 
His  anger  too  was  o?er.    This  good  rule 
I  leant  d  from  him,  and  practise. 
\Org.  Not  yet  angry! 
Still  will  you  vex  me  f  I  will  practise  too. 

[Kickt  again* 
Aor.  Aleph,  Beth,  GimeL 
Org.  What  new  alphabet 
IsthS? 

Aor.  The  Hebrew  alphabet  that  I  use, 
A  second  remedy. 

Org.  O,  my  torment  still ! 
Are  not  your  buttocks  angry  with  my  toes? 
Aor.  For  au^t  I  feel,  your  toes  have  more 
occasion 
For  to  be  angry  with  my  buttocks. 

Org.  Well, 
ni  try  your  phyuc  for  the  third  assault ; 
And  exercise  the  patience  of  your  nose. 

Aor.  A,  B,  C,  D,  E,  F,  G,  H,I,  K,  I^M,N, 
0,P,Q,R,S,T,U,W,X,Y,Z. 
Org.  Are  you  not  angry  now  ? 
Aor.  Now,  sir !  why  now  ? 
Now,  have  you  done? 

Org.  O,  'tis  a  mere  plot  this, 
To  jeer  my  tameness ;  will  no  sense  of  wrong 
Walcen  the  lethargy  of  a  coward's  soul? 
Will  not  this  rouse  her  from  her  dead  sleep,  nor 
this? 
Aor.  Why  should  I,  sir,  be  angry,  if  I  suffer 
An  injury  ?  It  is  not  guilt  of  mine : 
No,  let  it  trouble  them  that  do  the  wrong. 
Nothing  but  peace  approaches  innocence. 
Org.  A  bitterness  o'er>flows  me ;  my  eyes 
flame, 
'^Sj  Uood  boils  in  me,  all  my  faculties 
of  soul  and  body  move  in  a  disorder, 
IJis  iMitience  hath  so  tortured  me  s  sirrah,  viilfun, 
I  will  dissect  thee  with  my  rapier's  poin^ 


Rip  up  each  vein  and  nnew  of  my  stoick,  ^^ 
Anatomize  him,  searching  every  intrail, 
To  see  if  Nature,  when  she  made  this  ass, 
This  suffering  ass,  did  not  forget  to  give  him 
Some  gall. 

Co£x,  Put  it  up,  good  Orgylus, 
Let  him  not  glory  m  so  brave  a  death, 
As  by  your  band ;  it  stands  not  with  your  honour 
To  stain  your  rapier  in  a  coward's  blood. 
The  Lesbian  lions,  in  their  noble  rage, 
Will  prey  on  bulls,  or  mate  the  uqicom ;  '* 
But  trouble  uot  the  painted  butterfly ; 
Ants  crawl  securely  by  them* 

Orgy  Tis  intolerable. 
Would  thou  wer't  worth  the  killing  ! 

CoUtx.  A  good  wish. 
Savouring  as  well  discredon,  as  bold  valour^ 
Think  not  of  such  a  baffled  '^  ass  as  this. 
More  stone  than  man,  Medusa's  head  has  tum'd 

him. 
There  is  in  ants  a  choler,  every  fly 
Carries  a  spleen.  Poor  worms,  being  trampled  oq. 
Turn  tail,  as  bidding  battle  to  the  feet 
Of  their  oppressors.    A  dead  palsy,  sure. 
Hath  struck  a  desperate  numbness  through  his 

soul, 
Till  it  be  grown  insensible.    Mere  stupidity 
Hath  seiz^  him.   Your  more  manly  soul,  I  find. 
Is  capable  of  wrong,  and,  like  a  flint. 
Throws  forth  a  fire  into  the  striker^s  eyes. 
You  bear  about  yon  valour's  whetstone,  anger. 
Which  sets  an  edge  upon  the  sword,  and  makes  it 
Cut  with  a  spirit.    You  conceive  fond  patience 
Is  an  injustice  to  ourselves ;  the  suffering 
One  injury  invites  a  second ;  that 
Calls  on  a  third,  till  wrongs  do  multiply, 
And  reputation  bleed.    How  bravely  anger 
Becomes  that  martial  brow !  A  glass  within 
Will  shew  you,  sir,  when  your  great  spleen  doth 

rise. 
How  fury  darts  a  lightning  from  your  eyes. 
Org^  Learn  anger,  sir,  against  you  meet  me 

next; 
Never  was  man  like  me  with  padence  vex'd. 

[Exit. 
Aor.  I  am  so  far  from  anger  in  myself. 
That  'ds  my  grief  I  can  make  others  so. 

Colax.  It  |>roves  a  sweetness  in  yourdisposition^ 
A  gentle,  winning  carriage--dear  Aorgus, 
O  give  me  leave  to  open  wide  my  breast. 
And  let  so  rare  a  friend  into  my  soul ! 


3^  StoUk. — ^The  early  .editions  read  ^for^ue^— The  alteration  by  Mr  Dodsley. 

^'  Mate  the  iintc<»ni.— To  mate,  sometimes  slgQifles  to  oppose  or  contend  with ;  a»in Hiiio  a  Wifeandht(9§ 
a  Wife^  voL  S,  p.  4^,  edition  1178 : 

"  ■   he  stood  up  to  me,  \ 

And  mated  my  commands.** 
And  sometioies  to  overcome. 

As  In  Tryar  Bacon  and  Fryar  Bungay^  by  Green,  Sign.  B  9  : 
**  Burden,  what  are  yoa  mated  by  this  frollcke  fryer  ?** 
3^  Baffled.—See  note  1,  p  •  404.  of  this  vol. 
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£nt|?r,  aiid  take  possession  ;  such  a  man 
As  has  no  gall,  no  bitterness,  no  exceptions ; 
Whom  Nature  meant  a  dove,  will  keep  ali?e 
The  flame  of  amity,  where  all  discourse 
Flows  innocent,  and  each  free  jest  is  taken. 
He's  a  good  friend  will  pardon  his  friend's  errors. 
But  he's  a  better  takes  no  notice  of  them. 
How  like  a  beast,  with  rude  and  savage  rage, 
Breath'd  the  distemper'd  soul  of  Orgylus  ? 
The  proneness  of  this  passion  is  the  nurse 
That/osters  all  confusion,  ruins  states, 
Depopulates  cities,  lays  great  kingdoms  waste. 
Tis  that  afiection  of  the  mind  that  wants 
The  strongest  bridle ;  give  it  reins,  it  runs 
A  desperate  course,  and  drags  down  reason  with  it. 
It  is  the  whirlwind  of  the  soul,  the  storm 
And  tempest  of  the  mind,  that  raises  up 
The  billows  of  disturbed  passions 
To  shipwreck  judgment    O,  a  soul  like  yours, 
Constant  in  patience  !   Let  the  north  wind  meet 
The  south  at  sea,  and  Zephyrus  breathe  opposite 
To  Eurus  :  let  the  two-and- thirty  sons 
Of  Eolus  break  forth  at  once,  to  plough 
The  ocean,  and  dispeople  all  the  woods ; 
Yet  here  could  be  a  calm.    It  is  not  danger 
Can  make  this  cheek  grow  pale,  nor  injury 
Call  blood  into  it.    There*s  a  glass  within 
Will  let  you  see  yourself,  and  tell  you  now. 
How  sweet  a  tameness  dwells  upon  your  brow. 

Aar.  Colax,  I  must  believe,  and  therefore  go; 
Who  is  distrustful  will  be  angry  too. 

SCENE  IV. 
Alazov,  Eiron.^ 

Rot.  The  next  are  the  extremes  of  Truth ;  Ala- 
zou,  one  that  arrogates  that  to  himself  which  is 
not  his ;  and  Eiron,  one  that,  out  of  an  itch  to  be 
thoug^ht  modest,  dissembles  bis  qualities ;  the  one 
erring  in  defending  a  falsehood,  the  other  offending 
in  denying  a  truth. 

Jlaz,  I  hear  you're  wond'rous  valiant  ? 

Eirdn.  I !  alas. 
Who  toldyon  I  was  valiant  ? 

Jlax.  Tlie  world  speaks  it 

FJrofi.  She  is  deceived :  But  does  she  speak 
truly? 

Alaz.  I  am  indeed  the  Hector  of  the  age ; 
'  But  she  calls  yon  Achilles. 

Eiran.  I  Achilles ! 
No,  I  am  not  Achilles.    I  confess 
I  am  no  coward.— That  the  world  should  think 


That  I  am  an  Achilles !  yet  the  world  may 
Call  me  what  she  please. 

Alai,  Next  to  my  valour, 
(Which  but  for  yours  could  never  hope  a  aecood) 
Yours  is  reported. 

Eiroru  I  may  have  my  share ; 
But  the  last  valour  shew'd  in  Christendom^ 
Was  in  Lepanto.  '^ 

AloM.  Valour  in  Lepanto? 
He  might  be  thought  so,  sir,  by  them  that  knew 

him  not; 
But  I  have  found  him  a  poor  baffled  snake ; 
Sir,  I  have  writ  him,  and  proclaim'd  him  coward 
On  every  post  i'  the  dty. 

EiroH.  Who? 

Aiaz.  Lepanto. 
The  valour,  sir,  that  yon  so  much  renown. 

Eiron.  Lepanto  was  no  man,  sir,  but  the  place 
Made  famous  by  the  so-much  mentiuo'd  battle 
Betwixt  the  Turks  and  (Christians. 

Alas.  Cry  you  mercy ! 
Then  the  Lepanto  that  I  meant,  it  seemt^ 
Was  but  Lepanto's  name-sake.    I  can 
Find  that  you  are  well  skiliM  in  history. 

Eiron,  Not  a  whit !  a  novice,  I !  I  could  per* 
chance 
Discourse  from  Adam  downward,  but  what's  that 
To  history  ?  All  that  I  know  is  only 
The  original,  Continuance,  height,  and  alteration 
Of  every  commonwealth.    I  have  read  nothing 
But  Plutarch,  Livy,  Tacitus,  Suetonius, 
Appian,  Dion,  Junius,  '•  Paterculns, 
With  Florus,  Justin,  Sallust,  and  some  few 
Mure  of  the  Latin.     For  the  modem,  I 
Have  all  without  book.    Gallo-Belgicus,^ 
Philip  de  Comines,  Machiavel,  Guicciardiney 
The  Turkish  and  Egyptian  histories. 
With  those  of  Spain,  France,  and  the  Netherlands. 
For  England,  Polydore  Virgil,  Cambden,  Speed, 
And  a  matter  of  forty  more  :  nothing, 
Alas !  to  one  that's  read  in  histories. 
In  the  Greek  I  have  a  smack  or  se,  at 
Xenophon,  Herodotus,  Thucydides,  and 
Stow's  chronicle. 

Alat,  Believe  me,  sir,  and  that 
Stow's  Chronicle  is  very  good  Greek :  you  little 
Think  who  writ  it !  Do  you  noc  see  him?  Are 
You  blinded  ?  I  am  the  man. 

Eiron,  Then  I  must  number 
You  with  my  best  authors  in  my  library, 

Alat.  Sir,  the  rest  too  are  mine,  bat  that  I  ven- 
ture 'em 


^JLepanlo^Tlm  famous  battle,  between  the  Turks  and  the  Venetians,  was  fought  in  the  year  U 
It  b  supposed  to  have  ^"^f^^jjj--^ Woody  eijagcment,  which  eve'r  was  k^wn     TheL.  on 
part  of  the  Venetians,  was  about  76«6;  and  on  t^t  of  the  Turks,  more  than  double  the  number. —Set 
accooot  of  it  in  KnolUs's  History  of  the  Turki,  IWI,  p.  8T8.    In  the  Venetian  flMt/^«£d^nt#dC^ 
vantes  served,  and  had  the  misfort-ine  to  lose  bis  uA  tand  by  the  sll^t  Jff ^^.""^  "^'•^^  ^"^ 
»  Jvnnu.—So  all  the  editions.    It  was,  however,  probably  JuUmm.  i.  e  Jntiu  Cwm^r     fl 
«  C«i/a-Bci^cii«.-Sec  note  1.  to  The  Bcir,  Vol.  l!  p.  1 96.  ^  *  *  ** "'"'""  *^*^"    * 


1571. 
the 
See  I 
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With  other  oames,  to  shun  the  ophnon 

Of  arrogance ;  so  the  subtle  cardinal 

Calls  one  book  Belhurmiue,  'oother  Tostatns, 

Yet  one  man's  labour  both.    You  talk  of  numb- 

'ring; 
You  cannot  chose  but  hear  how  loud  fame  speaks 
Of  my  experience  in  Arithmetic : 
She  sa,T6  you  too  grow  near  perfection. 

Eirim*  Far  from  it»  I ;  some  insight,  bat  no 
more. 
I  count  tbe  stars,  can  give  the  total  sum. 
How  many  sands  there  be  i'tfae  sea ;  but  diese 
Are  trifles  to  tbe  expert,  that  have  studied 
Penkethman's^  president.    Sir,  I  have  no  skill 
In  any  thing ;  if  £  have  any,  'tis 
In  languages,  but  yet  in  sooth  I  speak 
Only  my  mother  tongue ;  I  have  not  gain*d 
The  Hebrew,  Chaldee,  Sjrriac,  or  Arabic ; 
Nor  know  the  Greek  with  all  her  dialects. 
Scaliger  and  l*om  Coriate  ^'  both  excel  me. 
I  have  no  skill  in  French,  Italian,  Spanish, 
Turkish,  Egyptian,  China,  Persian  tongues. 
Indeed  the  Latin  I  was  whipt  into ; 
But  Russian,  Sclavoniau,  and  Dalmatian, 
With  Saxon,  Danish,  and  Albanian  speech, 
That  of  the  Cossacks,  and  HungariaiJi  too. 
With  Biscavs,  and  the  priipe  of  languages ; 
Dutch,  Welch,  and  Irish,  are  too  hard  for  me 
To  be  familiar  in :  And  yet  some  think 
(But  thought  is  free)  that  I  do  speak  all  these 
As  I  were  bom  in  ^tch ;  but  they  may  err 
That  think  so ;  *tis  not  ev*ry  judgment  sits 
In  the  infallible  chair.    To  confess  truth. 
All  Europe,  Asia,  and  Africa  too; 
But  in  America,  and  the  new-found  world, 
I  very  much  fear  there  be  some  languages 
That  would  go  near  to  puzzle  me. 

Alan.  Very  likely. 
You  have  a  pretty  pittance  in  the  tongues: 
But,  Eiron,  I  am  now  more  ^eral ; 
I  can  speak  all  alike ;  there  is  no  stranger 
Of  so  remote  a  nation  hears  me  talk. 
But  confidently  calls  me  countryman. 
The  witty  world,  giving  my  worth  her  due, 
Surnames  me  the  confusion :  I  but  want 
An  orator  like  you  to  speak  my  praise. 

Eiran,  Am  I  an  orator,  Alazon  ?  no ; 
Though  it  bath  pleased  the  wiser  few  to  say 
Demosthenes  was  not  so  eloquent ; 
But  friends  will  flatter,  and  I  am  not  bound 
To  believe  all  hyperboles:  something,  sir, 
Perchance  I  have,  but  'tis  not  worth  the  naming, 
Especially,  Alazon,  in  your  presence. 

AioM,  Your  uMxiesty,  Etroo,  spe«ks  but  truth 
in  this. 


Colax,  I  need  not  flatter  these,  theyll  do't 
themselves. 
And  cross  the  proverb,  that  was  wont  to  say. 
One  mule  doth  scrub  another :  here  each  ass 
Hath  learn'd  to  chiw  himself. 

AloM.  I  do  surpass 
All  orators.    How  like  you  my  orations  ? 
Those  against  Catiliue,  i  account  th«m  best 
Except  my  Philippics ;  all  acknowledge  me 
Above  the  three  ereat  orators  of  Rome. 

Eiran*  What  £ree,  Alazon  ? 

Alaz.  Marcus,  Tullius, 
And  Cicero,  the  best  of  all  the  threeJ 

Eiron,  Why  those  three  names  are  ail  the 
self-same  man's. 

Alaz*  Then  all  is  one.  Were  those  three  names 
three  men, 
I  should  excel  them  all.    And  then  for  poetry-^ 

Eiron,  There  is  no  poetry,  but  Homers  Iliads. 

Alax,  Alas  'twas  writ  i' the  nonage  of  my  mas€6« 
You  understand  the  Italian  ? 

Eiron,  A  little,  sir ; 
I  have  read  Tasso. 

Alaz,  And  Torquato  too  ? 

Eiron,  They're  still  the  same ! 

Alaz,  1  find  you  very  skilful. 
Eiron,  I  err  only  to  sound  your  judgment. 
You  are  a  poet  too  ? 

Eiron.  The  world  may  think  so, 
But  'tis  deceived,  and  I  am  sorry  for  it. 
But  I  will  tell  you,  sir,  some  excellent  verses 
Made  by  a  friend  of  mine ;  I  have  not  read 
A  better  epigram  of  a  Neoterique.  ^ 

Alaz,  Pray,  do  my  eyes  the  favour,  sir,  to  let 
me  learn  'em. 

Eiron.  Strange  nght$  there  late  were  leen,  that^ 
did  affrisht 
The  multitude;  the  moon  was  seen  by  nighty 
And  s%n  appeared  by  dtw — Is  it  not  good  f 

Alaz,  Excellent  good  1  proceed. 

Eiron.  Without  remorse, 
Each  star  and  planet  kept  their  wonted  course. 
What  here  could  fright  them  I  (Mark  the  answer 
now) 

0,  <i>,  ask  not  that  ; 
The  vulgar  know  not  why  they  fear,  nor  what. 
But  in  their  humours  too  inconstant  be  ; 
Nothing  seems  strange  to  them  but  constancy. 
Has  not  rov  friend  approved  himself  a  poet? 

Alaz,  The  verses,  sir,  are  excellent;  bat  your 
friend 
Approves  himself  a  thief. 

Eiron,  Why,  good  Alazod  ? 

Alaz,  A  plagiary,  I  mean:  th6  verseSj^  sir^ 
Were  stolen. 


^  PenkeOman*t  president, — Probably  the  additions  made  by  John  Penket)miftB  to  Hopton's  Concor- 
dance rf years,  containing  a  new,  eaty,  and  most  exact  computation  of  time  ^c^ording  to  the  English  account. 
London,  8vo.  1016. 

♦■  Tom  Conatc—See  note  U  to  TAe  Ordinary, 

**  JViM/erjf  ii«.— NeW|  modem,  * 
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Eiron.  From  whom  ? 

Alas.  From  me,  believe't ;  I  made  'em. 

Eiron,  lliej  are,  alas,  uowortbj,  sir,  jour  own' 

Such  trifles  as  mj  muse  had  stumbled  on 
This  morning. 

Alas.  Nay,  they  may  be  yours:  I  told  you 
That  you  came  near  me,  sir.    Y out's  they  may 

be. 
Crood  wits  may  jump :  ^^  but  let  me  tell  you,  Eiroo, 
Your  friend  must  steal  them,  if  he  hare  *em. 
Colax.  What  pretty  gulls  are  these !  TU  take 
them  o£— 
You  are  learned. 
Alaz.  I  know  that. 
Colax.  Aud  virtuous* 
Ahz.  Tis  confessed.  ^ 
Colax.  A  good  historian. 
Alas.  Who  dares  deny  it? 
Colax.  A  rare  arithmetician. 
Alaz.  1  have  heard  it  often. 
Colax,  I  commend  your  care, 
That  know  your  virtues :  why  should  modesty 
Stop  good  men's  mouths  from  their  own  praise? 

our  neighbours 
Are  envious,  and  will  rather  blast  our  memories 
With  infamy,  than  immortalize  our  names; 
When  fame  hath  taken  cold,  aud  lost  her  voice, 
We  must  be  our  own  trumpets ;  careful  men 
Will  have  an  inventory  of  their  goods; 
And  why  not  of  their  virtues?  should  you  say 
You  vyere  not  wise,  it  were  a  sin  to  truth. 
Let  Eiron's  modesty  tell  bashful  lyes. 
To  cloak  and  mask* his  parts;  he*s  a  fool  for*t. 
Twas  heavenly  counsel  bid  us  know  ounehet. 
You  may  be  confident,  chaunt  your  own  encomi- 
ums, 
Ring  put  a  pane^ric  to  yourself, 
And  yourself  write  the  learped  commentary 
Of  your  own  actions. 
Alaz,  So  1  have. 
fi>la;f.  Where  is  it? 


Alaz.  Tis  stolen. 

Colax.  1  know  the  thief;  diey  call  him,  Caesar* 
Go  in,  ^ood  sir,  there  is  within  a  glass, 
That  will  present  you  with  a  felon's  hce. 

[Exit  Alazojt. 
Eiron,  you  hear  the  news  ? 
Eiron,  Not  I,  what  is  it  ? 
Colax.  That  you  are  held  the  only  man  of  art* 
Eiron.  Is't  current,  Colax  ? 
Colax.  Current  as  the  air. 
Every  man  breathes  it  for  a  oertainQr* 

Etron.  This  is  the  first  time  I  beard  oo\  in 
truth. 
Can  it  be  certain?  so  much  charity  left 
In  men's  opinion? 

Colax.  You  call  it  charity. 
Which  is  their  duty :  virtue,  sir,  like  your^s, 
Commands  men's  praises.    Emptiness  and  folly. 
Such  as  Alazon  is,  use  their  own  tongues, 
While  real  worth  hears  her  own  praise,  not  qieaks 

iL 
Other  men's  moudis  become  your  trumpeters. 
And  winged  fame  proclaims  you  loudly  forth 
From  east  to  west,  till  either  pole  admire  you* 
Self-praise  is  bragging,  and  begets  the  envy 
Of  them  that  hear  it,  while  each  man  therein 
Seems  undervalued :  you  are  wisely  silent 
In  your  own  worth,  and  therefore  ^ere  a  sin 
For  others  to  be  so :  the  fish  would  lose 
Their  being  mute,  ere  such  a  modest  worth 
Should  want  a  speaker :  yet,  sir,  I  would  have  you 
Know  your  own  virtues,  be  acquainted  with  diem. 
£troii.  Why,  good  sir,  bring  me  but  acquaint- 
ed with  them. 
Colax.  There  is  a  ghus  within  shews  you  your- 
self 
By  a  reflection;  go  and  speak  'em  there. 

Eiron,  1  should  be  glad  to  see  'em  anv  where. 

FEri/ EiEov. 
Rot.  Retire  yourselves  again,  for  these  are  sights 
Made  to  revivci  not  burden  with  deUghts. 

[ExemU. 


ACT  IV. 


SCENE  I. 
Mrt  Flowi»dew,  Bird,  Rosciub. 

Bird.  My  indignation  boileth  like  a  pot, 
An  overheated  pot,  still, still  it  boileth; 
It  boileth  and  it  bpbbleth  with  disdain. 

Mr$  Flower.  IVfy  spirit  within  me  too  fumetb, 
I  say 
Fumeth  aud  steameth  up,  and  runneth  o'er 


With  hdy  wrath,  at  these  delists  ef  flesh. 

Bos.  The  actors  beg  your  sdence — The  next 
virtue,  whose  extreme  we  would  present,  wants 
a  name  both  in  the  Greek  and  Latin. 

Bird.  Wants  it  a  name  ?  'tis  an  unchristian 
virtue. 

Bm.  But  they  describe  it  such  a  modes^,  as 
directs  us  in  the  pursuit,  and  refusal  of  the 
meaner  honours,  and  so  answers  to  Magnanimi* 
ty,  as  liberality  to  Magnificence  j  but  here,  thai 


^  Q00d  wits  m^jnm^^Ste  note  IT  to  AUxmder  o^d  Ctrnpatp^ 
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humour  of  the  persons,  being  already  fbrestalf  d, 
fuid  no  pride  now  so  much  practised,  or  counte- 
nanced, as  that  of  apparel,  let  me  present  you 
Pbilotimia,  an  OTer-curious  lady,  too  neat  in  her 
attire ;  and  for  Aphilotimu^  Luparus,  a  nasty 
sordid  sloven. 
Mr$  FUnoer.  Pride  is  a  yanity  wotlhy  the  cor> 
rection. 

Pbilotiicia,  Lupakus,  Colax. 
FkiL  What  mole  dressed  me  to-day  ?  O  pa- 
tience! 
Who  would  be  troubled  with  these  moap-eyed 

chambermaids  ? 
There's  a  whole  hair  on  this  nde  more  than 

Mother, 
I  mm  no  lady  else !  come  on,  you  sloven. 
Was  ever  christian  madam  so  tormented 
To  wed  a  swine  as  I  am  ?  make  you  ready. 
X»p.  I  would  the  tailor  had  been  bang'd,  for 
me, 
lliat  first  invented  dotfaes— O  nature,  nature ! 
More  cruel  unto  man  than  all  thy  creatures ! 
Calves  come  into  the  world  with  doublets  on ; 
And  oxen  have  no  breeches  to  put  off. 
The  lamb  is  bom  with  her  freeze-coat  about 

her; 
Hogs  go  to  bed  in  res^^  and  are  not  troubled 
With  pulling  on  their  hose  and  shoes  i'  the 

momin|j^ 
With  gartering,  girdling,  trussing,  buttoning, 
And  a  thousand  torments  that  afllict  humanity. 
FIdL  To  see  her  negligence !  she  hath  made 
this  cheek 
"By  much  too  pale,  and  hath  forgot  to  whiten 
Tne  natural  redness  of  my  nose :  she  knows  not 
What  'bs  wants  dealbation.    O  fine  memory ! 
If  she  has  not  set  me  in  the  self-same  teeth 
That  I  wore  yesterday,  I  am  a  Jew. 
Does  she  thmk  that  I  can  eat  twice  with  the 

same. 
Or  that  my  mouth  stands  as  the  vulear  does  ? 
What,  are  you  snoring  there?  yoirll  rise,  you 

sluggard. 
And  make  you  ready  ? 

X»p.  BaU,  and  make  vou  ready? 
Two  works  of  that  your  happy  birds  make  one ; 
They,  when  they  rise  are  ready.    Blessed  birds ! 
They,  fortunate  creatures !  sleep  in  their  own 

clothes. 
And  rise  with  all  th^  feather-beds  about  them. 
Would  nakedness  were  come  again  in  fashion  ! 
I  had  some  hope  then  when  the  breasts  went 
bare,^ 


Their  bodies  too  would  have  come  to*t  in  time. 
FhiL  Beshrew  her  for't,  this  wrinkle  is  not 
fiU'd. 
Youll  go  and  wash — ^you  are  a  pretty  husband ! 
Lup.  Our  sow  ne'er  washes,  yet  she  has  a  fsce 
Methmks  as  cleanly,  madam,  as  your*s  is, 
If  you  durst  wear  your  own. 
Colax,  Madam  ouperbia, 
TouYe  studying  the  lady's  library, 
The  looking-glass ;  'tis  well !  so  great  a  beauty 
Must  have  her  ornaments.     Nature  adorns 
The  peacock's  tail  with  stars ;  'tis  she  attires 
The  oird  of  paradise  in  all  her  phimcs; 
She  decks  the  fields  with  various  flowers ;  'tis  she 
Spangled   the  heavens  with  all  those  glorious 

lights; 
She  spotted  the  ermin'sskio ;  and  arm'd  the  fish 
In  silver  mail.    But  man  she  sent  forth  naked, 
Not  that  he  should  remain  so,  but  that  he. 
Endued  with  reason,  should  adorn  himself 
With  every  one  of  these.    The  silk-worm  is 
Only  man^  spinster,  else  we  might  sunpect 
That  «he  esteem'd  the  painted  butterfly 
I  Above  her  master-piece.    You  are  the  image 
I  Of  that  bright  goddess,  therefore  wear  the  jewels 
Of  all  the  east ;  let  the  red-sea  be  ransack'd. 
To  make  you  glitter.    Look  on  Loparus, 
Your  husDan((  there,  and  see  how  in  a  sloven. 
All  the  bMt  characters  of  divinity. 
Not  vet  worn  out  in  man,  are  lost  and  buried. 
FhiL  I  see  it  to  my  grief;  pray  counsel  him. 
Colax,  This  vanity  in  your  nice  lady's  hu- 
mours. 
Of  being  so  curious  in  her  toys,  and  dresses. 
Makes  me  suspicious  of  her  honesty. 
These  cob-web  lawns  catch  spiders,  sir,  believe ; 
You  know  that  clothes  do  not  commend  the  man, 
But  'tis  the  living;  though  this  age  prefer 
A  cloak  of  plush,  before  a  brain  of  art. 
You  understand  what  misery  *tis  to  have 
No  worth  but  that  we  owe  the  draper  for ; 
No  doubt,  you  spend  the  time  your  lady  loses 
In  trickine  up  her  body,  to  dotbe  the  soul. 
Lup.  "H)  clothe  the  soul  ?  must  the  soul  too  be 
dothed^ 
I  protest,  sir,  I  had  rather  have  no  soul. 
Than  be  tormented  with  the  clothing  of  it. 

Roi.  To  these  enter  the  extremes  of  modesty, 
a  near  kinswoman  of  the  virtues,  Anaiskyntia  or 
Impudence,  a  bawd,  and  Kataplectus  an  over- 
bashful  scholar ;  where  our  author  hopes,  the  wo- 
men will  pardon  him,  if,  of  four-and-tweoty  vices 
he  presents  but  two,  pride  and  impudence,  of 
their  sex. 


^  H<fi  f  •  to  Ud  and  rest, — Probably  aU  dresty  or  a$  dre$t,    &  P. 

^^  Ikad  tomt  hope  then  when  the  breatte  went  bare, — How  fkr  the  ladies  of  the  times  were  censurable 
Id  this  particular,  nay  be  seen  in  HeUar'a  Omaha  MuliebrU  AngKcanut.  Tb*  rigid  poriUoi  discovered 
almoit  every  evil  to  t»e  the  coaseqaence  of  this  unrestrained  freedom  of  dress,  against  which  they  were 
continually  ponrlog  out  the  most  severe  Inyectiyes. 
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8CENE  IL 

Anaiskyktia,  Kataplectus. 

Phil.  Here  coined)  Anaiskyntia  too;  O  fates  ! 
Acolastuft  and  A&otus  have  sent  for  me. 
And  my  breath  not  perfumed  yet ! 

KtU.  O  sweet  mother, 
Are  the  gentlemeD  there  already  ? 

An^U.  Come  away. 
Arc-  vou  not  ashamed  to  be  so  bashful  ?  welt. 
If  I  had  thought  ot  this  in  time,  I  would 
As  Mjon  have  seen  you  fairly  hang*d  as  sent  yoa 
To  the  uniTerHity. 

Fhil.  What  gentleman  is  that? 

Anais,  A  shamefaced  scholar,  madam.    Look 
upon  her, 
Speak  to  her,  or  you  lose  your  exhibition  :  ♦* 
—You'll  speak,  1  hope;    wear  not  away  your 
buttons. 

Kat.  Wtiat  should  I  say? 

Anais,  Why  rell  her  you  are  gkid 
To  <>ee  her  ladyship  in  health :  nay,  oat  with  it 

Kat   '^G audio  te  bene  valere — 

FhiL  A  prett\  proficient! 
"What  standing  is  he  of  Tthe  university  ? 

Anait,  He  dares  not  answer  to  that  question, 
madam. 

PhiL  How  loug  have  you  been  in  the  aca- 
demy? 

Kat.  Fraftcto  Do^Domina  turn  Bao— Buc— 
bucchalaureu*  Artium, 

PhiL  What  pity  'tis  he  is  not  impudent ! 

Anaii.  Nay  all  my  cost  I  see  it  spent  in  vain. 
I  having,  as  your  ladyship  knows  full  well, 
G<M)d  practice  m  the  suburbs;  and  by  reason 
Tlmi  our  mortality  there  is  very  subject 
To  an  infection  of  the  French  disease, 
1  brought  my  nephew  up  i'  the  university. 
Hoping   he  might,  having  attain'd  some  know- 

ledfze. 
Save  me  the  charge  of  keeping  a  physician ; 
But  all  in  vain ;  be  is  so  basht'ul,  madam, 
He  dares  not  look  upon  a  woman's  water. 

Coiax.  Sweet  gentiemf^n,  proceed  in  bashful- 
ness, 
Tis  virtue  8  best  preserver — 

Kai.  Btcie  dicity  mc  inquit  AristoUlet, 

CoioM.    rhat  bt  ing  gone, 
The  reat  soon  follow,  and  a  swarm  of  vice 
Enters  the  soul ;  no  colour  but  a  blush 
Becomes  a  young  man's  cheek ;  pure  shamefaoed- 

ness 
Is  porter  to  the  lips,  and  ears  that  nothing 
Might  enter,  <ir  come  out  of  man,  but  what 
Is  good,  and  modest ;  Nature  strives  to  hide 
The  parts  of  shame ;  let  her,  the  best  of  guides^ — 


Kat  Katura  dux  optimM, 

Colax.  Teach  as  to  do  so  too  io  oordiacoane. 

Kat  Gratiot  tibi  ago. 

Phil,  Enure  him  to  speak  bawdy. 

Anait.  A  very  good  way ;  Kataplectu%  berets 
a  lady 
Would  hear  you  speak  obscenely. 

Kat    Obtcenum  ett,  quod  intra  tceitam  agi 
non  ofortmt. 

Anait.  Off  goes  your  velvet  cap !  did  I  main- 
tain ^00, 
To  have  you  disobedient?  you'll  be  persuaded? 

Kat  iiberit  operant  dare, 

Anait.  What's  th^t  in  English  ? 

Kat.  To  do  an  endeavour  for  children. 

Anait.  Some  more  of  this ;  it  may  be  some- 
thing one  day. 

Kat.  Communit  ett  omnium  animantium  con* 
junctionit  appetitut  procreandi  coicso. 

PhiL  Construe  me  that 

Kat.  All  creatures  have  a  natural  desire,  or 
appetite,  to  be  joined  together  in  the  lawful  bonds 
of  matrimony,  that  they  may  have  sons  and 
daughters. 

Anait.  Your  laqndress  has  bestow'd  her  time 
but  ill. 
Why  could  not  this  have  been  is  proper  terms  ? 
If  you  should  catechise  mv  head,  and  say. 
What  is  your  name,  would  it  not  say,  A  head  ? 
So  would  my  skin  confess  itself  a  skm ; 
Nor  any  part  about  me  be  ashamed 
Of  his  own  name,  although  I  catechised 
All  over.    Come,  good  nephew,  let  not  me 
Have  any  member  of  my  body  nicknamed. 

Colax.  Our  stoick,  the  gravest  of  philosophers^ 
Is  just  of  your  opinion;  and  thus  ai^gues: 
Is  any  thing  obscene,  the  filthiness 
Is  either  grounded  in  the  things  themselves^ 
Or  in  the  words  that  signify  those  things. 
Not  in  the   things:   that  would  make  Nature 

guilty* 
Who  creates  nothing  filthy  and  unclean. 
But  chaste,  and  honest ;  if  not  in  the  things, 
How  in  the  words,  the  shadows  of  those  things? 
To  manure  grounds,  is  a  chaste  honest  term  2 
Another  word  that  signifies  the  same. 
Unlawful :  every  man  endures  to  hear, 
He  got  a  child ;  speak  Plainer,  and  be  bhishes^ 
Yet  means  the  same.    The  stoick  thus  disputes; 
Who  would  have  men  to  breathe  as  freely  dowi»> 

ward. 
As  they  do  upward. 

Afudt.  I  commend  him,  madam, 
Unto*your  ladyship's  service ;  he  may  mend 
With  counsel :  let  biro  be  your  gentleman-usher. 
Madam,  you  may  in  time  bring  down  his  legs 
To  the  just  size,  now  overgrown  with  playing 


^^  Exhibition.  i»  e.  your  stipend,  year  allowance.     See  note  on  Two  Gentlemen  <f  VermOf  A.  1.  S.  3. 
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Too  moch  at  foot-bdl. 

FhiL  So  he  will  prove  a  stoick ; 
I  long  to  hare  a  stoick  strut  before  me : 
HerCf  kiss  mj  hand.    Come,  what  b  that  in 
Ladn? 
Kat  Deoiculor  manunu 
Fhil,  My  lip ; — nay,  sir,  yon  mast,  if  I  com- 
mand you. 
Kat  Oicular  te^  vel  o$cular  a  te, 
FhiL  His  kireath  ^raells  strong. 
Anais,  Tis  but  of  logic,  madam. 
FhiL  He  will  come  to  it  one  day^-yoa  shall 
go  with  me 
To  see  an  exquisite  glass  to  dress  me  by. 
Nay  go !  yon  most  go  first ;  yon  are  too  mannerly. 
It  is  the  office  of  your  place,  so— on — 

[Exeunt. 
Colas,  Slow  Luparus,  rise,  or  you'll  be  meta- 
morphosed ; 
Acteoa's  fate  is  imminent 
LuD,  Where's  my  wife? 
CoMur,  She's  gone  with  a  young  snip,  and  an 

old  bawd. 
Lup.  Then  I  am  cuckolded ;  if  I  be,  my  com* 
fort  is, 
8he*8  put  me  on  a  cap,  that  will  not  trouble  me 
With  pulling  off;  ye^  madam.  111  prevent  you. 

[ExU. 
Rot,  The  next  are  the  extremes  of  Justice. 

SCENE  ni. 

Enter  Justice  Nimis,  Justice  Nihil.  Plus  and 
Paeum,  their  Clerks, 

Nimis,  Pius ! 

Flus,  What  says  your  worship  ? 

Nimis,  Have  my  tenants. 
That  hold  their  lease  of  lust  her€  in  the  suburbs. 
By  depy^iold  from  me,  their  lord  in  diief, 
Paid  their  rent  charge  ? 

Flus,  They  have,  an't  please  your  worship ; 
1,  receiver-general,  gave  'em  my  acquittance. 

Forum,  Sir,  I  resign  my  pen  and  ink-horn  to 
you; 
I  shall  forget  my  hand,  if  I  stay  herew 
I  have  not  made  a  mittimus  since  I  served  you. 
Were  I  a  reverend  justice  as  you  are, 
I  would  not  sit  a  cypher  on  the  bench, 
Bat  do  as  justice  Nimis  does,  and  be 
The  Dominus-faC'totum  of  the  sessions. 


NihiL  But  I  will  be  a  Dominus^fac^miserieoT' 
diumy 
Instead  of  your  Totums ;  people  shall  not  wish 
To  see  my  spurs  filed  off;  it  does  me  good 
To  take  a  merciful  nao  upon  the  bench, 
Where  I  so  sweetly  dream  of  being  pitiful ; 
I  wake  the  better  for  it. 

Nimis.  The  yearly  valne 
Of  my  fair  manor  of  Clerkenwell,  is  pounds 
So  many,  besides  newyear's  capons— the  lordship 
OfTurnbel*'  so— which,  with  my  Pickt-hatcfa 

grange,  ♦• 
And  Shoreditch  farm,  and  other  premises 
Adjoining — very  good,  a  pretty  maintenance 
To  keep  the  Justice  of  peace  and  coram  Mo ; 
Besides  the  fines  I  take  of  yountr  beuiniiers. 
With  harriots  of  all  such  as  die ;  quatemus  whores 
And  ruiu'd  bawds,  with  all  ame  cements  due 
To  such  as  hunt  in  purley ;  *®  this  is  something 
With  mine  own  game  reserved. 

Flus,  Besides  a  pretty  pittance  too  for  m^ 
That  am  your  worship's  bailiff. 

Farum.  Will'i  please  your  worship,  sir,  to  hear 
the  catalogue 
Of  such  offenders  as  are  brought  before  you  ? 

NUdL  It  does  not  please  me,  sir,  to  bear  of 
any, 
That  do  offend.     I  would  the  world  were  inno- 
cent. 
Yet,  to  express  rov  mercy,  you  may  read  them. 

Farum.  First,  here  is  one  accused  for  cutting 
a  purse. 

NihiL  Accused  ?  is  that  enough?  If  it  be  guilt 
To  be  accused,  who  shall  be  innocent  ? 
Discharge  him,  Pamm. 

Farum,  Here's  another  brought 
For  the  same  fact,  taken  in  the  very  action. 

NihiL  Alas,  it  was  for  need;   bid  him  take 
warning, 
And  so  discharge  him  too ;  'tis  the  first  time. 

^«fRW.  Plus,  say,  what  hopes  of  gain  brings 
this  day's  sin  ? 

Fbis,  Anaiskyntia,  sir,  was  at  the  door. 
Brought  bv  the  constable. 

Nimis.  Set  the  constable  by  the  heels ; 
She*s  at  certain  with  us. 

Flut,  Then  there's  Intemperance,  the  bawd. 

Nimis.  A  tenant  too. 

Plus-  With  the  young  lady,  madam  Inconti- 
nence. 


♦^  Of  ISimhid^^Tumhat,  or,  at  it  would  be  more  properly  called,  Tummill-^treet,  is  between  Clerkm 
well  Green  and  Cow  Croji.  It  had  Its  name,  says  Stow,  from  a  river  or  brook  fonneriy  here,  when^a 
stood  several  mills.  This  receptacle  of  thieves  and  harlou  b  firequenUy  mentioned  bv  wrltew  of  tk« 
times.— f^  Mr  Steevens's  note  on  Seecnd  Part  of  King  Henry  IF.  A.  3.  S. «, 

♦»  Fiirfcy— er  purlieu ;  which,  says  Manwood'$  Treati$e  on  the  Forest  Lawt^  c  80,  «  b  a  certaine  ter- 
fitorie  of  grouid  u^oynkag  unto  the  forest,  meered  and  bounded  with  anmoveable  markes,  meeres.  and 
aboondaries  i  which  territorie  of  ground  was  also  once  forest,  and  afterwards  disafibrested  a«ainc  bv  the- 
perambohUlooi  made  for  the  severiag  of  the  new  forest  from  (he  old.'*  ^ 
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Nhnii.  Search  o'er  my  dooms-day  book.    Is 
not  she.  Plus, 
One  of  my  last  compounders  ? 

Plui.  I  remember  it.  ^ 

Then  there  is  jumping  Jude,  heroic  Doll,         ^ 
With  bouncing  Nan,  and  Cis,  your  worships 
sinner.  ^       ,         n 

NihiL  All  subsidy-women:  go  free  email. 

Parum,  Sir,  hcre^s  a  known  offender,  one  that 
has  . 

Been  stock'd  and  whipp'd  innumerable  times: 
Has  suffered  Bridewell  often :  not  a  jail 
But  he's  familiar  with ;  burnt  in  the  hand. 
Forehead,  and  shoulder;  both  his  ears  cut  off. 
With  his  nose  slit;  what  shall  I  do  with  him? 

NihiL  So  often  punish'd?  nay,  if  no  correc- 
tion 
Will  serve  his  turn,  e'en  let  him  run  his  course. 

Flu$.  Here's  mistress  Fwulty  too,  the  waiting- 
woman. 

Nimit.  For  what  ofience? 

PluM-  A  sin  of  weakness  too. 

Nifnuu  Let  her  be  strongly  whipped. 

Plus.  A  n't  please  your  worship, 
She  has  a  nobleman's  letter. 

Nimi$.  Tell  her,  PUis,  she  must 
Have  the  king's  picture  too. 

P/iif.  Besides,         ,  ,     ,^  .     . 

She  has  promised  me,  I  should  examine  her 
Above  i'  the  garret. 

Nimii.  What's  all  that  to  roe  ? 

P/tt«.  And  she  entreats  your  worship  to  ac- 
cept— 

NimU.  Nay,  if  she  can  entreat  in  English,  Plus, 
Say  she  is  injured. 

Parum.  Sir,  here's  Smp  the  tailor, 
Charged  with  a  riot 

NUnL  Parum,  let  him  go. 
He  is  our  neighbour. 

Parum.  Then  there  is  a  stranger  for  quarrel- 
ling* , .     . 

Nihil.  A  stranger!  O  'tis  pity 
To  hurt  a  stranger;  we  may  be  aU  strangers. 
And  would  be  glad  to  find  some  mercy,  Parum. 

P&i«.  Sir,  here's  a  gentlewoman  of  St  Joans,  is 
Charged  with  dishonesty. 

Nimii.  With  dishonesty  ? 
Severity  will  amend  her:  and  yet, Plus, 
Ask  her  a  question,  if  she  will  be  honest? 

Plus.  And  here's  a  coblcr^s  wife  brought  for  a 

Nimii.  Tell   her  of  cucking-stools;   tell  her 
there  be 
Oyster-queans,  with  orange-women. 
Carts  and  coaches  store,  to  make  a  noise ; 
Yet,  if  she  can  speak  English, 
We  may  suppose  her  silent. 

Parum.  Here's  a  bachelor. 
And  a  citizen's  wife,  for  flat  adultery ; 
What  will  you  do  with  them  ? 

JfiA*^  A  citizen's  wife  !  , 

Perchance  her  husband  it  grown  impotent 
And  who  can  bUime  her  then? 


Parum.  Yet,  I  hope,  yonll  bind  o'er  the  bache* 
lor. 

^/lAiiL  No;  enquire 
First  if  he  have  no  wife ;  for  if  the  bachelor 
Have  not  a  wife  of  his  own,  'twas  but  fndlQr, 
And  justice  counts  it  veniaL 

Pmt.  Here's  one  Adieus, 
And  Sophron,  that  do  mutually  accuse 
Each  other  of  flat  felony. 

NUmu  Of  the  two,  which  is  the  richer  I 

Plu$.  Adieus  is  the  richer. 

Nums.  Then  Sophron  is  the  thief. 

Plus.  Here  is  withal, 
Panourgus  come,  with  one  call'd  Prodetes, 
Lay  treason,  sir,  to  one  another's  charge ; 
Panourgus  is  the  richer. 

Nima.  He's  the  traitor  then. 

Pius.  How  sir,  the  richer  ? 

Nimis.  Thou  art  i^rant,  Plus; 
We  must  do  some  injnitioe  for  our  credit. 
Not  all  for  gain. 

Plus,  Entrapeles  complains,  sir, 
Bomolochus  has  abused  him. 

Nimis.  Send  Eutrapeles  to  the  jail. 

Plus.  It  is  Eutrapeles  that  complams,  sir. 

Nmis.  Tell  biro.  We're  pleased  to  think  'twas- 
he  ofiended. 
Will  must  be  law.   Were't  not  for  Summum  Jus,. 
How  could  the  land  subsist  ? 

Cola:t.  Ay,  or  the  justices 
Maintain  themselves— go  on— The  land  wants- 
such 
As  dare  with  rigour  execute  her  laws ; 
Her  festered  members  must  be  lanced  and  tented. 
He's  a  bad  surgeon,  that  for  pity  spares 
The  part  corrupted,  till  the  gancrene  spread. 
And  all  the  body  perish.    He,  that's  merciful 
Unto  the  bad,  is  cruel  to  the  good. 
The  pillory  must  cure  the  year's  diseases; 
The  stocks  the  foot's  offences ;  let  the  back 
Bear  her  own  sb,  and  rank  blood  poige  forth^ 
By  the  phlebotomy  of  a  whipping-post  i 
And  vet  the  secret  and  purse-punisbmeDt, 
Is  held  the  wiser  course ;  because  at  once 
It  helps  the  virtuous,  and  corrects  the  vidoos  r 
Lot  not  the  sword  of  justice  sleep,  and  rust 
Within  her  velvet  sheath;  preserve  her  edge. 
And  keep  it  sharp  with  cutting ;  use  mnst  iiyhet 

her; 
Tame  mercy  is  the  breast  that  suckles  vice,. 
Till,  Hydra-like,  slie  multiply  her  heads. 
Tread  you  on  sin,  squeeze  out  the  serpent's  brains^ 

All  you  can  find for  some  have  lurking-holes 

Where  they  lie  hid.    But  there's  witbio  a  glass. 
Will  shew  you  every  close  offender's  face. 

Nimis.  Come,  Plus,  let's  go  ia  to  find  out  these 
concealments; 
We  wUl  grow  rich,  and  purchase  honour  thoe- 
I  mean  to  be  a  banm  o'f  Summis  Jus. 

[Exit  Nimis,  Plxts. 
Parum.  Tou  are  the  strangest  man,  you  wilt 
acknowledge 
I  None  for  offenders :  here's  one  apprehended 
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For  murder. 

NihiL  How ! 

Fiinim.  He  killed  a  man  last  night 

Nihil,  How  came't  to  pass  ? 

Parum*  Upon  a  falliDg  out. 

NihiL  They  shall  be  friends;   111  reconcile 
'em,  Parum. 

Parum,  One  of  them  is  dead. 

NihiL  Is  (»e  not  buried  yet  ? 

parum.  Ni»,  sir. 

NihiL  Why  then,  I  say,  they  shall  shake  hands. 

Colax,  As  you  have  done 
With  clemency,  most  reverend  justice  Nihil. 
A  gentle  mildness  thrones  itself  within  you ; 
Your  worship  would  have  justice  use  her  balance 
More  than  her  sword ;  nor  can  you  endure  to  dye 
The  robe  she  wears,  deep  scarlet,  in  the  blood 
Of  poor  offenders.    How  many  men  hath  rigour, 
By  her  too  hasty  and  severe  proceeding. 
Prevented  from  amendment,  that  perchance, 
Might  have  turned  honest,  and  have  proved  good 

Christians  ? 
Should  Jove  not  spare  his  thunder,  but  as  often 
Discharge  at  us,  as  we  dart  sins  at  him, 
Earth  would  want  men,  and  lie  himself  want 

arms, 
And  yet  tire  Vulcan,  and  Pyracmnn  too. 
You  imitate  the  gods;  and  be  sins  less, 
Strikes  not  at  all,  than  lie  strikes  once  amiss. 
I  would  not  have  justice  too  falcon-eyed  : 
Sometimes  a  wilful  blindness  much  becomes  her; 
As  when  upon  the  bench  she  sleeps^  and  winks 
At  the  transgressions  of  mortality : 
In  which  most  merciful  posture  I  have  seen 
Your  pitiful  worship  snorting  out  pardons 
To  the  despairing  sinner.    There's  within 
A  mirror,  sir,  like  you  !    Go  see  your  face, 
How  like  Astrea's  'tis  in  her  own  glass. 

Parum.  And  1*11  petition  justice  Nimis'  clerk. 
To  admit  me  for  his  under-officer.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  IV, 

AOROICUS. 

Rot.  This  is  Agroicus,  a  rustic,  clownish  fel- 
low, whose  discourse  is  all  country;  an  extreme 


'of  UrbanitjT :  whereby  you  may  observe  there  is 
a  virtue  injesting. 

AgroL  They  talk  of  witty  discourse  and  fine 
conceits,  and  I  ken  not  what  a  deal  of  prittle 
prattle,  would  make  a  cat  piss  to  hear  'em.  Can- 
not they  be  content  with  their  grandara's  Eng* 
lish?  They  think  they  talk  learnedly;  when  I 
had  rather  hear  our  brindled  cur  howl,  or  sow 
grunt  Thev  must  be  breaking  of  jests,  with  a 
murrain ;  when  I  had  as  leave  hear  *em  break 
wind,  sir-reverence. — My  zon  Dick  is  a  pretty 
bookish  scholar  of  his  age,  God  bless  him ;  he 
can  write  and  read,  and  makes  bonds  and  bills^ 
and  hobligations,  God  save  all.  But,  byV  lady, 
if  I  wotted  it  would  make  him  such  a  Jack-sauce, 
as  to  have  more  wit  than  his  vore-fathers,  he 
should  have  learned  nothing  for  old  Agroicus,  but 
to  keep  a  talley.  There  is  a  new  trade  lately 
come  up  to  be  a  vocation,  I  wis  n<>t  wliat :  they 
call  'em — boets :  a  new  name  for  be^ars  I  think, 
since  the  statute  against  gypsies.  1  would  not 
have  my  zon  Dick  one  of  these  boets,  for  the  best 
pig  in  my  stye,  by  the  mackins.  Boets  !  Heaven 
shield  him,  and  zend  him  to  be  a  good  varmcr. 
If  he  can  cry,  Hy,  Ho,  Gee»  Hut,  Gee,  Ho,  it  is 
better,  I  trow,  than  being  a  boet..  Boets !  I  had 
rather  zee  him  remitted  to  the  jail,  and  have  his 
twelve  godvathers,  ^°  good  men  and  true,  con* 
temn  him  to  the  gallows,  and  there  see  lum  fairly 
prosecuted.  There  is  Bomolochus,  one  of  the 
boets;  now  a  hots  '*  take  all  the  rednose  tribe 
of  'em  for  Agroicus !  He  does  so  abuse  his  bet'*' 
ters !  Well,  'twas  a  good  world  when  1  virst  held 
the  plow ! 
dolax.  They  cared  not  then    so  much  for 

speaking  well. 
As  to  mean  honest :  and  in  you  still  lives 
Hie  good  simplicity  of  the  former  times, 
When  to  do  well  was  rhetoric,  not  to  talk. 
The  tongue-disease  of  court  spreads  her  infeo- 

tions 
Through  the  whole  kingdom.    Flattery,  that  was 

wont  ^ 

To  be  confined  within  the  vei^,  is  now 
Grown  epidemical :  for  all  our  thoughts 
)  Are  born  between  our  lips :  the  heart  is  made 


$°  Twtlve  godvathers.-^The  same  vein  of  hnmoar  is  foaad  in  the  Merchant  of  Vemice,  edit.  MIS,  vol.  3, 
p.  828. 

*<  In  christening,  thou  shalt  have  two  godfathers : 
Bad  1  been  judge,  tbou  sbould'st  have  bad  ten  more, 
To  bring  tbee  to  the  gallows,  not  the  font*'        S. 
S>  A  b9tt.^The  »otf  is  a  disease  incident  to  horses.    In  the  Ortat  Duke  of  Flormeet  by  Maainger,  A« 
4.  S.  1.  Calandrino  says, 

<<  The  bote  on  these  jolting  jadel,  I  am  brois'd  to  jelly." 
Again,  Wily  hesuiled,  Wm  Cricket  exclaims, 
"  A  boU  on  you !" 
It  appears  to  be  always  (he  imprecation  of  a  rastir* 

VOL.  II. 
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A  Athinger  to  the  tongae,  as  if  it  used 

A  language  that  she  never  understood. 

What  is  it  to  be  witty  in  these  days. 

But  to  he  bawdy,  or  prophane?  at  least 

Abusive  ?  wit  is  ^Tovm  a  petulant  wasp. 

And  stings  she  knows  no:  whom,  nor  where,  nor 

why; 
Spews  vinegar  and  gall  on  all  she  meets, 
Without  distinction  :  buys  laughter  with  the  loss 
(>f  reputation,  father,  kinsman,  friend ; 
Hunts  ordinaries  only  to  deliver 
The  idle  timpanies  of  a  windy  brain, 
That  beats  and  throbs  above  the  pain  of  child- 
bed, 
Till  every  care  she  meets  he  made  a  midwife 
To  her  light  bastard  issue :  how  many  times 
Bomoiochus' sides,  and  shoulders  ache,  and  groan ! 
He's  so  witty — here  he  comes — away — 
Agroi,  His  wit  is  dangerous,  and  I  dare  not 
stay*  [Exit. 

SCENE  V. 

BOMOLOCBVS. 

Rot,  This  is  the  other  extreme  of  Urbanity ; 
Bomotochus,  a  fellow  conceited  of  his  own  wit, 
though  indeed  it  be  nothing  but  the  base  dregs  of 
scandal,  and  a  lump  of  most  vile  and  loathsome 
scurrility. 

hird.  Ay,  this  is  be  we  looked  for  all  the 
while ! 
Scurrility,  here  she  hath  her  impious  throne. 
Here  lie's  her  heathenish  dominion^ 
In  this  most  impious  cell  of  corruption  ^ 
For  *tis  a  pur|;atory,  a  mere  l^mho, 
Where  the  black  devil  and  his  dam  Scurrility 
Do  rule  the  roast,  foul  princes  of  the  air ! 
Scurrility  !  That  is  he  that  throweth  scandals ; 
Soweth,  and  throweth  scaddals,  as  'twere  dirt, 
Even  in  the  face  of  holiness,  and  devotion. 
His  presence  is  contagious ;  like  a  dragon 
He  belches  poison  forth,  poison  of  the  pit, 
Brimstone,  hellish  and  sulphureous  poison. 
I  will  not  stay,  but  fly  as  far  as  zeal 
Can  hurry  me — the  roof  will  fall  and  bnun  me. 
If  I  endure  to  hear  his  blasphemies^ 
His  graceless  blasphemies. 

Rob,  He  shall  vent  none  here ; 
But  stay,  and  see  how  justly  we  have  used  him. 

Mrt  Flower,  Stay,  brother,  I  do  find  the  spirit 
grow  strong. 

Colas,    Hail  sacred  wit ! — Earth  brteds  not 
bays  enough 
To  crown  thy  spacious  tnerit. 

Bomol  Oh— oh— oh — 

Colax.  Cratinus,  Bupolis,  Aristophanes, 


Or  whatsoever  other  wit  did  give , 

Old  comedies  the  reins,  and  let  her  loose 

1  o  stigmatize  what  brow  she  pleased  with  slander 

Of  people,  prince,  nobility— all  must  yield 

To  this  triumphant  brain. 

BomoL  Oil — oil — oh — 

Colax,  They  say  you'll  lose  a  friend  before  m 
jest; 
Tis  true,  there's  not  a  jest  that  comes  from  700, 
That  is  the  true  Minerva  of  tliis  brain. 
But  is  of  greater  value  than  a  world 
Of  friends,  were  every  pair  of  men  we  meet 
A  Pylades  and  Orestes. 

Bomol,  Oh— oh— oh— 

Colax,  Some  say  you  will  abuse  your  father 
too. 
Rather  than  lose  the  opinion  of  your  wit; 
Who  would  not,  that  has  such  a  wit  as  yours? 
Twere  better  twenty  parents  were  exposed 
To  scorn  and  laughter,  than  the  simplest  thougbti 
Or  least  conceit  of  yours,  should  die  abortive^ 
Or  perish  a  brain-embryo. 

BomoL  Oh— oh— oil— 

Colax,  How  s  this?  that  tongae  grown  silent^ ' 
that  Syrens 
Stood  still  to  admire  ? 

BomoL  Oh — oh— oh— > 

Colax,  Twere  better  that  the  spheres  ahonld 
lose  their  harmony, 
And  all  the  choiristers  of  the  wood  grow  hoarse : 
What  wolf  hath  spied  you  first  ? 

BomoL  Oh— oh— oh— 

Colax.  Sure  Hermes,  envying  that  there  was 
on  earth 
An  eloquence  more  than  bis,  has  struck   yoo 

dumb ! 
Malicious  deity ! 

BomoL  Oh— oh— oh— ' 

C^lax,  Go  in,  sir,  there's  a  glass  that  will  re- 
.  store 
That  tongue,  whose  sweetness  angels  might  adore. 

BomoL  Oh— oh— oh — oh— oh— oh— oh— 

[Exit. 

Roti  Thus,  sir,  you  see  how  we  have  put  a  gag 
In  the  licentious  mouth  of  base  Scurrility ; 
He  shall  not.  Ibis  like,  purge  upward  here,  '* 
T'  infect  the  place  with  pestilential  breath ; 
We'll  keep  him  tongue-tied :  you,  and  all,  I  pro- 
mise 
By  Phoebus  and  his  daughters,  whose  chaste  zones 
Were  never  yet  by  impure  hands  untied, 
Our  language  shall  flow  chaste;  nothing  sounds 

here 
That  cap  give  just  offence  to  a  strict  ear. 

Bird.  This  gag  hath  wrought  my  good  opinion 
of  you. 


s»  He  than  not.  Ibis  HH,  purge  upvard  Aerc— Thjs  bird  is  said  to  give  himself  a  clyster  with  his  beak, 
to  live  on  serpents,  and  lo  void  bioiself  in  the  maooer  liere  alhided  to.    See  Plioys  K^tural  History, 
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Mr$  Flower.  I  begin  to  think  ^em  lawful  re- 
creatipns. 

Coiax.  Now  there's  none  left  here,  whereon  to 
practise, 
ni  flatter  my  dear  self— O  that  my  skill 
Had  but  a  body,  that  I  might  embrace  it ! 
Kiss  it,  and  hug  it,  and  beget  a  brood, 
Another  brood  of  pretty  skills  upon  it !  ^ 
Were  I  divided,  I  would  hate  ail  beauties, 
iVnd  grow  enamoured  with  my  other  half! 
SelMove,  Narcissus,  had  not  been  a  fault, 
Hadst  thou,  instead  of  such  a  beauteous  face. 
Had  but  a  brain  like  mine :  I  can  gild  vice, 
And  praise  it  into  alchymy,  till  it  go 
For  perfect  gold,  and  cozen  almost  the  touch- 
stone ; 
I  can  persuade  a  toad  into  an  ox, 
Till,  swelled  too  big  with  my  hyperboles, 
She  burst  asunder ;  and  'tis  virtue's  name 
Lends  me  a  mask  to  scandalize  herself. 
Vice,  if  it  be  no  more,  can  nothing  do  : 
That  arc  is  great  makes  virtue  guilty  too, 
I  have  such  strange  varieties  of  colours, 
Such  shifb  of  shapes,  blue  Proteus  sure  begot  me 
On  a  caroeleon ;  and  t  change  so  quick, 
That  I  suspect  my  mother  did  conc^eive  me. 
As  they  say  mares  do,  ^^  on  some  wind  or  other* 
1*11  peep  to  see  how  many  fools  I  made, 
"With  a  report  of  a  miraculous  glass. 
—Heaven  bless  me,  I'm  ruined !  O  my  brain 
Witty  to  my  undoing!  I  have  jested 
Myself  to  an  etern^  misery. 


I  see  lean  Hunger  with  her  meagre  face 
Ride  post  to  overtake  me :  I  do  prophesy 
A  Lent  immortal ;  Phcebus,  I  could  curse 
Thee  and  thy  brittle  gifts ;  Pandora's  box. 
Compared  with  this,  might  be  esteemed  a  bles- 
sing. 
The  glass,  which  I  conceived  a  fabulous  humour, 
Is,  to  the  height  of  wonder,  proved  a  truth ! 
The  two  extremes  of  every  virtue  there. 
Beholding  how  they  either  did  exceed 
Or  want  of  just  proportion,  joined  together, 
And  are  reduced  intp  a  perfect  mean  : 
As  when  the  skilful  and  deep-learned  physician 
Does  take  difierent  poisons,  one  that's  cold. 
The  other  in  the  same  degree  of  heat. 
And  blends  them  both  to  make  an  antidote; 
Or  as  the  lutanist  takes  flats  and  sharps. 
And  out  of  those  so  dissonant  notes  does  strike 
A  ravishing  harmony.    Now  there  is  no  vice, 
Tis  a  hard  world  for  Colax :  what  shift  now  ? 
Dyscolus  doth  expect  me-*-since  this  age 
Is  grown  too  wise  to  entertain  a  parasite, 
I'll  to  the  glass,  and  there  turn  virtuous  too. 
Still  strive  to  please,  though  not  to  flatter  you. 

Birtf,  There  is  good  use,  indeed-la,  to  be  made 
From  their  conversion. 

Afr«  Flower,  Very  good,  in  sooth-la. 
And  edifying. 

Rot.  Give  your  eyes  some  respite* 
You  know  already  what  your  vices  be, 
In  the  neift  act  you  shall  our  virtues  see. 

[Eieunt. 


ACTV. 


SCENE  L 

RosciuSy  Mrs  Floweroew,  Bird. 

Mrt  Flower,  Now  verily,  I  find  the  devout 
bee 
May  suck  the  honey  of  good  doctrine  thence, 
And  bear  it  to  the  hive  of  her  pure  family. 
Whence  the  prophane  and  irreligious  spider 
Gathers  her  impious  venom.   I  have  picked 
Out  of  the  garden  of  this  play,  a  ^ood 
And  wholesome  sallad  of  mstruction. 
>VIiat  do  you  next  present  ? 


Rqs,  The  several  virtues. 

Bird,   I  hope  there  be  no  cardinal-virtues 
there? 

Rox,  There  be  not; 

Bird,  Then  I'll  stay.    I  hate  a  virtue 
That  will  be  made  a  cardinal :  cardinal-virtues, 
Next  to  pope-virtues,  are  most  impious. 
Bishop-virtues  are  unwarrantable^ 
I  hate  a  virtue  in  a  morrice-danoe. 
I  will  allow  of  none  but  deacon-virtues^ 
Or  elder-virtues. 

Rot,  These  are  moral-virtues. 

Bird,  Are  they  lay-virtues? 


5*  At  they  fy  maret  do  — 


**  Ore  omnes  versae  in  Zephyroe  staot  mpibos  altis 
Kxceplantque  leves  aoras;  et  Bspe  sine'allli 
Coit)ogHi  vento  gravidas  (niirabile  dictu) 
Saxa  per  et  tcopoloe  et  depressas  coovalles 
Difiugiant ;  non,  Kure,  tiios,  neque  solii  ad  ortos. 
In  Boream  Caoroinque,  aut  oode  Digerrimos  Aoiter 
^as«itor,  et  pbavio  cpotristat  fjrigore  ccelom." 

Virg}Vt  Geor^lf^^ 
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Rot.  Yes. 

Bird,  Then  they  are  lawfol ; 
Virtues  in  orders  are  unsanctified. 

Ros,  We  do  present  tbem  rojaJ,  as  diey  are 
In  all  their  state,  in  a  full  dauce. 

Bird.  What  dance? 
No  wanton  jig,  I  hope  :  no  dance  is  lawful 
But  Frinkuoi-Prankum ! 

Mrs  Flower.  Will  virtues  dance? 
O  vile,  absurd,  maypole— nuud-marian  virtue ! 

Rot.  Daudng  is  lawful,  &c.  [FUmritk* 

Enter  Mediocrity, 

Mrt  Flower.  Who's  this? 

Ros.  It  is  the  mother  of  virtues. 

Alrt  Fiomer.  MotbeiH>f-pearl  I  think^'she  is  so 
gaudy. 

Rot,  It  is  the  golden  Mediocrity. 

Mrt  Flower.   She  looketh  like  the  idol  of 
Cheapside.  '♦ 

Med.  I  am  that  ^ven  course  that  must  be  kept 
To  shun  two  doAgerous  gulfs ;  the  middle  tract 
HTwitt  Scylla  and  Charybdis;  the  small  isthmus 
That  suffers  not  the  /E^an  tide  to  meet 
The  violent  rage  of  the  Ionian  wave. 
I  am  a  bridge  o'er'an  impetuous  sea; 
Free  and  safe  pa!>iag^  to  the  wiiry  step : 
But  he  whose  wantonness  or  folly  dares 
Decline  to  either  side,  falls  desperate 
Into  a  certain  ruin. — Dwell  with  me, 
Whose  mansion  is  not  placed  so  near  the  sun, 
As  to   complain    ofs  neighbourhood,    and   be 

scorch'd 
With  bis  directer  beams :  nor  so  remote 
From  his  bright  rays  as  to  be  situate 
Under  the  icy  pole  of  the  cold  Bear ; 
But  in  a  temperate  zone  :  'tis  1  am  she, 
I  am  the  golden  Mediocrity: 
The  lal>our  of  whose  womb  are  all  the  virtues. 
And  every  passion  too,  commendable. 
Sibters  so  like  themselves,  as  if  they  were 
All  but  one  birth;  no  difference  to  distinguish 

them 
But  a  respect  they  bear  to  several  objects : 
Else  had  their  names  been  one  as  are  their  fea- 
tures. 
So  when  eleven  fair  virgins  of  a  blood, 
Ail  sisters,  and  alike  grown  ripe  of  years, 
Match  into  several  housed,  from  each  family* 
^ch  makes  a  name  jlistinct,  and  all  are  different ; 
^  They  are  not  of  complexion  red  or  pale, 


But  a  sweet  miYture  of  the  flesh  and  Uood, 
As  if  both  roses  were  confounded  there. 
Their  stature  neither  dwarf  nor  giaotish. 
But  in  a  comely  well-disposed  proportion  ; 
And  all  so  like  their  mother,  tlmt  mdeed. 
They  are  all  mine,  and  I  am  each  of  them. 
When  in  the  midst  of  dangers  I  stand  up, 
A  wary  confidence  betwixt  fear  and  darmf^ 
Not  so  ungodly  bold,  as  not  to  be 
Fearful  ofheaven's  just  anger,  when  sbe  speak» 
In  prodigie^  and  tremble  at  the  hazard 
Of  my  religmn,  shake  to  see  my  country 
Threat'ncd  with  fire  and  sword,  be  a  staik  cow 

ard 
To  any  thing  may  blast  my  repatatioo ; 
But  I  can  scorn  the  worst  of  poverty. 
Sickness,  captivity,  banishment,  grim  death. 
If  she  dare  meet  me  in  the  bed  of  honour ; 
Where,  with  my  country's  cause  upon  my  sword, 
Not  edged  with  hope  or  anger,  nor  made  bold 
With  civil  bloody  or  customary  danger. 
Nor  the  fool's  whetstone,  inexperience ; 
I  can  throw  valour  as  a  lightning  from  me^ 
And  then  I  am  the  Amazon  Fortitude. 
Give  me  the  moderate  cup  of  lawful  pleasvres. 
And  I  am  Temperance.    Make  me  wealth's  just 

steward. 
And  call  me  Liberality ;  with  one  hand 
I'll  gather  riches  home,  and  with  the  other, 
Riglitly  distribute  ^em,  and  there  observe 
The  persons,  quantity,  quality,  time,  and  place ; 
And  if  in  great  expences  I  be  set 
Chief  arbitress,  I  can  in  glorious  works. 
As  raising  temples,  statues,  altars,  shrines. 
Vestures,  and  ornaments  to  religion,  be 
Neither  too  thrifty,  nor  too  pro^ig^. 
And  to  my  country,  the  like  mean  observe. 
In  building  ships,  and  bulwarks,  castles,  walls. 
Conduits,  theatres,  and  what  else  may  serve  her 
For  use  or  ornament;  and  at  home  be  royal 
In  building  gardens,  costly  furniture. 
In  entertamments  free  and  hospitable. 
With  a  respect  to  my  estate  and  means, 
And  then  I  may  be  named  Magnificence; 
As  Magnanimity,  when  I  wiselv  aim 
At -greatest  honours,  if  I  may  deserve  'em. 
Not  for  ambition,  but  for  my  country's  good; 
And  in  that  virtue  all  the  rest  do  dwell. 
In  leaser  dignities  I  want  aaiauM ; 
And  when  I  am  not  over-patient. 
To  put  up  such  gross  wrongs  as  odl  me  coward, 


'^  She  loohedh  like  the  idol  of  Cheaptide.-^Tbls  was  the  cron  which  stood  there.  It  was  eieeted  by 
Edward  the  Fint,  at  one  of  the  places  where  the  bedy  ef  his  deceased  Queen  rested  in  Its  prograss  from 
Berdeby,  where  she  died,  to  Westminster  Abbey,  where  she  was  buried*  This  cross  was  afterwards 
frcqaently  repaired,  and  was  omaaeaied  wilh  *  slatiM  of  the  Virgin  Mary  t  which  being  held  Ui  great 
reverence  by  the  Papists,  consequently  very  highly  offended  the  Puritans  of  the  times.  When  these  last 
obtained  the  ascendency  in  the  state,  It  cannot  be  wondered  at,  that  what  displeased  them  should  be  re* 
moved.  One  of  their  first  acts  of  power  was  an  order  for  destroying  the  several  crosses,  which  wasex^ 
cvted  oa  the  Sd  of  May,  i0i3,  oa  that  which  it  the  sul^jcct  v(  (his  note. 
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Bot  can  be  an^y  yet  in  that  obsenre 

What  cause  bath  moved  mj  angeri  and  with 

whom; 
Look  thai  it  be  net  soddei^  nar  too  tbiraty 
Of  a  refttn^,  nor  Tiokent  nor  pnter 
Tbwi  the  •fimoe ;  know  my  tune,  when,  where 
I  roust  be  aagry,  and  hmr  kmg  remain  te; 
Then,  then  you  may  simame  me  Mansuetude. 
"When  in  my  carriage  and  discourse  I  keep 
The  mean  that  nei^r  flatters  nor  oflends ; 
I  am  that  Tiitae  the  well  nurtwed  court 
Gives  name,  and  eboald  do,  being— Courtesy. 
Twixt  sly  dissembling  and  proud  arrogancey 
I  am  the  virtue  Time  calls  aaughter,  Truth. 
Give  me  my  sword  and  balance  rightly  swayed. 
And  Justice  is  the  title  I  deserve. 
When  on  this  stage  I  come  with  innocent  wit. 
And  jests  that  have  more  of  the  salt  than  gall; 
That  move  the  laughter  and  delight  of  all, 
Without  the  grief  of  one ;  free,  chaste  conceits, 
Not  scurril,  base,  obscene,  illiberal. 
Or  contumelious  sUnders,  I  am  then 
The  virtue  they  have  termed  Urbanity ; 
To  whom,  if  your  least  countenance  may  appear, 
She  vows  to  make  her  constant  dwelling  here« 
My  daughters  now  are  corner 

Thk  Somg. 
SCENE  n. 
The  Maik,wkerein  all  the  Virtuei  dance  together. 
Med,  You  have  seen  all  my  daughters,  gentle- 


'  Chnse  your  wives  hence :  you  that  are  bachelors 
Can  find  no  better ;  and  the  married  too 
May  wed  'em,  yet  not  wrong  their  former  wives. 
Two  may  have  the  same  wife,  and  the  same  man 
May  wed  two  virtues,  yet  no  bigamy : 
He  that  weds  most  is  chastest.    These  are  all 
The  daughters  of  my  womb ;  I  have  five  more. 
The  happy  issue  of  my  intellect, 
And  thence  simamed  the  Intellectual  Virtues : 
They  now  attend  not  on  their  mother's  train. 
We  hope  they  act  in  each  spectatorV  brain. 
I  have  a  niece  besides^  a  beauteous  one, 
My  daughter's  dear  companion lovely  Friend- 
ship, 
A  royal  nymph ;  her  we  present  not  too ; 
It  is  a  virtue  we  expect  from  you. 

[Ejdt  cum  Chore  carUantium. 

SCENE  IIL 

Bird.  O  ttster,  what  a  glorious  train  they  be ! 

Mrs  Flower.  They  seem  to  me  the  family  of 
Love; 
But  is  there  such  a  glassy  good  Roscius? 

Bos.  There  is ;  sent  hither  by  the  great  ApoUo, 
Who  in  the  world's  bright  eye  and  every  day 


Set  in  this  car  of  light,  surveys  the  earth 
From  east  to  west ;  who  finding  every  place 
Fruitful  in  notiiing  but  fantastic  follies 
And  roost  ridiculous  humours,  as  he  is 
The  god  of  physic,  thought  it  appertained 
To  him  to  find  a  core  to  purge  the  earth 
Of  ignorance  and  sin,  two  grand  disease^* 
And  now  grown  epidemical ;  many  receipts 
He  thought  upon,  as  to  have  planted  hellebore 
In  every  garden— but  none  pleased  like  this. 
He  takes  out  water  from  the  muse's  spring, 
And  sends  it  to  the  north,  there  to  be  freezed 

Into  a  crystal that  being  don^  hetnakes 

A  mirror  with  it ;  and  instils  this  virtue, 
That  it  should  by  reflection  shew  each  man 
All  his  deformities,  both  of  soul  and  body. 
And  cure  'em  both 

Mrs  Flower.  Good  brother,  let's  go  see  it ! 
Saints  may  want  something  of  perfection. 

Ros.  The  f^lass  is  but  of  one  day's  continuance ; 
For  Pluto,  tlunking  if  it  should  core  all. 
His  kingdom  would  grow  empty  (for  'tis  sin 
That  peoples  hell)  went  to  the  Fates,  and  bid  'em 
Spin  it  too  short  a  thread ;  (for  every  thing, 
As  well  as  man,  b  measured  by  their  spindle.) 
They,  as  they  must  obey,  gave  it  a  tbsead 
No  longer  than  the  beasts  of  Hyppanisi 
That  in  one  day  is  spun,  drawn  out,  and  cut. 
But  Phoebus,  to  requite  the  black  god's  envy. 
Will,  when  the  glass  is  broke,  transfuse  her  vir- 
tue 
To  live  in  comedy — if  you  mean  to  see  it^ 
Make  haste— — 

Mrs  Flower.  We  will  go  post  to  reformadon. 

[Exeunt. 

Ros,  Nor  is  the  glass  of  so  short  life,  I  fear, 
As  this  poor  labour— our  distrustful  author 
Thinks  the  same  sun  that  rose  upon  her  cradle 
Will  hardly  set  before  her  funeral. 
Your  Eracious  and  kind  acceptance  may 
Keep  her  alive  from  death,  or,  when  she's  dead, 
Raise  her  again,  and  spin  her  a  new  thread. 

SCENE  IV. 
Enter  Mrs  Flowerdew  and  Bird. 

Ifrs  Flower.  This  ignorance  even  makes  reli- 
gion sin ; 
Sets  zeal  upon  the  rack,  and  stretches  her 

Beyond  her  length most  blessed  looking-glass, 

That  didst  instruct  my  blinded  eyes  to-day ; 
I  might  have  gone  to  hell  the  narrow  way ! 

Bird.  Hereafter  I  will  visit  comediei^ 
And  see  them  oft ;  they  are  good  exercises ! 
I'll  teach  devotion  now  a  milder  temper; 
Not  that  it  shall  lose  any  of  her  heat 
Or  purity,  but  henceforth  shall  be  such 
As  shall  bom  bright,  although  not  blaze  so  much. 

[Exeunt. 
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[Randolph* 


EPILOGUE. 


Roscirs,  lo/to. 

Too've  seen  The  Muse's  Looking- Glass,  ladles 

fair. 
And  gentle  youths ;  and  others  too,  whoe'er 
Have  filled  this  orb :  it  is  the  end  we  meant 
Yourselves  unto  yourselves  still  to  present. 
A  soldier  shall  himself  in  Hector  see ; 
Grave  counsellors,  Nestor,  view  themselves  in 

thee. 


When  Lncreece'  part  shall  on  onr  stage  appear. 
Every  chaste  lady  sees  her  shadow  there. 
Nay,  come  who  will,  for  our  indiffarent  glasses 
Will  shew  both  fools  and  knaves,  and  all  their 

faces. 
To  ves  and  cure  them :  but  we  need  not  fear. 
We  do  not  doubt  but  each  one  now  that's  berev 
That  has  a  fair  soul,  and  a  beauteous  face, 
Will  visit  oft  The  Mule's  Lodung-Glass. 


EDITiON. 


The  Moses  Lookin^-Glasse.    By  T.  R.    Oxford :  printed  by  Leonard  Lichfield,  for  Francis  Bow* 

uin ;  1638, 4to.    Printed  in  a  Quarto  Volume,  entitled,  **  Poems,  with  the  Muses  Looking  Glasse, 

and  Amyntas.    By  Thomas  Randolph,  Master  of  Arts,  and  late  Fellow  of  Trinity  Colledge  in  Can>- 

bridge.    Oxford:  primed  by  Leonard  (4chfield,  printer  to  the  University,  fpr  Francis  Bowman* 
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Thomas  HcYWoot>,  an  author^  who^  fnm  the  number  of  his  petformanceif  must  have  contributed 
greatly  to  the  support  of  the  stage  during  his  life- time,  nmSy  as  Cartwright  says, '  Fellow  (^ 
Feter  House^  in  Cambridge.  He  afterward  became  a  player,  and,  besides  a  number  of  other  works, 
wrote,  either  in  part  or  the  whole,  ^  no  less  than  two  hundred  and  twenty  dramatic  pieces,  of  which 
only  twentV'Six  ^  appear  to  have  been  published.  The  times  of  his  birth  and  death  are  both  un* 
known,  A  testimony  of  his  industry  is  given  by  Kirkman,  which  may  serve  to  confirm  our  author*$ 
own  astertion  of  the  number  of  his  workr:  that  writer  says  ^,  he  had  been  informed,  that  **  he  (Hey- 
wood)  was  very  laborious  '.for  he  not  only  acted  almost  every  day,  but  also  obliged  himself  to  write 
a  sheet  every  day  for  several  years  together;  but  many  of  his  playes  being  composed  loosely  in  ttt- 
vems,  occasions  them  to  be  so  mean,  that,  except  his  Love*s  Mistress,  and,  next  to  that,  his  Ages, 
I  have  but  small  esteem  for  any  others.  I  could  say  somewhat  more  of  him,  and  of  all  the  old  poets 
having  taken  pleasure  to  converse  with  those  that  were  acquainted  with  them.**  Mr  Kirkman 
has  not  sheam  much  judgment  in  selecting  his  favourite  pieces ;  but  it  is  much  to  be  lamented^  that 
he  did  not  communicate  to  the  world  that  information  which  he  boastt  of  being  able  to  give  concern" 
ing  the  old  poetSy  whose  memory,  for  want  of  such  intelligence,  is  now  almost  wholly  lost  to  th^ 
world. 

Thomas  Hevwood  was  the  author  of  the  following  dramatic  pieces  i 

1  and  2.  "  The  death  of  Robert  Ear le  of  Huntington,  otherwise  called  Robin  Hood,  of  Merrie 
Sherwodde:  with  the  lamentable  tragedie  of  chaste  Matilda,  his  f aire  maid  Marian,  jHmoned  at 
Dunmowe,  by  King  John.    Acted  by  the  Earl  of  Nottingham^  servants.    Two  Parts.    B.  L.  4tOf 

iaoi. 

3.  and  4.  "  The  first  and  second  Parts  of  King  Edward  the  Fourth,  Containing  his  merry  pas- 
time  with  the  tanner  of  Tamworth  ;  as  also  his  love  to  fair  Mistress  Shore,  her  great  promotion^ 
fall,  and  misery ;  and  lastly  the  lamentable  death  both  of  her  and  her  husband,  Likewiu  the  be^ 
sieging  of  London,  by  the  bastard  Falconbridge,  and  the  valiant  defence  of  the  same  by  the  Lord 
Mayor  and  the  citizens.*'    4to.  B.  L.  N.  D.  4to.  1626.    4/A  impression, 

5,  **  If  you  know  not  me  you  know  nobddy^  or  The  TVoubles  of  Queen  Elizabeth.*'  4to,  I6O69  4to 
1608.  4/0,  1613.  4to,  1632. 

6.  **  if  you  know  not  me  you  know  nobody.  The  second  Part,  with  the  building  of  the  Royall 
Exchange,  and  f  he  famous  victory  of  Queen  Elizabeth,  anno  \MS,**4to,  1606.  4to,  1623, 4to,  1633. 

The  last  editions  of  both  these  pieces  are  considerably  enlarged. 

7. "  The  Fayre  Mayde  qfthe  Exchange,  with  the  Humours  of  the  Cripple  of  Fanchurchi  very 
delectable  andfitli  of  mirth.**  4/0,1607.  4/o,  1635.   4/o,  1637. 

8.  '*  The  Golden  Age,  or  The  Lives  of  Jupiter  and  Saturne,  with  the  defining  of  the  Heathess 
Gods,    Acted  at  the  Red  Bull,  by  the  Queen^s  servants,'*  4to,  1611. 


•  »  Deaicflftion  of  the  Aden  Vindication,  4to.  N.  D.  republished  by  W.  C.  t.  e,  wmiam  Cartwright, 
who  wLi  both  a  bookseller  and  actor,  according  to  Old>f.  He  gave  4o  Oulwlch  College  a  fine  colleo> 
tion  of  old  plays,  none  of  which  now  remain  there. 

^  Address  to  the  reader,  prefixed  to  The  Kuglish  Traveller. 

3  To  account  for  this  small  narober  only  being  printed,  he  assigns  these  reasons  ^  <<  That  maay  of  tbe«i, 
by  shifting  and  change  of  companies,  have  been  negligently  lost ;  others  of  them  are  still  retained  io 
the  hands  of  some  actors,  who  think  it  against  their  peculiar  profit  to  have  them  come  in  print ;  and  m 
third,  that  it  never  was  any  great  ambition  in  me,  to  bee,  in  this  kind,  voluminously  read.'^  And  in  the 
preface  to  The  Rape  of  Lucrece,  he  gives  another  reason,  which  is,  that  he  used  to'sell  hit  copies  to  the 
|rtayers,iind  therefore  supposed  he  bad  no  right  to  print  them  without  their  consent. 

^  Advertisenent  ^o  the  reiider,at  the  end  of  the  2d  edition  of  bb  catalogue  of  pla^s. 
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9.  ^  Tke  Silver  Age :  Including  the  Laroe  if  Jupiter  to  Alcmema ;  the  Birth  ofEtreula;  mud 
the  RupeafProeerpimei  concluding  with  the  Arraignment  of  the  Moom^  4to,  1613. 

10.  **  lie  Brazen  Age.  The  firtt  act  containing.  The  Death  of  the  Centaur  Nemts.  The 
tecondy  the  Tragedy  of  MeUager.  The  third.  The  Trageify  of  Jamm  and  Medea^  The  fourth, 
VuUanU  Nei.    Thejfthy  The  Labours  and  Death  <f  Hercule*r  Uo.  1613. 

11.  **  The  Tour  Prenlite$  of  London,  with  the  Conque$t  of  JeruMulemi  at  it  was  acted  at  the  Red 
Bull,''  4to,  1615.    4(0, 1632. 

19.  <*  A  Woman  Kilde  with  Kindnesu z  acted  fy  the Quitn's  servants.  9d  Edition^    4to,i6i7. 
This  had  been  acted  before  the  year  1604,  being  mentioned  in  The  Black  Book^  printed  in  that 
year. 

13.  ^  The  Rape  cf  Lucreu :  a  true  Roman  TVagedy  ;  with  the  several  songs  in  their  t^t  places^ 
H  Valerius  the  merry  lord  amongst  the  Roman  peers.  Acted  by  her  Majesties  servants,  at  the  Red 
Bull  4th  impression.    4to,  163a    4to,  1638. 

14.  "^  The  Life  of  the  Dutches  ofSuffblke,  as  it  hath  beene  divers  and  sundry  times  acted  with 
good  applause.  4to,  1 63 1 . 

15.  "*  The  Fair  Maid  of  the  West  \  or  A  Girl  worth  Gold.  The  first  part.  Acted  before  the 
Sang  and  Queen,  by  the  Queen's  comedians.  4to.  1631. 

16. ''  The  Fair  Maid  of  the  West,  or  a  Girl  worth  Gold.  The  second  part.  Acted  before  the 
King  and  Queen,  by  the  Queen's  comedians."  4to,  1631. 

17.  **  The  Iron  Age :  contayning  the  Rape  of  Hellen:  The  Siege  <f  Troy:  the  Combate  betwixt 
Hector  and  Ajax :  Hector  and  lyoilus  slayne  by  Achilles :  Achilles  slaine  by  Paris :  Ajax  and  UliaeB 
contend  for  the  Armour  of  Achilles :  The  Death  of  Ajax,  &&"  4^0, 1632. 

18.  **  The  second  Part  of  the  Iron  Age :  wMch  contayneth  the  death  cf  PenthitUeOf  Paris^  Priam, 
and  Hecuba :  The  burning  of  Troy :  The  deaths  of  J^amemnon,  Meiulaus,  CUtemnestra,  Hellena, 
Orestes,  Egistus,  Pillades,  King  Diomed,  Pi/rhus,  Cethus,  Synon,  Thersites,  &€."  4to.  1633. 

19.  **  The  English  Traveller,  as  it  hath  been  publickly  acted  at  the  Cock-pit,  Drury  Lane.""  4to, 
1633. 

SO.  *'  A  pleasant  come^,  called  A  Maydenrhead  well  lost :  acted  at  the  Cock-pit,  Drury-Lune, 
by  her  Majesties  servants.^  4to,  1634. 

31.  *^  The  late  Lancashire  Witches,  a  well  received  comedy  i  acted  at  the  Globe,  on  the  Bankside, 
by  the  Kin^s  servants^  4to,  1634.    Richard  Broome  joined  m  this  pl^y. 

23.  Loves  Mistress,  or  The  Queen's  Masque  ;  as  it  was  three  times  presented  before  their  Mqjes' 
ties,  ivithin  the  space  of  eight  days,  in  the  presence  ^  sundry  foreign  ambassadors,  by  the  Qu^V 
comedians,  at  the  Phanix,  Drury  Lane."  4to,  1636.  4to,  1640. 

23.  **  ^  Challenge  for  Beauty:  acted  at  Black  Fryers,  and  at  the  Globe,  on  the  BanhideT 
410. 1636. 

24.  The  Royall  King,  and  the  Loyall  Subject :  acted  by  the  Queen's  servantsr  4to,  1637. 

25.  The  wise  woman  of  Hogsdon,  C. :  acted  with  applause.'*    4to,  1638. 

26.  **  Fortune  by  Land  and  Sea.  2'.  C. :  acted  by  the  Queen's  servants."  4to,  1655.  William  Eow' 
ley  joined  in  this  play. 

He  also  published  **  Pleasant  Dialogues  and  Drammt^s  selected  out  of  Luciau,  Erasmus,  Textor, 
Opw/j&c."  12mo,1637. 

He  was  also  the  author  or  translator  of  many  other  works,  and  amongst  the  rest  thefolkmng  t 

**  The  Pogeanti  on  the  Elections  (fLord  AUtyors,  in  the  year  1632, 1633, 1637, 1638,  and  1639.'' 

**  A  Translation  ofSalust.**  Folio,  1608. 

"  Great  Britain's  Troy,  a  Poem."  Folio,  1609. 

•*  An  Apology  for  Actors :  containing  three  briefs  Treatises.  1.  Their  Antiquity.  3.  Their  mncienit 
Dignity.    3.  The  true  use  of  their  quality."  4to,  16 12. 

<*  A  Funerall  Elegie,  upon  the  Death  of  the  late  most  hopefull  and  illustrious  Pritice  Henry,  Prince 
9f  Wales."  4lo.  1613. 

*♦  England:s  Elizabeth."  Qvo,  1631. 

**  Eromena,  or  Love  and  Revenge."   Folio,  163^. 

«  The  Hierarchy  of  the  Blessed  Angels,  wUh  Notes.'*  Folio,  1635. 

«<  A  true  Dlseription  of  his  Mt^esty's  Royat  Ship,  buUt  this  Year,  1637,  at  Woolwich  m  Kmt,  to  the 
great  Glory  of  the  English  Nation,  and  not  parellelled  in  the  whole  Christian  world*  Published  by 
authority."^  4to,  1637.    See  Gough's  Anecdotes  of  British  Topography,  voL  1.;».471. 

^  The  Exemplary  Lives  and  Acts  of  Nine  Women  Worthies  ;  three  Jews,  three  Gentles,  and  three 
Christians."  4to,  164a 


'  Her  nanM^  BesB  Bridges ;  she  lived  at  an  inn  in  Plymoatb|  when  the  £arl  of  Esiex  weat  the  ialaatf 
TO>age  in  1M»7*    Old^s't  M6b. 

11 
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*  The  nfe  of  Merlin.''  4to.  1641. 

•*  The  General  History  qf  Women  ;  of  the  most  Holy  and  Profane,  the  most  Famous  and  Infamous^ 
in  all  AgesT  ^ooA651.  "^  y  J      *  ^       ^ 

In  the  address  to  the  reader^  prefixed  to  The  Brazen  Age,  he  says  :  **  What  impetfection  soever  it 
havef  having  a  brazen  face,  it  cannot  blush ;  much  like  a  pedant  about  this  towne^whoyWhen  all  trades 
faiTd,  tum*d  pedagogue,  and  once  insinuating  with  me,  borrowed  from  me  certain  Translations  of  Ovid, 
as  his  three  books  De  Arte  Amandi,  and  two  De  Remedio  Anions,  which  since,  his  most  brazen  face 
hath  most  impudently  challenged  as  his  own ;  wherefore,  I  must  needs  proclaim  it  as  far  as  Eam^  where 
he  now  keeps  school,  Hos  ego  veniculos  fed,  tulit  alter  honores ;  they  were  things,  which,  out  of  my  ju- 
niority and  want  of  judgment,  I  committed  to  the  view  of  some  private  friends,  but  with  no  purpose 
of  publishing  or  further  communicating  them.  Therefore  I  would  entreate  that  Austin,  for  so  his 
name  is,  to  acknowledge  his  wtong  to  me,  in  shewing  them,  and  his  oane  impudence  and  ignorance  in 
challenging  them." 


DRAMATIS  PERSONJE. 


Sir  Francis  Acton. 

Sir  Charles  Mountford. 

Mr  Frankford. 

Mr  Malbt. 

Mr  Wendoll. 

Mr  CranwelL. 

Roger  Brickbat.* 

Jack  Slime. 

Nicholas. 

Jenkin. 

Sherigr,  with  Officeru 

A  Butler.  ' 

Roger. 


Ttdy. 
Sandy. 

RODER. 

Old  Mountford. 

Sbaftom. 

Spigot,  Musicians,  Falconer,  Huntsman, 

Serjeant,  Keeper,  Coachman^  Carttrs^ 

Servants,  &c. 

Mrs  Anne. 

Susan. 
Si  SLY. 


tHE  PROLOGUE. 


I  come  bat  as  a  harbioger^  being  sent 

To  tell  yoa  what  these  preparations  mean : 
Look  for  no  glorioas  state;  our  Muse  is  bent 

Upon  a  barren  subject,  a  bare  scene. 
We  could  afibrd  this  twig  a  timber  tree, 

Whose  strength  might  boldly  on  your  favours 
build ; 
Our  russet,  tissue ;  drone,  a  honey-bee; 

Our  barren  plo^  a  large  and  spadous  field; 


Our  course  farie,  banquets;  our  thin  Water winfe; 

Our  brook,  a  sea ;  our  batts  eyes,  eagles  sight; 

Our  poet's  dull  and  earthy  Muse,  dirttie ; 

Our  ravens,  doves;  our  crows  black  feathers^ 

white : 

But  gentle  thoughts,  when  they  may  give  the 

foil, 
Save  them  that  yield,  and  spare  where  they  nay 
spoil. 


rot,  ir. 
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]Lutcr  Mr  John  Frankford,  Mistrea  Anke, 
Sir  Frakcis  Acton,  Sir  Charles  Mount- 
ford,  Matter  MxLBYf  Master  Wxndqll,  ancf 

Mr  C  RAN  WELL. 

Sir  Fran.  Some  music  there :  none  lead  the 

bride  a  daoce  ? 
Sir  Cha,  Yet),  would  the  dance  the  shaking  of 
the  sheets : ' 
But  that's  the  dance  her  husband  means  to  lead 
her. 
Wen.  That's  not  the  dance  that  every  man 
must  dance, 
According  to  the  ballad. 
Sir  Fran.  Music,  ho ! 
By  your  leave,  sister ;  by  your  husband's  leave, 
I  bhould  have  said :  the  band  that  but  this  day 
Was  given  you  in  the  church.  111  borrow :  sound  ! 
This  marriage-music  hoists  me  from  the  ground. 
Frank*  Aye,  you  may  caper,  you  are  light  and 
free: 
Marrin$;e  hath  yoked  my  heels,  pray  pardon  me. 
Sir  Fran,  FU  have  you  dance  too,  brother. 
Sir  Cha,  Master  Frankford, 
You  are  a  happy  man,  sir ;  and  much  joy 
Succeed  your  marriacc-mirth ;  you  have  a  wife 
So  qualified,  and  with  such  ornaments 
Both  of  the  mind  and  body.    First,  her  birth 
Is  noble,  and  her  education  such 
As  might  become  the  daughter  of  a  prince : 
Her  own  tongue  speaks  all  tongues^  and  her  own 
band 


Can  teach  all  strings  to  speak  in  their  best  grace. 
From  the  shrillest  treble  to  the  hoarsest  bast. 
To  end  her  mapy  praises  in  oaa  word. 
She's  beauty  and  perfection  s  eldest  daughter. 
Only  found  by  your's,  thougti  many  a  h«irt  hath 
sought  her, 

Frank,  But  that  I  k^ow  your  virtues  and 
chaste  thoudns, 
I  should  be  jealous  of  your  praise,  Sir  Charles. 

Cran*  He  speaks  no  more  than  you  approve. 

Malby.  Nor  flatters  he  that  fpves  to  her  ber 
due. 

Mrt  Anne*  I  would  your  praise  ooold  find  a 
fitter  theme 
Than  my  imperfect  beauties  to  speak  on : 
Such  as  they  be,  if  they  my  husband  please, 
They  suffice  me  now  I  am  married: 
His  sweet  content  is  like  a  flatt'rin|  glass, 
To  BM^e  n^  face  seem  fairer  to  mme  eye; 
But  the  least  wrinkle  from  his  stormy  brow 
Will  blast  the  roses  in  my  cheeks  that  grow. 

Sir  Fran.  A  perfect  wife  already,  meek  and 
patient : 
How  strangely  the  word  husband  fits  your  mouth. 
Not  married  three  hours  since  !  Sister,  'tis  good; 
You  that  begin  betimes  thus,  must  needs  prove 
Pliant  and  duteous  in  your  husband's  love. — 
Gramerdes,  brother,  wrought  her  to't  already  : 
Sweet  husband,  and  a  curt'sy,  the  first  day  !— 
Mark  this,  mark  this,  you  that  are  bachelors^ 
I  And  never  took  the  grace  of  honest  man ; 
Mark  this^  against  you  inarry,  thb  one  phrase ; 


•  Of  this  play  DO  earlier  edition  ii  extant  than  that  of  161T,  although  it  certainly  appeared  befsre 
the  year  1604,  beii^g  meBtioned  in  2^  Black  Book,  Soon  after  the  republication  of  it,  in  the  lirtt  edi- 
tion of  Dodsley's  collection,  Mr  Victor  being,  as  he  says,  struck  with  the  beauties  of  it,  made  it  the 
fiul^'cct  of  a  pUty  called  The  Fatal  Error ^  which  was  publbbed  in  the  secqnd  volume  of  bb  Miscellanies, 
printed  in  8vo,  (776. 

■  The  thaking  of  the  t^ett.— Thb  was  the  name  of  a  dance,  frequently  menUoned  in  ancient  plays,  Mi 
generally,  as  here,  with  a  dotible  entendre* 
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la  a  food  dme^  that  man  both  wins  a«d  wodes. 
That  takes  his  wife  down  in  ber  wed<foig  shoes. 

JFVonA.  Vour  sister  takes  not  after  you.  Sir 
Francis; 
All  bis  wild  blood  your  father  spent  on  you : 
Ha  got  her  in  his  age,  when  be  grew  dvd ; 
All  his  mad  tricks  were  to  his  land  entaii'dy 
And  you  are  heir  to  all :  your  sister,  she 
Htth  to  ber  dower  ber  metber*s  modesty. 

Sir  Cha*  Lord,  sir,  in  what  a  happy  state  live 
you! 
Tkfe  morning,  wbidi  (to  many)  seems  a  burden, 

too 
Heavy  to  bear,  is  unto  yon  a  pleasure. 
This  lady  is  no  dog,  as  many  are ; 
She  doth  become  you  like  a  well-made  suit^ 
Jn  whioh  the  tailor  hath  «sed  oil  his  art; 
Not  like  a  thick  coat  of  unseasonM  frize, 
Forced  on  yoor  back  in  simmer.   She's  bo  chain 
To  tie  your  neck,  and  curb  ye  to  the  yoke ; 
.  But  she's  a  chain  of  gold  to  adorn  your  neck. 
You  both  adorn  each  other,  and  your  bandi^ 
Methinks,  are  matches ;  there's  equali^ 
In  this  fair  combination :  you  are  both 
6cholars,both  f  oun^  both  being  descended  nobly* 
There's  music  m  this  sympathy ;  it  carries 
Consort,  and  expectation  of  much  ioy, 
"Which  €rod  bestow  on  you,  from  this  first  day 
Until  your  dissolution ;  that*s  for  aye. 

iSir  Fran.  We  keep  you  here  too  long,  good 
brother  Frankford. 
Into  the  hall;  away !  go,  cheer  your  quests. 
What,  bride  and  bridegroom  both  withdrawn  at 

once? 
If  yon  be  miss'd,  the  goests  will  doubt  their  wel- 
come, 
And  charge  you  with  unkind aess, 

Frank.  To  orevent  it, 
m  leave  you  here,  to  see  the  dance  within. 

Mrs  Mne.  And  so  will  L  [Exmait. 

Sir  Fran,  To  part  you,  it  were  sin. — 
Now,  gallants,  while  the  town-musicians 
Finger  their  frets  within;  and  the  mad  lads 
And  country  lasses,  every  mother's  child, 
With  nosegays  and  bridelaces  in  their  bats, 
Dance  all  their  ooontry  measures,  rounds,  aad 

What  shall  we  do?  HarL  they're  all  on  the 

boigh! 
They  toil  like  miU-borBes,  and  torn  as  round, 
Marry,  not  on  the  toe.    Aye,  and  they  caper. 


Bot not  without  cutting ;  you  shall  see,  to-mcmow. 
The  hali-floor  peck'd  and  dinted  like  a  miU-stoae^ 
Made  with  their  high  shoes :  though  their  skii 

be  small. 
Yet  they  tread  b^vy,  where  their  hob-naib  fall. 

Sir  Cha.  Well,  leave  tbem  to  their  sports:  JSir 
Francis  Acton, 
VU  make  a  match  with  you ;  meet  to-morro«r, 
At  Chevy-chase,  Til  fly  my  bawk  with  youos. 

Sir  Fran.  For  what?  for  what? 

Sir  Cha,  Why,  for  a  hundred  pound. 

Sir  Fran,  Pawn  me  some  gold  of  thaL 

Sir  Chm*  Here  are  ten  angels ; 
I'll  make  tbem  good  a  bundm  pound  to-moirow 
Upon  my  hawk's  wing. 

Sir  Fhm,  ^Ils  a  matoh,  'tis  done ; 
Another  hundred  pound  upon  your  dogs; 
Dare  ye.  Sir  Charles  ? 

Sir  Cha,  I  dare :  were  I  snre  to  lose, 
I  durst  do  more  than  that:  here's  my  hand, 
The  first  course,  for  a  hundred  pound. 

Sir  F^an,  A  match. 

Wen.  Tea  angels  on  Sir  Francis  Acton's  baark ; 
As  much  upon  his  do|». 

Cran.  I  am  for  Sir  Charles  Mountford :  I  havie 


His  hawk  and  dog  both  tried.     What,  ckp  ye 

hands? 
Or  is'e  no  bargain? 

Wen.  Yes,  and  stake  them  down : 
Were  they  &ve  hundred,  thev  wei'e  all  mv  own. 
Sir  Fran,  fie  stirring  early  with  the  lark  to- 
morrow ; 
111  rise  into  mv  saddle  eve  the  jub 
Rise  from  his  bed. 

Sir  Cha.  If  there  you  miss  me,  say 
I  am  no  gentleman :  TU  hold  my  day. 
Sir  Fran.  It  holds  on  all  sides;  come,  to-night 
let's  datice ; 
Earlv  to-morrow  let's  prepare  to  ritle ; 
We  had  need  be  three  hours  up  before  the  bride. 

[Ejpeuntm 

Enter  Nicholas  anJ  Jenkin,  Jack  Slime,  Ro- 
OBR  Brickbat,'  with  Country  Wenche*,  and 
ttoo  or  three  Musiciant. 

Jen.  Come,  Nick,  take  you  Joan  Miniver  to 
trace  wtthal ;  Jack  Slime,  traverse  you  with  Sisly 
MiHc-pail;  I  will  take  Jane  Trubkin,  and  Roger 
Brickbat  shall  have  Isabel  Motley ;  and  now  that 
tbev  are  busy  in  the  parlour,  eome,  strike  tip ; 
we'll  have  a  crash  here  in  the  yavd.  ^    • 


*  Ina  good  time,  ftc—Thii  is  ttill  a  proverb  in  common  use. 

3  We'll  haoc  a  crash  hero  in  the  yard^ — Shr  Thomas  Hamner  says,  that  a  enuh,  In  some  counties,  is  used 
for  a  merry  bout.  So  in  Eraitmu*B  Prmte  •fFoUe,  1M9,  Sign.  N.  9.  speaUng  of  Fryers,  he  says,  ^  Thei 
are  maisters  of  menssecrettes,  by  vertne  of  that  thei  call  coa&Mion ;  whiche  secrets  thei  oonpt  it  great 
sinne  to  discover,  unlene  at  some  tymes,  having  tasted  a  little  of  the  ale,  thei  tUi^ke  good  to  recseato 
tbeimselvcs  with  sportyng  talcs  a  eraske  onely  by  conjectures  aad  lyJrjtiMliaodii,  to  pincte  you  to  the  tbyog, 
suppressing  yet  mem  names  of  their  modeste.'* 

Natk'iLenUnSt^f,\!ml 

**  These  rubs  removed,  on  with  oar  game  as  Cut  as  we  miiy,  and,  to  the  gain  of  the  Red  Herrmg  agaltf| 
another  cretfc," 


436 


A  WOMAN  KILL'D  WITH  KINDNES^.        [HBYWbOD. 


•  Nich.  My  humour  is  not  compendious ;  dan* 
dng  I  profess  not,  though  I  can  foot  it ;  jet,  since 
I  am  fallen  into  the  hands  of  Sisly  Milk-pail,  I 
consent. 

Jack  Slime.  Truly,  Nick,  though  we  were  ne- 
ver brought  up  like  serving  courtiers,  yet  we  have 
been  brought  up  with  serving  creatures,  aye,  and 
God's  creatures  too ;  for  we  have  been  brought 
up  to  serve  sheep,  oien,  horses,  hogs,  and  such 
like ;  and  though  we  be  butcountry  fellows,  it  may 
be,  ic.  the  way  of  dancing,  we  can  do  the  horse- 
trick  as  well  as  the  serving- men. 

iL  Brick.  Aye,  and  the  cross-point  too. 

Jen.  O  Slime,  O  Brickbat,  do  not  you  know 
that  comparisons  are  odious  ?  now  we  are  odious 
ourselves  too,  therefore  there  are  no  comparisons 
to  be  made  betwixt  ut. 

Nich.  I  am  sudden,  and  not  superfluous ; 
I  am  quarrelsome,  and  not  seditious ; 
I  am  peaceable,  and  not  contentious; 
I  am  brief,  and  not  compendious. 

Jack  Slime,  Foot  it  quickly ;  if  the  music  over- 
.come  not  my  melancholy,  I  shall  quarrel;  and  if 
(hey  do  not  suddenly  strike  up,  I  shall  presently 
strike  them  down. 

Jen.  No  quarrelling,  fo<*  God's  sake ;  truly,  if 
you  do,  I  shall  set  a  knave  between  ye. 

Jack  Slime.  I  come  to  dance,  not  to  quarrel ; 
come,  what  shall  it  be  ?  Rogero  ?^ 

Jen.  Rogero  !  no ;  we  will  dance  **  The  Begin- 
ning of  the  World." 

Sisly.  I  love  no  dance  so  well,  as  ^  John,  come 
kiss  me  now.'' 

Nich.  I  have  ere  now  deserved  a  cushion ;  call 
for  the  Cushion-dance. 

JR.  Brick,  For  my  part,  I  like  nothing  so  well 
as  "  Tom  Tyler.'^ 

Jin.  No;  we'll  have  «  The  hunting  of  the 
Foi.*- 

Jack  Slime.  <<  The  Hay !  the  Hay !"  there's  no- 
thing like  «  The  Hay." 

JVicA,  I  have  said,  do  say,  and  will  say  again. 

Jen.  Every  man  agree  to  have  it  as  ^lick  says. 

JIL  Content. 

Nich.  It  hath  been,  it  now  is,  and  it  shall  be. 

Siify.  What?  Mr  Nicholas?  What? 

Nich,  "  Put  on  your  smock  a  Monday.'^ 

Jen.  So,  the  dance  will  come  cleanly  off: 
come,  for  God's  sake,  agree  of  something ;  if  you 
^ike  not  that,  put  it  to  the  musicians;  or  let  roe 
ppeak  for  all,  and  we'll  have  "  Sellenger's  Round.*'' 

All.  That,  that,  that ! 

Nich.  No,  I  am  resolved,  thus  it  shall  be. 
]First  take  hands,  then  take  ye  to  your  heels. 


Jen.  Why,  would  you  have  us  run  away  ? 
Nich*  No  ;  but  I  would  have  yoa  shake  your 
heels. 
Music,  strike  up  • 

They  dance.  Nick  dancings  speaks  stately  and 
scurvily  ;  the  rest  after  the  country  fas&on* 

Jen.  Hey ;  lively,  my  lasses ;  here's  a  turn  for 
ihee.  [EsewU. 

Wind  horns.  Enter  <Sir  C  h  arles  Mou n tford^ 
Sir  Francis  Acton,  Malby,  Cranwell, 
Wendoll,  Falconer^  and  Huntsmen. 

Sir  Cha.  9o;  well  cast  off:  alof^  aloft;  well 
flown. 
O,  now  she  takes  her  at  the  sowse,^  and  strikes 

her  down 
To  th'earth,  like  a  swift  thunder-dap. 

Wen.  She  hath  struck  ten  angels  out  of  my 
way. 

Sir  Fran.  A  hundred  ponnd  from  me. 

SirCha.  What,  falc'ner? 

Falc.  At  hand,  sir. 

Sir  Cha.  Now  she  hath  seized  the  fowl,  and 
'gins  to  plume  her. 
Rebeck  her  not ;  rather  stand  still  and  check  her. 
So,  seize  her  gets,  her  jesses,  and  her  bells  j 
Away, 

Sir  Fram  My  hawk  kili'd  too  ! 

Sir  Cha.  Aye,  but  'twas  at  the  qnerre, 
Not  at  the  mouut,  like  mine. 

Sir  Fran.  Judgment,  ray  masters. 

Cran.  Your's  miss'd  her  at  the  ferre. 
•  Weu.  Aye,  but  our  Merlin  first  had  plumed 

the  fowl, 
And  twice  renewed  her  from  the  river  too; 
Her  bells.  Sir  Francis,  had  not  both  one  weight, 
Nor  VI2LS  one  semi-tune  above  the  other : 
Methinks  these  Milain  bells  do  sound  too  full, 
And  spoil  the  mounting  of  your  hawk. 

5irCAa.  Tis lost! 

Sir  Fran.  I  grant  it  not  Mine  likewise  seized 
a  fowl 
Within  her  talons ;  and  you  saw  her  paws 
Full  of  the  feathers:  both  her  petty  singles, 
And  her  long  singles  griped  her  more  than  other ; 
The  terrials  of  her  legs  were  stain'd  with  blood; 
Not  of  the  fowl  only,  she  did  discomfit 
Some  of  her  feathers ;  but  she  brake  away. 
Come,  come,  your  hawk  is  but  a  rifler. 

Sir  Cha.  How ! 

Sir  Fran.  Aye,  and  your  dogs  are  trindle-tails 
and  curs. 


edUloi?n^78'^^'''*s"*"*'*'^  ^^^*  *"****  "^^'  ^^^^^  ballads.  Sec  note  on  Twelfth  Night,  vol.  li.  p.  195. 

^  Sellenger's  round.— ^c  note  66  to  Lingua,  Vol.  1.  p.  219. 
f akc?  fr"om  fSlc^y.*"' "'  '^  '^«*-T*»c  phrases  here,  and  in  the  followiDg  part  of  this  scene,  are  wholly 
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Sir  Cko,  Yon  stir  mj  blood  : 
You  keep  not  one  good  bound  in  all  yourkennel^ 
Nor  one  good  bawk  upon  ^rour  percn. 

Sir  Fran.  How  !  kuigbt  ? 

jSiV  Cha,  So,  knight ;  you  wiU  not  swagger^  sir* 

Sir  Fran.  Why,  say  1  did? 

Sir  Cha.  Wht,  sir, 
I  say  you  would  gain  as  much  by  swagg'ring 
As  you  have  got  by  wagers  on  your  dogs ; 
Yon  will  come  short  in  all  things. 

SirFran.  Not  in  this ;  now  FU  strike  home. 

Sir  CAo.  Thou  shalt  to  thy  long  home,  or  I 
will  want  my  will. 

Sir  Fran.  All  they  that  love  Sir  Frauds,  fol- 
low me. 

Sir  Cha.  All  that  affect  Sir  Charles,  draw  on 
my  part 

Cran,  On  this  side  heaves  my  hand. 

Wen.  Here  goes  my  heart. 

[They  divide  thenuelveu 

Sir  Chaeles  Mountfobd,  Ceanwell,  Fal- 
coner, and  Hunt tman^  fight  againtt  Sir  Fran- 
cis Acton^Wenooll,  ni$  Falamer^and  Hunts- 
man ;  and  Sir  Charles  hath  the  better^  and 
beats  them  away,  killing  both  qfSir  Francis's 
men. 

Sir  Cha.  My  God !  what  have  I  done?  what 
have  I  done  ? 
My  rag^  bath  plunged  into  a  sea  of  blood. 
In  which  my  soul  lies  drowned.  Poor  innocents, 
For  whom  we  are  to  answer !  Well,  'tis  done, 
And  I  remain  the  victor.    A  great  conouest. 
When  I  would  give  this  right  hand,  nay,  this  head, 
To  breathe  in  t^m  new  life  whom  I  have  slain ! 
Forgive,  me,  God  !  'twas  in  the  heat  of  blood, 
And  anger  quite  removes  me  from  myself : 
It  was  not  I,  but  rage,  did  this  vile  murder; 
Yet  I,  and  not  my  ra^e,  must  answer  for  it. 
Sir  Francis  Acton  he  is  fled  the  field ; 
With  him,  all  those  that  did  partake  his  quarrel. 
And  I  am  left  alone,  with  sorrow  dumb. 
And  in  my  height  of  conquest  overcome. 

Enter  Susan. 

^  Susan.  Oh  God  !  my  brother  wounded  'mong 

the  dead! 
Unhappy  jest,  that  in  such  earnest  ends : 
The  rumour  of  this  fear  stretch'd  to  my  ears, 
And  I  am  come  to  know  if  yon  be  wounded.    ^ 

Sir  Cha.  Ob !  sister,  sister,  wounded  at  the 
heart! 

Susan.  My  God  forbid ! 

Sir  Cha,  In  doing  that  thing  which  be  forbade, 
J  am  wounded,  sister. 

Susan.  I  hope  not  at  the  heart. 

Sir  Cha.  Yes,  at  the  heart. 

Susan.  O  God !  a  surgeon  there ! 


iSir  Cha.  Call  me  a  surgeon,   sister,  for  my 
soul; 
The  sin  of  murder  it  hath  pierced  my  heart. 
And  made  a  wide  wound  there :  but  for  these 

scratches. 
They  are  nothing,  nothing. 

Susan.  Charles,  what  have  ypu  done? 
Sir  Frauds  hath  great  friends,  and  will  pursue  you 
Unto  the  utmost  danger  of  the  law. 

Sir  Cha.  My  conscience  is  become  mine  enemyi 
And  will  pursue  me  more  than  Acton  can. 
Susan.  O  fly,  sweet  brother ! 
Sir  Cha.  Shall  I  fly  from  thee  ? 
Why,  Sue,  art  weary  of  my  company  ? 
Susan.  Fly  from  your  foe. 
Sir  Cha.  You,  sister,  are  my  friend. 
And,  flying  you,  I  shall  pursue  my  end. 

Susan.  Your  company  is  as  my  eye-ball  dear ; 
Being  far  from  you,  no  comfort  can  be  near; 
Yet  fly  to  save  your  life :  what  would  I  care 
To  spend  my  future  age  in  black  despair. 
So  you  were  safe  ?  and  yet  to  live  one  week 
Without  my  brother  Charles,  through  either  cheek 
My  streaming  tears  would  downwards  run  so 

rank, 
Till  they  would  set  on  either  side  a  bank. 
And  in  the  midst  a  chaqnel ;  so  my  face 
For  two  salt-water  brooks  shall  still  find  place. 
Sir  Cha.  Thou  shalt  not  weep  so  much,  for  I 
will  stay 
In  spite  of  danger's  teeth :  I'll  live  with  thee, 
Or  rU  not  live  at  all.    I  will  not  sell 
My  country  and  my  father's  patrimony. 
Nor  thy  sweet  sight,  for  a  vain  hope  of  life. 

Enter  Sheriff^  with  Officers. 

Sheriff*.  Sir  Charles,  I  am  made  the  unwilling 
instrument 
Of  your  attach  and  apprehension  : 
I'm  sorry  that  the  blood  of  innocent  men 
Should  be  of  you  exacted.  ^     It  was  told  me. 
That  you  were  gnnrded  with  a  troop  of  friends^ 
And  therefore  came  thus  arm'd. 

Sir  Cha.  O,  Master  Sherifl; 
I  came  into  the  field  with  many  friends. 
But  see,  Chey  all  have  left  me ;  only  one 
Clings  to  my  sad  misfortune,  my  dear  sister. 
1  know  ydu  for  an  honest  gentleman, 
I  yield  my  weapons,  and  submit  to  you ; 
Convey  me  where  you  please. 

Sheriff^.  To  prison  then. 
To  answer  for  the  lives  of  these  dead  men. 

Susan.  Oh  God!  Oh  God  ! 

Sir  Cha.  Sweet  sister,  every  strain 
Of  sorrow  from  your  heart  augments  my  pain  ;1 
Your  grief  abounds,  and  hits  against  my  breast. 

Sheriffs  Sir,  will  you  go  ? 

Sir  Cha.  Even  where  it  likes  you  best.  \Exeunt. 


7  £jracl^.— -The  quarto  reads  enacted. 
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Enter  Mr  Fkankford  in  s  itud^. 
Frank.  How  happy  am  I  amongst  other  men. 
That  in  my  mean  estate  embrace  content ! 
I  am  a  gentleman,  and  by  my  birtli, 
Companion  with  a  king ;  a  king's  no  more. 
I  am  possessed  of  many  fair  revenaes^ 
Sufficient  to  maintain  a  gentleman. 
Tottchiug  my  mind,  I  am  studied  in  all  arts ; 
Tlie  riches  of  my  thoughts,  and  of  my  time. 
Have  been  a  good  proficient :  but  the  chief 
Of  alt  the  sweet  felicities  on  earth, 
I  hare  a  fair,  a  chaste,  and  loving  wife ; 
Perfection  all,  all  truth,  all  ornament; 
If  man  on  earth  may  truly  happy  be^ 
Of  these  at  once  possest,  sure  I  am  he ! 

Enter  Nickolas. 

IMt,  Sir,  there's  a  gentleman  attends  without 
To  speak  mtfa  yon. 

Fiutnk,  On  horse-back  P 

Nich,  Yes,  on  horse-back. 

Frank,  intreot  liim  to  aKg^,  and  HI  attend 
liim. 
KnWst  thoa  him,  Niok  f 

Nick.  Know  him !  yes,  his  name's  Wendoll  ; 
It  seems  he  comes  in  haste ;  his  horte  is  hooted 
Up  to  the  flank  in  mire ;  him«felf  all  spotted 
And  stain'd  with  piasbhig :  sure  he  rid  in  fear, 
Or  for  a  wager;  horse  and  man  both  sweat, 
I  ne'er  saw  two  in  such  a  smoking  heat. 

Frank,  Entreat  him  in ;  about  it  instantly ! 

r.^.   «,     .  ,.  .  .  [£ri<  Nicholas. 

This  WendoU  I  have  noted,  and  his  carriage 
Hath  pleased  roe  moch ;  by  observatiofi 
I  have  noted  many  good  deserts  in  him ; 
He's  affetble,  and  seen  in  many  things,  • 
Discourses  well,  a  good  companion ; 
And  though  of  small  means,  yeCaMtleman 
Of  a  good  house,  somewhat  pressed  by  wmat : 
I  have  preferred  him  to  a  seMnd  place 
In  my  opinion,  and  my  best  regard. 

Enter  Wendoll,  Mrs  Frankford,  and  Ni- 
cholas. 
Mrt  Anne.  O,  Mr  Frankford.  Mr  Wendoll  here 
Brings  you  the  strangest  news  that  e^  >oq  beard ! 
Frank.  What  news,  sweet  wife  ?  What  news, 

good  Mr  Wendoll? 
Wen.  You  knew  the  match  made  'twixt  Sir 
Franas  Acton 
And  Sir  Charles  Mouotf<Nd, 


Frank.  True ;  With  kben  iMmads  mmi  ktm^ 

Wen.  The  mstdies  were  boch  f^fd. 

Frank,  Hm !  aad  who  woa } 

Wen.  Sir  Francis,  year  wiM  brother,  liad  the 
worst. 
And  lost  the  wager, 

Frank.  Why,  the  worse  his  chance; 
Perhaps  the  fortuae  cf  someoiber  day 
Will  change  his  kidt. 

Mrt  Anne.  Oh,  bit  yott  bMr  not  all ! 
Sn*  Frikncis  lost,  «iid  ^et  was  loach  to  yield : 
At  lei^  the  two  ktufghts  grew  to  diference^ 
From  words  to  blows,  and  so  to  handing  sidei ; 
Where  vakrous  Sir  Charles  slew  ui  his  spleen 
Two  of  your  brother's  men;  his  Mc'aer, 
And  his  good  fauatsniao,  wh<Mn  he  loved  6o«pell : 
More  men  were  wounded;  no  more  shun  out* 
right. 

Frank.  Now  truftt  me^   I  an  sorry  for  the 
knight; 
But  is  my  brother  safe  ? 

Wen,  All  whoie  and  sound, 
ISs  body  not  being  blemish'd  with  one  wound : 
But  poor  Sir  Charles  is  to  the  prison  led. 
To  answer  at  th'  assize  for  them  thatfs  dead. 

Frank,  I  thank  your  pains,  sir ;  had  the  news 
been  better, 
Year  Will  Was  to  have  broi:^  it,  Mr  WendolL 
Sir  Charles  will  find  hard  fHends:  his  case  is 

heinoos, 
And  will  he  eoost  severely  censored  on;^ 
Fm  sorry  for  him !    Sir,  a  word  widi  you  t 
I  know  jTou,  sir,  to  be  a  gendemaa 
In  adl  things;  your  possibai^  bat  mean: 
Please  jmi  to  ase  my  tahie,  and  my  fmwtp 
They  are  yoors. 

Wen.  O  lord,  sir,  I  shaH  never  ^eserveit 
FrwMk.  O,  sir,  disparage  not  your  worth  tao 
rnvoh; 
You  are  full  of  quality  aad  fair  liesbrt  t 
Cboaseof  my  men  which  shaU  attend  you,  air^ 
And  be  is  yoarS,    I  will  allow  you,  sir, 
Your  man,  yoar  geidivg,  and  year  table, 
All  at  my  own  charge :  be  my  companion. 
Wen.  Mr  Frankford,  I  have  oft  been  bound  ta 

By  many  favours ;  this  exceeds  (betfi  all. 
That  I  shaU  never  merit  yaiir  least  £ivoar« 
Bi:^t  when  yoar  last  raaiemhrance  I  foiget» 
|ieaven  at  my  feoal  eaaot  Ibat  weighty  debt 


•tanfTpTrfelJS?'*^'''^  ''  fa»tructed.    laancUnt  language,  to  be  isetf4M  kaa!^4hii^.  bieaaderw 
».  sIsT'*^ '"'""^  '''''^''''  *"  "^'^^  «»ogaage,  signifies  to  pass  a  legal  sentence.    So  hi  OOieUa^  A. 

" to  you.  Lord  Governor, 

RemahiB  the  centure  of  thto  hellish  villala.** 


¥ec  note  on  this  piassfige^  vol.  10.  p.  628.  ediUon  177 8.       S. 
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Frank,  There  needs  no  protestation;  for  I 
know  Ton 
VirtnoQs,  and  tberefore  patefbL  Pr/thee,  Nan, 
Use  him  with  aU  thy  lovin^st  conrtesj. 

Mrs  Anne.  As  far  as  nioaest|r  may  well  extend^ 
It  is  my  duty  to  receive  your  friend. 

Franks  To  dinner :  come,  sir^  from  this  pre- 
sent d!ay, 
Welcome  to  me  for  erer ;  come  away« 

[Exeunt  Frankford,  ATri  FftANKFORD,  and 
Wenooll. 

Nich,  1  do  not  like  this  fellow  by  no  means; 
I  never  see  him  but  my  heart  sdlf  yearns: 
Zounds,  I  could  fight  with  him,  yet  know  not  why. 
The  devil  and  hie  are  all  one  in  mine  eye. 

Mnter  Jbnkiv. 

Jen,  O,  NidL,  what  gentleman  is  that  that 
coines  to  lie  at  our  house  ?  my  master  allows  him 
one  to  wait  on  liim,  and  I  believe  it  will  fall  to 
thy  lot 

Nich,  I  love  mv  master ;  by  these  hilts  I  do  : 
But  rather  than  FIl  ever  cooi^  to  serve  him, 
m  turn  away  my  master. 

Enier  Sislt. 

SUfy,  Nichlas,  where  are  you,  Nichlas?  you 
must  come  in,  Nichlas,  and  help  the  gentleman 
off  with  his  boots. 

Niek,  If  I  pluck  off  his  boots,  111  eat  the  spurs. 
And  they  shall  stick  fast  in  my  throat  like  burs. 

Siify.  Then^  Jenkin,  come  you . 

Jen.  Nav,  'tis  no  boot  for  me  to  deny  it  My 
master  hath  fjiven  me  a  coat  here,  but  he  takes 
pains  himself  to  brush  it  once  or  twice  a-dayi 
with  a  holly-wand. 

^fy.  Come,  come,  make  haste,  that  you  may 
wash  your  hands  again,  and  help  to  serve  in 
dinner. 

Jen,  You  mi^  see,  my  masters,  thooeh  it  be 
afternoon  with  you,  *tis  but  early  days  with  us,  for 
we  have  not  dined  yet ;  stay  a  little.  Til  but  go  in, 
and  help  to  bear  up  the  first  course,  and  come  to 
yon  again  presently.  [Exeunt, 

Enter'MALvr  and  Cbajtwrll. 

Jla%.  This  is  the  sessions'-day ;  pray  can  you 
tell  me 
How  young  Sir  Charles  hath  sped  ?  Is  he  acquit, 
Or  must  he  try  the  law's  strict  penalty  ? 

Cran,  He's  cleared  of  all,  spite  of  his  enemies. 
Whose  earnest  labour  was  to  take  his  life ; 
But  in  this  suit  of  pardon  he  hath  spent 
All  the  revenues  that  hb  father  left  him. 
And  he  is  now  turn'd  a  plain  countryman, 
Keform'd  in  all  things :  see,  sir,  here  he  comes. 

Enter  Sir  Charlks  and  kk  Keeper, 

Keeper,  Discharge  your  fees,  and  you  are  then 
at  freedonu 

^>  Cha,  Here^  Mr  Keeper^  take  the  poor  re- 
mainder 


Of  all  the  weahh  I  have :  my  heavy  foes 
Have  made  my  purse  light;  but,  alas  f  to  me 
*Ti&  weahh  enough  that  jrou  .have  set  me  free. 

Malby,  God  give  yon  joy  of  your  delivery ; 
I  am  glad  to  see  you  abroad.  Sir  Charles. 

Sir  Cfta,  The  poorest  knight  in  England,  Mr 
Malhy: 
My  life  hath  cost  me  all  my  patrimony 
My  father  left  bis  son  :  weft,  God  fofgive  tbem 
That  art  the  authors  of  my  penory. 

Enter  SuAFToy. 

Skqf,  Sir  Charles  a  handL  a  hand !  at  liberty? 
Now,  by  the  fa^th  I  owe,  I  am  glad  to  see  it« 
What  want  you  ?  wherein  may  I  pleasure  you  f 

Sir  Cha,  O  me !  O  moat  unhappy  gentleman ! 
1  am  not  worthy  to  have  friends  stirr'd  up» 
Whose  bands  may  help  me  in  this  plunge  of  want. 
I  would  I  were  iu  heaven,  to  inherit  there 
Th'  immortal  birth-right  which  my  Saviour  keepib 
And  by  no  unthrift  can  be  bought  and  sold ; 
For  here  on  earth  what  pleasures  should  we  trust  t 

Shaf,  To  rid  you  from  these  contemplations. 
Three  hundred  pounds  you  shall  receive  of  me ; 
Nay  five  for  fail:  come,  sir,  the  sight  of  gold 
Is  the  most  sweet  receipt  for  melancholy. 
And  will  revive  your  spirits.  You  shall  hold  law 
With  your  proud  adversaries.    Tush,  let  Frank 

Acton 
Wase  his  knighdiood-fike  expence  with  me, 
And  a'  will  sink,  he  will ;  nay,  good  Sir  Charley 
Applaud  your  fortune,  and  your  fair  escape 
From  all  these  perils. 

ift'r  Cha,  O,  sir,  they  have  undone  me  \\ 
Two  thousand  and  five  hundred  pound  a  year 
My  fhtheri  at  his  death,  possest  me  of; 
All  which  the  envious  Acton  made  me  spend  :J 
And,  Rotwithstanditig  all  this  large  expence, 
I  had  much  ado  to  gain  my  liberty ; 
And  I  have  only  now  a  house  of  pleasure. 
With  some  five  hundred  pounds,  reserved 
Both  to  maintain  me  ana  my  loving  sister. 

Shaf.  That  must  I  have,  it  lies  convenient  for  me  : 
If  I  can  fasten  but  one  finger  on  him. 
With  my  fiiiyiand  I'll  gripe  him  to  the  heart 
Tis  not  for  i^e  I  pro&r  d  him  this  coin. 
But  for  my  gain  and  pleasure,  [ijitdle.— ComCySIr 

Charles, 
I  know  you  have  need  of  money;  take  my  offer. 

Sir  Cha.  Sir,  I  accept  it,  and  remain  indebted 
men  to  the  best  of  mv  unable  power. 
Come,  gentlemen,  and  see  jt  tendered  down. 

[Exeunt. 

Enter  Wendoll  meUmc)u>ly, 

Wen.  I  am  a  villain  if  I  apprehend 
But  such  a  thought;  then  to  attempt  the  deed, 
Slave,  thou  art  damn'd  without  redemption, 
m  drive  away  this  passion  with  a  song. — 
A  song !  ha,  ha ;  a  song !  as  if,  fond  man. 
Thy  eyes  could  swim  in  laughter,  when  thy  soul 
Lies  drench*d  and  drown'd  in  red  tears  of  blood, 
ril  pray,  and  see  if  God  within  my  heart 
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Plant  better  thoughts :  why,  prajrers  are  medita- 
tions; 
And  when  I  meditate,  (O  God,  forgive  me !) 
It  is  on  her  divine  perfections. 
I  will  forget  her;  I  will  arm  myself 
Not  t*  entertain  a  thought  of  love  to  her : 
And,  when  I  come  by  chance  into  her  presence, 
1*11  hale  these  balls  until  my  eye-strings  crack. 
From  being  pull'd  and  drawn  to  look  that  way. 
Enter  aver  the  StagCf  Frankford,  ki$  Wife,  ana 
Nicholas. 

0  God !  O  God !  with  what  a  violence 
I'm  hurried  to  mine  own  destruction. 
There  goest  thou,  the  most  perfect  man 
That  ever  England  bred  a  {^ntleman ; 

And  shall  I  wrong  his  bed  ?  Thou  God  of  thunder, 
Stay  in  thy  thoughts  of  vengeance  and  of  wrath, 
Thy  great,  almighty,  and  all  judging^and 
From  sjteedy  execution  on  a  villain  ; 
A  vilktm,  and  a  traitor  to  his  friend. 
Enter  Jenkxn. 

Jen,  Did  your  worship  call } 

Wen.  He  doth  maintain  me,  he  allows  me 
largely 
Money  to  spend—  , 

Jen.  By  my  faith 
So  do  not  you  me ;  I  cannot  get 
A  cross  of  you. 

Wen,  My  gelding,  and  my  man.-»— 

Jen,  That's  Sorrell  and  I*. 

Wen,  This  kindness  grows  of  no  alliance  *twixt 

Jen,  Nor  u  my  service  of  any  great  acquaint- 
ance. 

Wen,  I  never  bound  him  to  roe  by  desert : 
Of  a  mere  stranger,  a  poor  gentleman ; 
A  man  by  whom  in  no  kind  he  could  gain ; 
And  he  hath  placed  me  in  his  highest  thou^ts, 
Made  me  companion  with  the  best  and  chiefest 
In  Yorkshire.    lie  cannot  eat  without  me, 
Nor  laugh  without  me  f  I  am  to  his  body 
As  necessary  as  his  digestion^ 
And  equally  do  make  him  whole  or  sick ; 
And  shall  I  wrong  this  man  }  Base  man !  ingrate  ! 
Hast  thou  the  power  straight  with  dj  gory  lumds 
To  rip  thy  image  from  his  bleeding  heart? 
To  scratch  thy  name  from  out  the  holy  book 
Of  his  remembrance ;  and  to  wound  his  name 
That  holds  thy  name  so  dear  ?  or  rend  his  heart. 
To  whom  thy  heart  was  knit  and  join'd  togetherf 
And  yet  I  must;  Then,  Wendoll,  be  content; 
Thus  villains,  when  they  would,  cannot  repent. 

Jen,  What  a  strange  humour  is  my  new  master 
in !  pray  God  he  be  not  mad;  if  he  should  be  so, 

1  should  never  have  any  mind  to  serve  him  in 
Bedlam.    It  may  be  he's  mad  for  missing  of  me. 

Wen*  What,  jenkin,  where's  your  mistress? 
Jen,  Is  your  worship  married  ? 


TFeii.  Why  dost  thou  ask  ? ' 

Jen,  Because  you  are  my  master ;  and  if  I  have 
a  mistress,  I  would  be  glaid,  like  a  good  servant^ 
to  do  my  duty  to  her. 

Wen,  I  mean  Mistress  Frank  ford. 

Jen,  Marry,  sir,  her  husband  is  riding  out  of 
town,  and  she  went  very  lovingly  to  bring  him 
on  his  way  to  horse.'^  Do  you  see,  sir?  here 
die  comes,  and  here  I  go. 

Wen.  Vanish.  [Exit  Jenkiv. 

Enter  Mn  Avne. 

Mr$  Anne.  You're  well  met,  ur ;  now  in  troth 
my  husband, 
Before  he  took  horse,  had  a  great  demre 
To  speak  with  you ;  we  sought  about  the  bouse, 
HoUow'd  into  the  fields,  sent  every  way. 
But  could  not  meet  you ;  therefore  he  enioin'd  me 
To  do  unto  you  liis  most  kind  oommencU. 
Nay  more ;  be  wills  you,  as  you  prize  his  love. 
Or  hold  in  estimation  his  kind  fnendship. 
To  ifiake  bold  in  his  absence,  and  command 
Even  as  himself  were  present  in  the  house ; 
For  you  must  keep  his  ubie,  use  his  servants^ 
And  be  a  present  Frankford  in  his  absence. 

Wen,  I  thank  him  for  his  love.— 
Give  me  a  name,  you  whose  infectious  tongues 
Are  tipp'd  with  gall  and  poison ;  as  yon  woukt 
Think  on  a  man  that  had  your  father  slain. 
Murdered  your  children,  made  your  wives  base 

*  strumpets, 
So  call  me,  call  me  so :  print  in  m^  face 
The  roost  stigmatic  title  of  a  villam, 
For  hatching  treason  to  so  true  a  frieuA.  [Aside. 

Mrt  Anne.  Sir,  you  are  much  beholden  to  my 
husband; 
You  are  a  man  most  dear  in  his  regard. 

Wen,  1  am  bound  unto  your  husband,  and  you 
toa — 
I  will  not  speak  to  wrong  a  gentleman 
Of  that  good  estimation,  my  kind  friend ; 
I  will  not ;  zounds,  I  will  noL    I  may  chuse^ 
And  I  will  chuse.    Shall  I  be  so  misled  ? 
Or  shall  I  purchase  to  my  father's  crest 
The  motto  of  a  villain  ?  If  I  sav 
I  will  not  do  it,  what  thing  can  inforoe  me? 
What  can  compel  me  ?  What  sad  destiny 
Hath  such  command  upon  my  yielding  tboogfitsf 
I  will  not. — Ha !  some  fury  pncks  me  on. 
The  swift  fates  dra^  me  at  their  chariot-whed. 
And  hurry  me  to  mischief.    Speak  I  must ; 
Injure  myself  I  wrong  her !  deceive  his  trust ! 

[Aside, 

Mrs  Anne,  Are  you  not  well,  sir,  that  yoa 
seem  thus  troubled  ? 
There  is  sedition  in  your  countenance. 

Wen,  And  in  my  heart,  fair  angel,  chaste  and 
wise, 
I  love  you ;— start  not,  speak  not,  answer  not. 


*  Brbtg  him  &n  hit  way  to  Aorse.—  i,  e.  accompany  him.  A  phrase  very  common  In  our  ancient  writeiw 
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I  \ove  jou;  naj,  let  me  speak  the  rest ; 
Bid  me  to  swear,  and  I  will  call  to  record 
The  host  of  heaven. 

Mrs  Anne,  The  host  of  heaven  forbid 
WendoU  should  hatch  such  a  dislojral  thought 

Wen.  Such  is  my  fate ;  to  this  suit  I  was  born, 
To  wear  rich  pleasure's  crown,  or  fortune's  scorn. 
Mrt  Anne*  My  husband  loves  you. 
Wen*  I  know  it 
Mrs  Anme.  Ue  esteems  you. 
Even  as  his  brain,  his  eye-ball,  or  his  heart. 
Wen,  I  have  tried  it. 

Mrs  Anne.  His  purse  is  your  exchequer,  and 
his  table 
Doth  freely  serve  you. 
Wen,  So  I  have  found  it 
Mrs  Anne,  O  !  with  what  face  of  brass,  what 
brow  of  steel. 
Can  you,  unblushing,  speak  this  to  ihe  face 
Of  the  espoused  wiK  of  so  dear  a  friend  ? 
Ic  is  my  husband  that  maintains  your  state. 
Will  you  dishonour  him  ?  I  am  his  wife, 
That  in  your  power  hath  left  his  whole  affairs ; 
It  is  to  me  you  speak. 

Wen,  O  speak  no  more ! 
For  more  than  this  I  know,  and  liave  recorded 
Within  the  red-leaved  table  of  my  heart 
Fair,  and  of  all  beloved,  I  was  not  fearful 
Bluntly  to  give  my  life  into  your  hand  ; 
^nd  at  one  hazard  all  my  earthly  means. 
Go,  tell  your  husband ;  he  will  turn  n^  off. 
And  I  am  then  undone :  I  care  not,  I, 
^was  for  ^our  sake.    Perchance  in  rage  hell 

kill  me : 
I  care  not,  'twas  for  vou.    Say  T  incur 
The  general  name  of  villain  through  the  world. 
Of  traitor  to  my  friend ;  I  care  not,  I, 
Beggary,  shame,  death,  scandal,  and  reproach. 
For  you  V\\  hazard  all :  why,  what  care  I  ? 
For  you  I  love,  and  in  your  love  I'll  die. 
Mrs  Anne,  You  move  me,  sir,  to  passion  and 
to  pity : 
The  love  I  bear  my  husband,  is  as  precious 
As  my  soul's  health* 

Wen,  I  love  your  husband  too, 
And  for  his  love  I  will  engage  my  life ; 
Mistake  me  not,  the  augmentation 
Of  my  ^nncere  affection  borne  to  you 
Doth  no  whit  lessen  my  regard  of  him; 
I  will  be  secret,  lady,  close  as  night ; 
And  not  the  liglit  of  one  small  glorious  star 
Shall  shine  here  in  my  forehead!  to  bewray 
That  act  of  nieht 

Mrs  Anne.  What  shall  ^  say  ? 
My  soul  is  wand'ring,  and  hat6  lost  her  way. 
Oh,  Master  Wendoll !  Oh  ! 

Wen,  Sigh  not,  sweet  saint ;; 
For  every  sigl^  yoi^  breathe,  dl^ws  fVom  my  heart 


A  drop  of  blood. 

Mrs  Anne,  I  ne'er  offended  yet : 
My  fault,  I  fear,  will  in  my  brow  be  writ: 
Women  that  fall,  not  quite  bereft  of  grace. 
Have  their  offences  noted  in  tlieir  face ; 
I  blush  and  am  ashamed.    Oh,  Master  Wendoll, 
Pray  God  I  be  qot  bom  to  curse  your  tongue, 
That  hath  enchanted  me.    This  maze  I  am  in, 
I  fear  will  prove  the  labyrinth  of  sin. 

Enter  Nicholas. 

Wen,  The  path  of  pleasure,  and  the  gate  to 

bliss; 
Which  on  your  lips  I  knock  at  with  a  kiss. 
Kick.  I'll  kill  the  rogue. 
Wen,  Your  husband  is  from  home,  your  bed  s 

no  blab, — 
Nay  look  not  down  and  blush. 

[Eseunt  Wendoll  and  Mrs  Anme. 
Kick,  Zouud^  I'll  stab. 
Aye,  Nick,  was  it  thy  chance  to  come  just  in  the 

nick? 
I  love  my  master,  and  I  hate  that  slave ; 
I  love  my  mistress;  but  these  tricks  I  like  not. 
My  master  shall  not  pocket  up  this  wrong; 
I'll  eat  my  fingers  first  What  say*st  thou,  metal  ? 
Does  not  that  rascal  Wendoll  go  on  leg^ 
That  thou  must  cut  off?  Hath  he  not  ham>strings 
That  thou  must  hough?  "  Nay,  metal,  thou  shall 

stand 
To  alll  say.    Ill  henceforth  turn  a  spy, 
And  watch  them  in  their  close  conveyances. 
I  never  look'd  for  better  of  that  rascal. 
Since  he  came  miching  first  into  our  house  : 
It  is  that  Satan  bath  corrupted  her; 
For  she  was  fair  and  chaste;  111  have  an  eye 
In  all  their  gestures.    Thus  I  tliink  of  them, 
(If  they  proceed  as  they  have  done  before) 
WendoU's  a  knave,  my  mistress  is  a [Exit. 

Enter  Sir  Chakles  Mountford,  und  Susan. 

Sir  Cka,  Sister,  you  see  we  are  driven  t<^  har^ 
shift. 
To  keep  this  poor  ho\ise  we  hav^  left  unsold ; 
I  am  now  inforced  to  follow  husbandry. 
And  you  \,b  milk ;  and  do  we  not  live  well  ? 
Well,  I  thank  God. 

Susan.  Q  brother,  here^  a  dianee 
Since  old  Sir  Charles  died  in  onr  fiither^s  house  I 

Sir  Cho,  AH  things  on  earth  thus  change,  some 
up,  some  down ; 
Content's  a  kingdom,  and  I  wear  that  crown. 

ffi/er  Sqaftmn  with  a  Serjeant. 

Shqf,  Good  morrow,  mOrrow^Sir  Charles ;  what, 
with  your  sister. 
Plying  your  husbandry  ?— Serjeant,  stand  off— 
You  have  a  pretty  house  here,  and  a  garden,^ 


"  Thai  ik^  mu9khQugh.^To  hwgh  is  the  term  for  cutting  the  bam-striogs. 
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And  goodW  ground  about  it    Since  it  lies 

So  near  a  lonlship  that  I  lately  bought, 

I  would  fain  buy  it  of  you.    I  will  give  you 

Sir  Cha,  O,  pardon  me :  this  house  successively 
Hath  longed  to  me  and  my  progenitors 
Three  hundred  years.    My  great-great*grand fa- 
ther. 
He  in  whom  first  our  gentle  style  began, 
Pwelt  here ;  and  in  this  ground,  increased  this 

mole-hill 
Unto  that  mountain  which  my  father  left  me. 
Where  he  the  first  of  all  our  house  begun, 
I  now  the  last  will  end,  and  keep  this  bouse : 
This  virgin  title,  never  vet  deflowered 
By  any  unthrift  of  the  Mountfords*  line. 
In  brief,  I  will  not  sell  it  for  more  gold 
Than  you  could  hide  or  pave  the  ground  withal. 

Shqf,  Ha,  ha;  a  proud  mind  and  a  be^ar's 
purse! 
Where's  my  three  hundred  pounds,  besides  the 

use? 
I  have  brought  it  to  execution 
By  course  of  law :  what,  is  my  monies  ready  ? 

Sir  Cha,  An  execution,  sir,  and  never  tell  me 
You  put  my  bond  in  suit !  you  deal  extremely. 

Shaf,  Sell  me  the  land,  and   1*11  acquit  you 
straight. 

Sir  Cha.  Alas,  alas !  'tis  all  trouble  hath  left  me 
To  cherish  me  and  my  poor  sister's  life. 
If  this  were  sold,  oar  names  should  then  be  quite 
Razed  from  the  bed-roll  '*  of  gentiUty. 
You  see  what  hard  shift  we  have  made  to  keep  it 
Allied  still  to  our  own  name :  this  palm,  you  see, 
labour  hath  glowed  within ;  her  silver  brow, 
That  never  tasted  a  rough  winter's  blast 
Without  a  mask  or  fan,  doth  with  a  grace 
Defy  cold  winter,  and  his  storms  outface. 

Suxan.  Sir,  we  feed  sparing,  and  we  labour  hard. 
We  lie  uneasy,  to  reserve  to  us 
And  our  succession  this  small  plot  of  ground. 

Sir  Ch(u  I  have  so  bent  my  thoughts  to  hus- 
bandry, 
That  I  protest  I  scarcely  can  remember 
What  a  new  fashion  is ;  how  silk  or  sattin 
Peels  in  my  hand :  why  pride  is  grown  to  us 
A  mere,  mere  stranger.    I  have  quite  forgot 
The  names  of  all  that  ever  waited  on  me. 
I  cannot  name  ye  any  of  my  hounds, 
Once  from  whose  echoing  mouths  I  heard  all 

music 
That  e'er  my  heart  desired.    What  should  I  say  ? 
To  keep  this  place  I  have  changed  myself  away. 

Shaf.  Arrest  him  at  my  suit;  actions  and  actions 
Shalfkeep  thee  in  contmual  bondage  ^st. 
Nay  more,  1*11  sue  thee  by  a  late  appeal. 
And  call  thy  former  life  in  question. 
The  keeper  is  my  friend,  thou  shalt  have  irons, 


And  usage  such  as  111  deny  to  dogs;  Away  with 
him. 
^  Sir  Cha.  Ye  are  too  timorous ;  but  troabte  is 
my  master. 
And  I  will  serve  him  truly.— My  kind  sister, 
Thy  tears  are  of  no  force  to  molliff 
This  flinty  man.    Go  to  my  father's  brother. 
My  kinsmen  and  allies ;  increat  them  for  me 
To  ransom  me  from  this  injurious  mas, 
That  seeks  my  ruin. 

Shaf.  Come,  irons,  irons ;  come  away, 
I'll  see  thee  lodged  far  from  the  sight  of  day. 

[£jretmf. 
Suun.  My  heart's  so  hardened  wHb  the  frost 
of  grief. 
Death  cannot  pierce  it  throueh :  Tyrant  too  feU, 
So  lead  the  fiends  condemned  souls  to  heU« 

Enter  Sir  Francis  Actoh  and  Malbt. 
Sir  Fran.  Again  to  prison  ?  Malby,  hast  thou 
seen 
A  poor  slave  better  tortured  ?  Shall  we  hear 
The  music  of  his  voice  cry  from  the  grate, 
Meat  for  the  Lord't  sake?  No,  no,  yet  I  am  not 
Thoroughly  revenged.   They  say  he  bath  a  pretty 

wench 
To  his  sister :  Shall  I,  in  my  mercy-sake 
To  him  and  to  his  kindred,  bribe  tlie  fool 
To  shame  herself  by  lewd  dishonest  lust  ? 
I'll  proffer  largely;  but,  the  deed  being  done, 
111  smile  to  see  her  base  confusion. 

Malby,  Methinks,  Sir  Francis,  you  are  full 
revenged 
For  greater  wrongs  than  he  can  proffer  you. 
See  where  the  poor  sad  gentlewoman  stands* 

Sir  Fran.  Ha,  ha ;  now  will  1  flout  her  poverty. 
Deride  her  fortunes,  scoff  her  base  estate ; 
My  very  soul  the  name  of  Mountford  hates. 
But  stay,  my  heart ;  oh  what  a  look  did  fly 
To  strike  my  soul  through  with  thy  piercmg  eye ! 
I  am  enchanted,  all  my  spirits  are  fled. 
And  with  one  glance  my  envious  spleen  struck 
dead. 
Suian.  Acton!  that  seeks ourblood.  [RunsazDc^. 
Sir  Fran.  O  chaste  and  fair ! 
Maiby.  Sir  Francis !— why.  Sir  Frauds ! — in  a 
trance  ? 
Sir  Francis,  what  chear,  man  ?  Come,  come,  how 
is't? 
Sir  Fran.  Was  she  not  fair?  Or  else  tliis  judging 
eye 
Cannot  distinguish  beauty. 
Mal^.  She  was  fair. 

Sir  Fran.  She  was  an  angel  in  a  mortal's  shape. 
And  ne'er  descended  from  old  Mountford's  line^ 
But  soft,  soft,  let  me  call  my  wits  together. 
A  poor,  poor  wench,  to  my  great  adversary 
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Sister;  whdie  very  sools  donoance  stem  vfw 
Efioh  againtt  other.  How  now,  FrRak,t«nied  fool 
Or  madman,  wh^er?  But  no;  master  of 
Mj  perfect  senses  and  directest  wits. 
Then  why.  should  I  be  in  this  violent  humour 
Of  passion  and  of  love?  and  with  a  person 
So  difierent  every  way,  and  so  opposed 
In  all  oonstroctions,  and  still- warring  actions? 
Fie,  fie;  how  I  dispute  against  my  sool I 
.Come,  come,  III  sain  her ;  or  in  her  fair  onttt 
Purchase  my  soul  free  and  immortal  r9Bt.[ExeunL 

Enter  three  or  four  iSen^uuf-men,  one  with  a 

voider  and  a  wooden  kn^  to  take  away  '^ ; 

another  the  talt  and  bread ;  another  the  table' 

cloth  and  napkins ;  another  the  carpet ;  Jen- 
"    kin  with  two  lights  o/^er  them, 

Jen,  Sa  march  in  order,  and  retire  in  battle 
array.  My  master  and  the  guests  have  supp'd 
already, all  s  taken  away :  here,  now  spread  for  the 
serving*meo  in  the  halL  Butler,  it  belongs  to 
your  office. 

Butler.  1  know  it,  Jenkin. 
What  d'ye  call  the  gentleman    that  snpt  here 
to-night? 

Jen.  Who,  my  master  ? 

Butler.  No,  no,  Master  Wendoll,  he's  a  daily 
guest ;  I  mean  the  gentleman  that  caoae  but  this 
afternoon. 

Jen,  His  name's  Mr  Cranwell.^God*s  light, 
hark,  within  there,  my  master  calls  to  lay  more 
billets  upon  the  fire.  Come,  come :  Lord,  how 
we  that  are  in  office  here  in  the  house  are  trou- 
bled !  One  spread  the  carpet  in  the  parlour,  and 
stand  ready  to  snuff  the  lights ;  the  rest  be  ready 
to  prepare  their  stomachs.  More  lights  in  the 
ball  there.    Come,  Nic^laib 

[Exeunt  all  but  Nicholas. 

Nich,  I  cannot  eat,  but  had  I  WeudoU's  heart 
I  would  eat  that ;  the  rogue  grows  impudent. 
Oh,  I  have  seen  such  vile  notorious  tricks. 
Ready  to  make  my  eyes  dart  from  my  h^. 
I'll  tell  my  master,  by  this  air  I  will; 
Fall  what  may  fall,  rll  tell  him.  Here  he  comes. 

Enter  Master  Frank  ford,  as  it  were  brushing 
the  crumbs  Jrom  his  clothes  with  a  napkin,  as 
newly  risen  from  Supper, 

Frank,  Nicolas,  what  makes  you  here  ?  why  are 
not  you 
At  supper  in  the  hall  among  your  fellows? 
Nich,  Master,  I  stay'd  your  rising  from  the 
board, 


To  spedc  with  jtm, 

Frank.  Be  brief  then,  gentle  Niclas, 
My  wife  and  guests  attend  me  in  the  parlour : 
Why  dost  thou  pause?  Now,  Niclas,  you  want 

money. 
And,  unthrift-like,  would  eat  into  your  wages 
Ere  yon  have  eam'd  it ;  here,  sir,  is  half  a  crown ; 
Play  the  good  husband,  and  away  to  supper. 

Nkh.  By  this  hand,  an  honourable  gentleman ! 
I  will  not  see  him  wronged. — Sir,  I  have  served 
you  long ;  you  entertained  me  seven  years  before 
your  htwrd.  You  knew  me,  sir,  before  you  knew 
my  mistress. 

F^ank,  What  of  this,  good  Nic'las  ? 

Nich,  I  never  was  a  UMke-bate,  '^  or  a  knave ; 
I  have  no  fault  but  one ;  I'm  given  to  quarrel, 
But  not  with  women.    I  will  tell  you,  mabter. 
That  which  will  make  your  heart  leap  from  your 

breast. 
Your  hair  to  startle  from  your  head,  your  ears  to 
tingle. 

JVflnAt.  What  preparation's  this  to  dismal  news  ? 

Nick,  'Sblood,  sir,  I  love  you  better  tluin  your 
wife ; 
ni  make  it  good. 

Frank,  You  are  a  knave,  and  I  have  much  ado> 
With  wonted  patience  to  contain  my  rage. 
And  not  to  break  thy  pate.    Thou  art  a  knave; 
I'll  turn  you,  with  your  base  comparisons. 
Out  of  my  doors. 

Nich,  Do,  do. 
There  is  not  room  for  Wendoll  and  me  too 
Both  in  one  house.    Oh  roaster,  master, 
That  Wendoll  is  a  villain. 

Frank.  Aye,  saucy ! 

Nich,  Strike,  strike,  do  strike ;  yet  hear  me,  I 
am  no  fool, 
I  know  a  villain,  when  I  see  him  act 
Deeds  of  a  villain :  master,  master,  that  base  slave 
Enjoys  my  mistress,  and  dishonours  you. 

Frank.  Thou  hast  kill'd  me  with  a  weapon, 
whose  sharp  point 
Hath  prick'd    quite  through   and  through  my 

shivering  hoart. 
Drops  of  cojd  sweat  sit  dangling  on  my  hairs, 
Like  morning  dew  opoi*  the  golden  flowers ; 
And  I  am  plunged  into  strange  agonies. 
What  didst  thou  say  ?  If  any  word  that  touch'd 
His  credit,  or  her  reputation. 
It  is  as  hard  to  enter  my  belief. 
As  Dives  into  heaven. 

Nich,  I  can  gain  nothing ;  they  are  two 
That  never  wroi^d  me.    I  knew  before 


^'  ji  voider  and  a  wooden  knife^  to  take  amay, — The  wooden  knife  was  anciaotly  used  to  sweep  the  broken 
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Twas  but  a  thankless  office,  and  perhaps 
As  much  as  is  my  scnrioe,  or  my  life  is  worth. 
All  this  1  know ;  but  this  and  more, 
More  bv  a  thousand  dangers,  could  not  hire  mc 
To  smother  such  a  heinous  wrong  from  you ; 
I  saw,  and  I  have  said. 

Frank.  I'is  probable;  though  blunt,  yet  he  is 
honest; 
Though  I  durst  pawn  my  life,  and  on  their  faith 
Hazard  the  dear  salvation  of  my  soul ; 
Yet  in  my  trust  I  may  be  too  secure. 
May  this  be  true  ?  O,*  may  it  ?  Can  it  be  ? 
Is  it  by  any  wonder  possible  ? 
Man,  woman,  what  thing  mortal  can  we  trust. 
When  friends  and  besom  wives  prove  so  unjust? — 
What  instance  hast  thou  of  this  strange  report  ? 

Nich,  Eyes,  master,  eyes. 

Frank.  Thy  eyes  may  be  deceived,  I  tell  thee : 
For,  should  an  angel  from  the  heavens  drop  down, 
And  preach  this  to  me  that  thyself  hast  told. 
He  should  have  mudi  ado  to  win  belief. 
In  both  their  loves  I  am  so  confident. 

^tcA.  Shall  I  discourse  the  same  by.  circum- 
stance? 

Frank.  No  more:  to  supper,  and  command 
your  fellows 
To  attend  us  and  the  strangers.    Not  a  word, 
I  charge  thee  on  thy  life;  be  secret  then. 
For  I  know  nothing. 

Nick.  I  am  dumb;  and,  now  that  I  have  eased 
my  stomach, 
I  will  go  fill  my  stomach;  [Eri/. 

Frank.  Away ;  be  gone.*— 
She  is  well  born,  descended  nobly ; 
Virtuous  her  education,  her  repute 
Is  in  the  general  voice  of  all  the  country 
Honest  and  fair ;  her  carriage,  her  demeanoar. 
In  all  her  actions  that  concern  the  love 
To  me  her  husband,  modest,  chaste,  and  godly. 
Is  all  this  seaming  gold  plain  copper? 
But  he,  that  Judas  that  hath  borne  my  purse. 
Hath  sold  me  for  a  sin.    Oh  God,  Oh  God, 
Shall  I  put  up  these  wrongs  ?  No.  Shall  I  trust 
The  bare  report  of  this  suspidous  groom. 
Before  the  double-gilt,  the  well-hatch  ore 
Of  their  two  hearts?  No,  I  will  lose  these  thoughts: 
Distraction  I  will  banish  from  my  brow, 
A  lid  from  my  looks  exile  sad  discontent, 
Their  wonted  favours  in  my  tongue  shall  fiow ; 


Till  I  know  all,  Til  nothtag  seem  to  know. 
Lights  and  a  table  thefe.^Wifo^  Mr  WeodoH, 

and  gentle 
Master  Cranwell? 

Enter  Mistress  Frank  ford,  Afoiter  Wehdoll, 
Master  Cramwsll,  Nicholas,  and  Jehkiv, 
vUh  cards,  carpets,  stools,  and  other  nccci- 
saries, 

Frank.  O  Master  Cranwell,  yon  are  a  stranger 
here. 
And  often  baulk  my  house ;  faith,  vou're  a  cbnri; 
Now  wo  have  supflid,  a  table,  and  to  cards. 

Jenk.  A  pair  of  cards,  *'  Nic'las,  and  a  carpet 
to  cover  the  table.  Where's  Sisly  with  her 
counters  and  her  box  ?  Candles  and  candlesticks 
there.  Fie,  we  have  such  a  household  of  serving 
creatures !  unless  it  be  Nid^  and  I,  there^s  not 
one  amongst  them  all  can  say  bo  to  a  goose- 
Well  said,  Nick. 
[TAev  spread  a  carpet,  set  dawn  lights  and  cards* 

Mrs  Anne.  Come,  Mr  Frankford,  wno  shall 
take  my  part  ? 

Frank.  Marry  that  will  I,  sweet  wife. 

Wen.  No,  by  my  faith,  when  yon  are  together 
I  sit  otit;  it  must  be  Mistress 'Frankford  and  I, 
or  else  it  is  no  match. 

Frank,  I  do  not  like  that  match. 

Nich.  You  have  no  reason,  marry,  knowing  alt« 

[Aside* 

Frank,  Tis  no  great  matter  neither.  Come, 
Master  Cranwell,  shall  you  and  I  take  them  up  f 

Cran.  At  your  pleasure,  sir. 

Frank.  I  must  look  to  yon.  Master  Wendoll, 
for  youll  be  play ing^ false ;  nay,  30  will  my  wife 
too. 

Nick.  I  will  be  sworn  she  will.  [Asidti 

Mrs  Anne.  Let  them  that  are  taken  false,  for- 
feit the  set. 

Frank,  Content ;  it  shall  gu  hard  but  I'll  tak? 
you. 

Cran.  Gentlemen,  what  shall  our  game  be  ? 

Wen.  Master  Frankford,  you  play   best   at 
noddy^'* 

Frank.  You  shall  not  find  it  so;  indeed  you 
shall  not. 

Mrs  Anne.  I  can  play  at  nothing  so  well  as 
double  ruff.  *' 

Frank.  If  Master  Wendoll  ftod  my  yr'fy  be 


'5  J  pair  of  cardt.^^Jhe  old  term  for  a  pack  rfcauU. 

'^  Niodd^.-— This  I  believe  to  have  been  the  same  game  we  now  call  cribhage.  It  appears  firom  TAt 
Compfeat  Gamester,  16B0, 2d  edition,  p.  76.  that  knave  noddif,  were  words  used  to  denote  the  koave  in 
playing  that  game. 

^'^  Double  ntgi-^From  The  CompUat  GameUer^  p.  81,  we  learn  that  In  the  last  centary  there  were  two 
games  mneh  played  at,  one  called  English  Ruff  and  Honours,  the  other  FrencA  Ryff.  They  diflTerfd  very 
little  from  Whist,  and  are  probably  the  games  here  mentioned  by  the  names  of  double  ruff,  and  tkd^  ruff 
nnth  hwfiurt. 
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tQgether|tlicre*8  no  pkying  agaiost  them  at  doable 
fumd. 

tfkh.  I  can  tell  yon,  sir,  the  game  that  Master 

Wendoll  is  best  at. 
Wen.  What  game  is  that,  Nick  ? 
Kiek.  Marry,  sir,  knave  out  of  doors. 
Wen.  She  and  I  will  take  yon  at  lodam.  ^^ 
Mrt  Anne,  Husband,  shall  we  play  at  saint  ?  '' 
Frank,  My  saint's  turn'd  devil— No,  we^il  none 
of  saint; 
You  are  best  at  new-cut,  wife;  yonll  play  at 
that. 
Wen,  If  you  play  at  new-cut,  I'm  soonesjt  hitter 
of  any  here,  for  a  wager. 

Frank,  'TIS  me  t^y  play  on.^-WeU,  you  may 
draw  o«^ 
For  all  four  cunning ;  'twill  be  to  your  shame ; 
m  teach  you  at  your  aew-cut,  a  new  game. 
Come,  come. 
Cran,  If  yoq  cannot  i^tree  upon  the  game,  to 

post  and  pair.^^ 
Wim.  We  shall  be  soonest  puis;  and  my  good 
host. 
When  he  comes  late,  he  most  kiss  tbe  post. 
I^ank,  Whoever  wins,  it  shall  be  to  thv  cost. 
€ran.  Faith,  let  it  be  wide-rufl^  and  let^s  make 

honours. 
F^ramk.  If  you  make  honours,  one  thing  let  me 
crave. 
Honour  tWking  and  queen ;  ie^ceot  the  knaire. 
Wen,  Well,  as  you  please  for  that,    lift  who 

shall  deal 
Mrs  Anne,  The  least  in  sight:  what  are  yon, 

Master  WendoU?. 
Wen,  I  am  a  knave. 
Mieh.  rU  swear  it. 
Mrt  Anne,  I  am  a  queen. 
Frank,  A  quean  thou  shonlds't  say :  well,  the 
cards  are  mine : 
They  are  the  |rossest  pair  that  e'er  I  felt. 
Mn  Anne,  Shuffle, rll  cut;  would  I  had  never 

dealt ! 
F^ank,  I  have  lost  mj  dealing. 
Wen,  Sir,  the  fault's  in  toe;. 
This  queen  I  have  more  than  mine  own,  you  see. 
Give  me  tlie  stock. 

Frank.  My  mind's  not  on  my  game ; 
Manv  a  deal  I  have  lost ;  the  niore's  your  shame. 
You  have  served  me  a  bad  trick,  Master  Wendoll. 
Wen.  Sir,  ^ou  must  take  your  lot  to  end  this 
strife, 
J  know  I  have  dealt  better  with  your  wife. ' 
Frank,  Thou  hast  dealt  falbely  then. 


Mrs  Anne,  What^s  irHmpt  ? 

Wen,  Hearts ;  partner.  I  rub.        * 

Frank.  Thou  robb'sc  me  of  my  ^ul,  of  her 
chaste  love; 
In  thy  false  dealing  thou  hast  robb'd  my  heart. 
Booty  you  play,  I  like  a  loser  stand". 
Having  no  rieart,  or  here,  or  in  my  hand)— 
I  will  give  o'er  the  set,  I  am  not  well ; 
Come,  who  will  hold  my  cards  i 

Mr i  Anne,  Not  well,  sweet  Mr  Frankftird  \ 
Alas,  what  ail  you  ?  'TIS  some  sudden  qualm. 

Wen.  How  long  have  you  been  so^  Master 
Frankford  ?• 

Frank.  Sir,  I  was  lusty,  and  I  had  my  health; 
But  I  grew  ill  when  you  began  to  deal. 
Take  hence  this  table.  Gentle  Master  Crann«n, 
You'ie  welcome;  see  your  chamber  at  your  pleap 


Fm  sorry  that  tins  megrim  takes  me  so; 

I  cannot  sit  and  bear  you  cempany. 

Jenkin,  some  lights,  and  shew  hrai  to  his  chamber. 

Mrt  AwM,  A  night*gown  lor  my  husband; 
quickly  there : 
It  js  some  rheum  or  cold. 

Wen,  Now,  in  good  fait!i,  this  illneu  you  liave 

go* 
By  sitting  late  without  your  gown. 
Frank,  I  know  it,  Mr  Wemioll. 
Go,  go  to  bed,  lest  you  complain  like  me. 
Wife,  pr^ythee  wife,  into  my  bed-chamber. 
The  night  is  cold  and  raw,  and  rheumatick ; 
Leave  me  my  gown  and  light;  Til  walk  away  my 
fit. 
Wen%  Sweet  sir,  good  night. 
Frank,  Myself,  i^od  night.     [Exit  Wevdolu 
Mrt  Anne.  Shall  I  attend  vou,  husband  i 
Frank,  No,  gentle  wife,  thouit  catch  cold  in 
thy  head; 
Pr'ythee  be  gone,  sweet.  III  make  haste  to  bed. 
Mrt  Anne.  No  sleep  will  fasten.on  mine  eyes, 
you  know, 
Until  you  come.  [Exit. 

Frank.  Sweet  Nan,  I  pr'ythee  go. — 
I  have  bethought  me :  get  me,  by  degrees. 
The  keys  of  all  my  doors ;  which  I  will  mould 
In  wax,  and  take  their  fair  impression. 
To  have  by  them  new  keys.  This  being  compast^ 
At  a  set  hour  a  letter  shall  be  brought  me : 
And  when  tliey  think  they  may  securely  play, 
They  nearest  are  to  danfrer.    Nick,  I  must  rely 
Upon  thy  trust  and  faithful  secrecy 
.NicA-^ild  on  my  faith, 
FranK  To  bed  then,  not  to  rest; , 


'"  I^aMi-^n  gane  not  yet  entirely  dlsasad. 

»»  Sfltut— See  note  18  to  Tke  fVUi,  Vol.  I.  p.  «88. 

^  Pott  and  pair ^ — **  a  game  on  the  cards,  very  much  pjay*d  in  the  west  of  England,  ai  AH  Fours  is 
play*d  iu  Kent,  apd  Fives  in  Ireland.*'  CompUtuc  QamisUr,  p.  106.  It  appears  in  a  great  measure  to 
resemble  Brag. 
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Care  lodges  in  my  brain,  grief  in  tny  breast. 

[Exeunt 

Enter  Sir  Charles  his  Sister,  Old  Mocktford, 
Sandt,  Roder,  and  Tydy. 

Old  Mount.  You  say  my  nephew  is  in  great 
-    distress: 
Who  brought  it  to  him  but  his  own  lewd  life? 
I  cannot  spare  a  cross.    I  must  confess 
He  was  my  brother's  son :  why,  niece^  what  then  ? 
This  b  no  world  in  which  to  pity  men. 

Susan.  I  was  not  bom  a  beggar,  though  his 
extremes  • 

Enforce  this  language  from  me :  I  protest 
No  fortune  of  mine  own  could  lead  my  tongue 
To  this  base  key.    1  do  beseech  you,  uncle, 
For  the  name's  sake,  for  Christianity, 
Nay,  for  God's  sake,  to  pity  his  distress: 
He  is  denied  the  freedom  of  the  prison, 
And  in  the  hole  is  laid  with  men  condenm'd ; 
Plenty  he  hath  of  nothing  but  of  irons, 
^d  it  remains  in  you  to  free  him  thence. 

Old  Mount,  Money  I  cannot  spare :  men  should 
uke  heed ; 
He  lost  my  kindred  when  be  fell  to  need.  [Exit. 

Susan.  Gold  is  but  eai^h,  thou  earth  enough 
sbalt  have, 
When  thou  hast  once  took  measure  of  thjr  grave. 
You  know  me.  Master  Sandy,  and  my  suit. 

Sandy.  I  knew  you,  lady,  when  the  old  man 
lived, 
I  knew  you  ere  your  brother  sold  his  land ; 
Then  you  were  Mistress  Sue,  trick'd  up  in  jewels : 
Then  you  sung  well,  play'd  sweetly  on  the  late ; 
fiat  now  I  neither  know  you  nor  your  suit  [Exit. 

Susan,  You,  Master  Koder,  was  my  brother's 
tenant. 
Rent-free  he  placed  you  in  that  wealthy  farm. 
Of  which  you  are  possest. 

Roder.  True  he  did ; 
And  have  I  not  there  dwelt  still  for  hb  sake  ? 
1  have  some  business  now ;  but,  without  doubt, 
They  that  have  hurlM  him  in,  will  help  him  out. 

[Exit. 

Susan.  Cold  comfort  still :  what  say  you,  cousin 
Tydy? 

lyfy.  I  say  this  comes  of  roysting,  swaggering. 
Call  me  not  cousin :  each  man  for  himself; 
Some  men  are  born  to  mirth,  and  some  to  sorrow; 
1  am  no  cousin  unto  them  that  borrow.     [Exit. 

Susan.  Oh  charity !  why  art  thou  fled  to  heaven, 
And  left  all  things  upon  this  earth  uneven? 
Their  scoffing  answers  I  will  ne'er  return; 
But  to  myself  his  grief  in  silence  mourn. 

Enter  Sir  Francis  and  Malbv. 
Sir  Fran.  She  is  poor.  Til  therefore  tempt  her 
with  this  gold. 
Go,  Malby,  in  my  name  deliver  ii> 
And  I  will  stay  thy  answer. 

Maiby.  Fair  mistress,  as  I  understand,  your 
'  grief 


Doth  grow  from  want,  so  I  have  here  in  store 
A  means  to  furnish  you,  a  bag  of  gold. 
Which  to  your  hands  I  freely  tender  you. 

Susan.  I  thank  you,  Heavens ;  I  thank  you, 
gentle  sir : 
God  make  me  able  to  requite  this  favour. 

Malby.  This  gold  Sir  Francb  Acton  tends  bj 
me. 
And  prays  you  — 

Susan.  Acton !   O  God !    that  name  Fm  bom 
to  curse: 
Hence,  bawd ;   hence,  broker ;   see,  I  spurn  his 

gold. 
My  honour  never  shall  for  gain  be  sold. 

Sir  Fran.  Stay,  lady,  stay. 

Susan.  From  you  Til  postioc  hie. 
Even  as  the  doves  from  featber'd  eagles  fly. 

[BxU. 

Sir  Fran.  She  hates  my  name,  my  face,  how 
should  r  wooe^ 
I  am  disgraced  in  every  thing  I  do* 
The  more  she  hates  itie,  and  disdains  my  love. 
The  more  I  am  wrapt  in  admiration 
Of  her  divine  and  chaste  perfections. 
Wooe  her  with  gif^  I  cannot^  for  all  gifts 
Sent  in  my  name  she  spurns ;  with  looks  I  cannot. 
For  she  abhors  my  sight ;  nor  yet  with  letters, 
For  none  she  will  receive.    How  then,  how  then? 
Well,  I  will  fasten  such  a  kindness  on  her, 
As  shall  o'erbome  her  hate  and  conquer  it 
Sir  Charles,  her  brother,  lies  in  execution 
For  a  great  sum  of  money :  and,  besides. 
The  appeal  is  sued  still  for  my  hantsmen's  death. 
Which  only  I  have  power  to  reverse: 
In  her  FU  Imry  all  my  hate  of  him. 
Go  seek  the  keeper,  Malby,  bring  him  to  roe; 
To  save  his  body,  I  his  debts  will  psty ; 
To  save  bb  life,  I  hb  appeal  will  stay«[£reKA/. 

Enter  Sir  Charles  Mountford  in  PrisoMr 
with  ironsj  his  feet  bare,  his  garments  all 
ragged  and  lorn. 

Sir  Cha.  Of  all  on  the  earth's  face  most  mber- 

able, 
Breathe  in  this  hellish  dungeon  thy  laments : 
Thus  like  a  slave  ragg'd,  like  a  felon  gyv*d. 
That  hurls  thee  headlong  to  this  base  estate. 
Oh  unkind  uncle !  Oh  my  friends  ingrate ! 
Unthankful  kinsmen  !    Mountfords  all  too  base. 
To  let  the  aame  be  fetter'd  in  disgrace. 
A  thousand  deaths  here  in  this  grave  I  die : 
Fear,  hunger,  sorrow,  cold,  all  threat  niy  death, 
And  join  together  to  deprive  my  breath^ 
But  that  which  most  torments  me,  my  dear  sister 
Hath  left  to  visit  me,  and  from  my  friends 
Hath  brought  no  hopeful  answer :  therefore  I 
Divine  they  will  not  help  my  misery. 
If  it  be  '80,  shame,  scandal,  and  contempt 
Attend  their  covetous  thoughts;  need  make  their 

graves ; 
Usurers  they  live,  and  may  they  die  like  slaves. 
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Ent4r  Keeper. 

Keeper,   Knight,  be  of  comforti   for  I  bring 
thee  freedom 
From  all  thy  troubles. 

Sir  Cka.  Then  I  am  doom'd  to  die ; 
Death  U  the  end  of  all  calamity. 

Keeper.  live :   your  appeal  is  staid ;  the  exe- 
oation 
Of  all  your  debts  discharged ;  your  creditors 
Even  to  the  utmost  penny  satisfied. 
In  »gn  whereof,  your  slmckles  I  knock  off; 
You  are  not  left  so  much  indebted  to  us 
As  for  your  fees ;  all  is  discharged,  all  paid : 
Go  freely  to  your  house,  or  whene  you  please ; 
After  long  miseries,  embrace  your  ease. 

Sir  Cha.   Thou  grumbles^  out  the  sweetest 
musk  to  roe 
That  ever  orean  play'd.    Is  this  a  drcttm  ? 
Or  do  my  wiuung  senses  apprehend 
The  pleasiott  taste  of  these  applausive  news  ? 
Slave  that  I  was,  to  wrong  such  honest  friends; 
My  loving  kuisman,  and  my  near  allies ! 
Tongue,  I  will  bite  thee  for  the  scandal  breath 
Against  such  faithful  kinsmen :  they  are  all 
Composed  of  pity  and  compassion. 
Of  melting  charity,  and  of  moving  ruth. 
That  which  I  spake  before  was  in  my  rage ; 
They  are  my  fnends,  the  mirrors  of  this  age : 
Bounteous  aud  free*    The  noble  Montford*s  race. 
Ne'er  bred  a  covetous  thought,  or  humour  base. 

Fsuter  ScsAN. 

Sutan,  I  cannot  longer  stay  from  visiting 
My  woeful  brother ;  while  I  could,  I  kept 
My  hapless  tidings  from  his  hopeful  car. 

oirCha,  Sister,  now  much  am  1  indebted  to  thee, 
And  to  thy  travel  ? 

Susan.  What !  at  liberty ! 

Sir  Cha,   Thou  see'st  I  am ;   thanks  to  thy 
industry : 
Oh !  unto  which  of  all  my  courteous  friends 
Am  I  thus  bound  ?  My  uncle  Mountford,  be 
Even  from  an  infant  loved  me;  was  it  he? 
So  did  my  cousin  Tydy  ;  was  it  he  ? 
So  Master  Roder,  Master  Sandy  too : 
Which  of  all  these  did  this  high  kindness  do? 

Sutan.  Charles,  can  you  mock  me  in  your  po- 
verty, 
Knowing  your  friends  dende  your  misery  r 
Now  I  protest  I  stand  so  much  amazed 
To  see  your  bonds  free,  and  your  irons  knock 'd 

off. 
That  I  am  wrapped  into  a  maze  of  wonder: 
The  rather,  for  I  know  not  by  what  means 
This  happiness  hath  chanced. 

Sir  Cha.  Why,  by  m^  uucle, 
My  cousins,  and  my  fnends;  who  else,  I  pray, 
Would  take  upon  them  all  my  debts  to  pay  ? 

Susan,  O  brother,  they  are  men  all  of  flint, 
Pictures  of  marble,  and  as  void  of  pity 
As  chased  bears.    I  begged,  I  sued,  I  kneel'd, 
Laid  open  all  your  grie»  and  miseries ; 


Which  they  derided.    More  than  that,  denied  us 
A  part  in  their  alliance ;  but,  in  pride. 
Said  that  oor  kindred  with  our  plenty  died. 
Sir  Cheu  Drudges !  too  much ;  what  did  they? 

oh  known  evil ! 
Rich  fly  the  poor,  as  good  men  shun  the  devil ; 
Whence  should  my  freedom  come?   of  whom 

alive, 
Saving  of  those,  have  I  desen'ed  so  well  ? 
Guess,  sister,  call  to  mind,  remember  me ; 
These  I  have  raised,  they  follow  the  world's  guise; 
Whom  rich  in  honour,  they  in  woe  despise. 
Susan,  My  wits  have  lost  themselves^  let's  ask 

the  keeper. 
Sir  Cha.  Jailor! 
Keeper,  At  hand,  sir. 

Sir  Cha.  Of  courtesy  resolve  me  one  demand; 
What  was  he  took  the  burthen  of  my  debts 
From  off  my  back,  staid  my  appeal  to  death. 
Discharged  my  fees,  and  brougot  me  liberty  ? 
Keeper,   A  courteous  knighr,  and  called  Sir 

Francis  Acton. 
Sir  Cha,   Ha !    Acton !  Oh  me,  more  distrest 

in  this 
Than  all  my  troubles!  hale  mc  back, 
Double  my  irons,  and  my  sparing  meals 
Put  into  halves,  and  lodge  me  in  a  dungeon 
More  deep,  more  dark,  more  cold,  more  com- 
fortless. 
By  Acton  freed  I  not  all  tliy  manacles 
Could  fetter  so  my  heels,  as  this  one  word 
Hath  thraird  my  heart;   and  it  must  now  lie 

bound 
In  more  strict  prison  than  thy  stony  jail. 
I  am  not  free,  I  go  but  under  bail. 

Keeper,   My  charge  is  done,  sir,  now  I  have 

my  fees; 
As  we  get  httle,  we  will  nothing  leese. 
Sir  Cha,  By  Acton  freed,  my  dangeroos  oppo* 

site! 
Why,  to  what  end  ?  or  what  occasion  ?  ha ! 
Let  me  forget  the  name  of  enemy. 
And  with  indifference  balance  this  high  favour; 

ha!  ^ 

Susan,  His  love  to  me ;  upon  my  soul  'as  so ; 
That  is  the  root  from  whence  these  strange 

thing*  grow.  [Aside. 

Sir  Cha.  Had  this  proceeded  from  my  father, 

he 
That  by  the  law  of  nature  is  most  bound 
In  oflices  of  love,  it  had  deserved 
My  best  employment  to  requite  that  grace. 
Had  it  proceeded  from  my  friends  or  allien 
From  them  this  action  had  deserved  my  life ; 
And  from  a  stranger  more ;  because  from  such 
There  is  less  expectation  of  good  deeds. 
But  he,  nor  father,  nor  ally,  not  friend. 
More  than  a  stranger,  both  remote  in  bloody 
And  in  his  heart  opposed  my  enemy ; 
That  this  high  bounty  should  proceed  from  him, 
O  there  I  lose  myself !  What  should  I  say. 
What  thiuk,  what  do,  his  bounty  to  repay  ? 
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Susan.  Yoo  wonder,  I  am  SBre,  whence  thb 
strange  kindness 
Proceeds  in  Acton .    I  will  tell  jon,  brother : 
He  doats  on  me,  and  oft  bath  sent  me  eifts, 
Letters  and  tokens  ;    I  refused  them  alU 

Sir  Cha.  I  hare  enough,  though  poor;  my  heart 
is  set, 
In  one  rich  gift  to  pay  back  all  my  debt  [Exeunt, 

Enter  Frankfobo,  Qn4  Nicholas  with 
heyi  and  a  letter  in  hit  hand, 

Frank,  This  is  the  ntght  that  I  most  play  ray 
part 
To  try  two  seeming  angels.    Where's  my  keys? 
Nich.  They  are  made  according  to  your  mould 
in  wax ; 
I  bade  the  smith  be  secret,  gave  him  money, 
And  here  they  are.    The  letter,  sir. 
F^ank,  True,  tfke  it,   there  it  is ; 
And  when  thou  seest  me  iu  my  pleasaot'st  vein, 
Eeady  to  sit  to  supper,  bring  it  me. 
Nich,  I'll  do%  make  no  more  question  but  I'll 
do't.  [Exit, 

Enter  Mrs  Frankford,  Cr  am  well,  W£9  poll, 
am/ J  EN  KIN. 
Jlfrs  Anne,  Sirrah,  'tis  six  o'clock  already 
struck ; 
Go  bid  them  spread  the  cloth,  and  serve  in  supper. 
Jen.    It  shall  be  done,  forsooth.     Mistress, 
where's 
$piggot,  the  butler,  to  give  us  our  salt  and  tren- 
chers? 
Wen,  We  that  hare  been  a  hunting  all  the  day, 
Come  with  prepared  stomachs :  Mr  Frankford, 
We  wished  yop  at  our  ^por^. 

Frank,  My  heart  was  with  you,  and  my  mind 
was  on  yon. 
Fie,  Mr  Cranwell,  you  are  still  thus  sad. 
A  ttool,  a  stool.    Where's  Jenkio,  anti  where's 

Nick? 
nis  supper-time  at  least  an  hour  ago. 
What's  the  best  news  abroad? 
Wen.  I  know  none  good. 
Frank,  But  I  know  too  much  bad.       [Aside, 

Enter  Butler  and  Jem  kin  with  a  tabte-clotht 
hreqdf  trenchers^  and  salt, 

Cran.  Methinks,  sir,  you^might  Iiave  tha(  in- 
terest 
In  your  wife's  brother,  to  be  more  remiss 
In  his  bard  dealing  a|^ainst  poor  Sir  Charley 
Who,  as  I  bear,  lies  m  York  castle,  n^edy, 
And  in  great  want. 

Frank,  Did  not  more  weighty  business  of  min^ 
own 
Hold  me  away,  I  would  have  laboured  peace 
Betwixt  them,  with  all  care ;  indeed  I  would,  sir. 

Mrs  Anne.  1*11  write  unto  my  brother  earnestly 
In  that  behalf. 

~Wen^  A  cliaritable  deed ; 
And  will  beget  the  good  opinion 
Of  all  yoMf  friends  that  love  you,  Mrs  Frankford. 


Frank.  That's  yoa  for  one ;  I  know  yoa  love 
Sir  Charley 
And  my  wife,  too  well. 

Wen.  He  deserves  the  love 
Of  all  true  gentlemen ;  be  yourselves  jndge. 

Frank.  But  supper,  ho.    Now  as  thou  lovest 
me,  WendoU, 
Which  I  am  sure  thon  doest,  be  merry,  pleasant^ 
And  frolic  it  to>night :  sweet  Mr  Cranwell, 
Do  you  the  like.    Wife,  I  protest  my  h^fft 
Was  ne'er  more  bent  on  sweet  alacrity. 
Where  be  thos^  lazy  knaves  to  serve  in  supper  ? 

£n^er  Nicholas. 

Nich.  Here's  a  letter,  sir, 

Frank.  Whence  comes  it?  and  who  brought  it  ? 

Nich.  A  stripling  that  below  attends  your  an« 
swer. 
And,  as  hie  tells  me,  it  is  sent  from  Yoi^ 

Frank.  Have  him  into  the  cellar,  let  him  taite 
A  cop  of  our  March  beer :  go,  make  him  drink. 

Ntch.  I'll  make  him  drunk,  if  he  be  a  Trmao. 

Frank.  My  boots  and  spurs :  where's  Jenkin  ^ 
God  forgive  me, 
How  I  neglect  my  business !  Wife,  look  here; 
I  have  a  matter  to  be  tried  to-morrow 
By  eight  o'clock ;  and  my  attorney  writes  me 
I  must  be  there  betimes  with  evidence, 
Or  it  will  go  against  me.    Where's  my  boots  } 

Enter  Jekkin  trt'M  boots  and  spurt. 

Mrs  Anne.  I  hope  your  bosinefls  craves  no  such 
dispatch. 
That  you  must  ride  to-night 

Wei^  I  hope  it  dott^  \AMiie. 

Frank.  Gods  me  !  no  such  dispatch ! 
Jenkin,  my  boots:  where's  Nick?  Saddle   my 

lioap. 
And  the  grey  dapple  for  himself:  content  ye, 
It  much  concerns  me.    Gentle  Mr  Cranwell^ 
And  Mr  WendoU,  in  my  absence  use 
The  very  ripest  pleasures  of  my  house. 

Wen,  Lord,  Master  Frankford,  will  you  ride 
to-night  ? 
The  ways  are  dangeroos. 

Frank.  Therefore  will  I  ride 
Appointed  well :  and  so  shall  Nick  my  man. 
Mrs  Anne.  I'll  call  you  up  by  five  o'clock  to* 

morrow. 
Frank.  No,  by  my  faith,  wife,  111  not  trust  to 
that; 
Tis  not  such  easy  rising  iu  a  morning 
From  one  I  love  so  dearly :  no,  by  my  faith, 
I  shall  not  leave  so  sweet  a  bedfellow, 
But  with  much  pain  :  you  have  made  me  a  slog- 


Since  I  first  knew  you. 

Mrs  Anne.  Then,  if  you  needs  will  go 
This  dangerous  evening,  Mr  Wendoll, 
Let  mc  intreat  you  bear  him  company. 

Wen.  With  all  my  heart,  sweet  mi8^es9 :  my 
boots  there, 
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Frank   Fie, -fie,  that  for  roj  priTate  business 
T  shuuld  diseMe  inj  friend,  and  be  a  trouble 
To  the  whol/hoase !— Nick ! 
Nick.  Anbn,9ir. 

Erank.  inug  forth  my  gekliog — As  yoo  love 
Ae,sir, 
Use  no  more  words :  a  hand,  good  Mr  Cranwell. 
Cran,  Sir,  God  be  your  good  speed, 
I^ank,  Good  night,  sweet  Nan ;  nay,  nay,  a 
kiss  and  part. — 
Dissembling  lips,  you  suit  not  with  my  heart 

[Aiide.  Ejeii. 
Wen.  How  business,  time,  and  hours^  all  gra- 
cious prove, 
And  are  the  furtherers  to  my  new-bom  love  ! — 
I  am  husband  now  in  Master  Fraukford*s  place. 
And  must  command  the  house.    My  pleasure  is 
We  will  not  sup  abroad  so  publicly, 
But  in  your  private  chamber,  Mistress  Frankford. 
MriAnme,  O,  sir,  you  are  too  public  in  your 
love, 
And  Master  Frankford's  wife. 
Crmn.  Might  I  crave  favour, 
I  would  entreat  you  I  might  see  my  chamber; 
I  am  on  the  sadden  grown  exceeding  ill. 
And  would  be  spared  from  supper. 

Wen,  light  there,  ho  *— 
See  you  want  nothing,  sir ;  for  if  you  do^ 
You  injure  that  good  man,  and  wroiw  me  too. 
Cran.  I  will  make  bold  :  good-night*     [Exit, 
Wen,  How  all  conspire 
To  make  our  bosoms  sweet,  and  full  entire  ! 
Come,  Nan,  I  prithee  let  us  sup  within. 

Afrt  Anne,  O !  what  a  doc  unto  the  soul  is  sin ! 
We  pale  offenders  are  still  full  of  fear ; 
Every  suspicious  eye  brings  danger  near : 
When  they,  whose  clear  hearts  from  o£fence  are 

free. 
Despise  report,  base  scandals  do  outface, 
And  stand  at  mere  defiance  with  disgrace. 
Wen,  Fie,  Be ;  you  talk  too  like  a  puritan. 
Mrs  Anne,  You  have  tempted  me  to  mischief, 
MrWendoU; 
I  have  done,  I  know  not  what.    Well,  you  plead 

custom ; 
That  which  for  want  of  wit  I  granted  erst, 
1  DOW  must  jrield  through  fear.    Come,  come, 

lets  in ;. 
Once  o*er  shoes,  we  are  straight  o*er  bead  in  no. 


Wen,  My  jocund  soul  is  jovful  above  measure  ! 
ril  be  profuse  in  Frankford  s  richest  treasure. 

[Exeunt. 
Enter  Sislt,  Jbnkin,  and  Butlcr. 

Jen.  My  mistress,  and  Mr  Wendoll,  my 
roaster,  sup  in  her  chamber  to-dght :  Sisly,  you 
are  preferred  from  being  the  cocSr,  to  he  cham- 
bermaid :  of  all  the  loves  *'  betwixt  thee  and 
me,  tell  me,  what  thou  think'st  of  this  f 

SUfy.  Mum;  there's  an  old  proverb^  When 
the  cat's  away,  the  mouse  may  play. 

Jen.  Now  you  talk  of  a  cat,  Sisly,  I  smell  a  rat. 

SUfy,  Good  words,  Jenkin,  lest  you  be  call'd 
to  answer  them. 

Jen,  Why,  God  make  my  mistress  an  honest 
woman !  are  not  these  good  words?  Pray  God 
my  new  master  play  not  the  knave  with  my  old 
master :  is  there  any  hurt  in  this  f  God  send  no 
villainy  intended :  and  if  they  do  sup  together, 
pray  Uod  they  do  not  lie  together.  God  make 
my  mistress  chaste,  and  make  us  ail  his  serrants : 
what  harm  is  there  in  all  this  ?  Nay  more ;  here 
I  IS  my  hand,  thou  shait  have  my  heart  unless  thou 
say  never  Amen. 

Sisfy,  Amen,  I  pray  €rod,  I  say. 

Enter  Serving-men. 

Serving'man.  My  mistress  sends  that  yoo  should 
make  less  noise,  to  lock  up  the  doors,  and  see 
the  household  all  got  to  bed :  you,  Jenkin,  for 
this  night  are  ma&  the  porter  to  see  the  gates 
shut  in* 

Jen.  Thus,  by. little  and  little,  I  creep  into 
office.  Come,  to  kennel,  my  masters^  to  kenael; 
'tis  eleven  o'clock  already. 

Sernng-^nan.  When  you  have  lock'd  the  gates 
in,  you  must  send  up  the  keys  to  my  mistress. 

oUly,  Quickly,  for  God's  sake,  Jenkin,  for  I 
must  carry  them :  I  am  neidier  pillow  nor  bol* 
ster,  but  I  know  more  than  them  both. 

Jen,  To  bed,  fs^od  Spiggot»  to  bed,  good 
honest  serving  creatures;  and  let  us  tieep  as 
snug  as  pigs  in  pease-straw.  [Eseunt. 

'  Enter  Frankforo  and  Nicholas, 
F^nk,  Soft,  soft ;  we  have  tied  your^ldings  to 
a  tree,  two  flight  shot  ofl^^^  lest  by  their  thunder- 
ing hoofs  they  blab  ot^*  coming.    Hear*st  thou 
no  noise  f 


^*  Of  aU  the  Itfofs.— See  note  t(i  Oamnur  Ourton's  Needle* 

.  ^^  7W  flight  ihot  o/f.— t.  e.  the  distance  of  twd  shots  with  ti  flight  arrow.  Mr  Malone  says,  *'  The 
jiight^  wbi  -h,  to  the  lAtin  of  the  middle  ages,  was  called  jUcta^  was  a  fleet  arrow,  with  narrow 
feathers,  usually  employed  agaiut  rovers.**  8ce  Blount^t  Ancient  fenuref,  1679  Thb  species  of 
arrow  is  mentioned  in  Rm  Jonson'i  Cynthia  $  Reved,  A  5.  S.  lO.  **  O  yes,  here  be  of  all  soru,  flight*^ 
roven,  and  but  shafb.  But  1  cao  wound  with  a  brandish,  and  never  draw  bow  for  the  matter."  i>ee 
also  Dt  Farmer^s  note  on  Much  Ado  about  Nothing,  A.  1.  i^.  I. 
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Ifich.  I  hear  nothing  bot  the  owl  and  yoo . 

Frank.  So :  now  my  watch's  hand  points  opon 
twelve, 
And  it  isjatt  midnight:  where  mi*t  mj  keys? 

Nick.  H«re,  sir. 

^n»L  Tlus  is  the  key  that  opes  mj  outward 
gate; 
This  is  the  haU-doer;    this  the    withdrawing 

ebaaiher; 
But  this,  that  door  that's  bawd  unto  my  shame ; 
Fountain  and  spring  of  all  my  bieeding  thoughts, 
Where  the  most  hallowed  order  and  true  knot 
Of  nuptial  .sanctity  hath  been  profaned ; 
It  leads  to  my  polluted  bed-cnamber> 
Once  my  tcVrestrial  heaven,  bow  my  earth's  hell; 
The  place  where  sins  in  all  thw  ripeness  dwell. 
Bat  I  forget  myself;  now  to  my  gate. 

Nkh.  It  must  ope  with  far  less  noise  than 
Cripple-gate^ 
Or  your  plot's  dash'd. 

Frank.  So,  reach  me  my  dark  lantborn  to  the 
rest; 
Tread  softly,  softlv. 

Nich.  1  will  walk  on  eggs  this  pace. 

Frank.  A  general  silence  hath  surprized  the 
house. 
And  this  is  the  last  door.    Astonishment, 
Fear,  and  amazement,  beet  upon  my  hearty 
Even  as  a  madman  beats  upon  a  drum. 
O  keep  my  eyes,  you  heavens,  before  I  enter^ 
From  any  sight  that  may  transfix  my  soul ; 
Or,  if  there  be  so  black  a  spectacle, 
Oh  strike  mine  eyes  stark  blind ;  or  if  not  so. 
Lend  me  such  patience  to  digest  my  grief. 
That  I  may  keep  this  white  and  virgin  hand 
^roro  any  violent  outrage,  or  red  murder ! 
And  with  that  prayer  I  enter.  [Exit. 

Nich.  Here's  a  circumstance  indeed !  a  man 
may  be  made  a  cockold  in  the  time  he's  about  it. 
And  the  case  were  mane,  as  'tis  my  roaster's, 
f  sbldod,  that  he  makes  me  swear,)  I  would  have 
placed  his  kcti%D,  entered  there ;  I  would,]  I 
would. 

Re-enter  Feahkford. 

Frank.  Oh  !  Oh ! 

NkH.  Master,  'sblood !  master !  master ! 
Frank.  Oh  me  unhappy  !  I  have  found  them 
lying 


Close  in  each  othei's  arms,  and  fast  asleep. 
But  that  I  would  not  damn  two  predoos  soals^ 
Bought  with  my  Saviour's  blood,  aad  send  them, 

laden 
With  all  their  scarlet  sins  npon  their  backs> 
Unto  a  fearful  judgment,  their  two  lives 
Had  met  upon  my  rapier. 

Nich,  Master,  wfaa^  have  ye  left  them  sleefun^ 

still? 
Let  me  go  wake  'eifi. 

Frank.  Stay,  lei  me  pause  a  while. 
O  God  !  O  God !  that  it  were  possible 
To  undo  ibJngs  done ;  to  call  back  yesterday ! 
That  time  could  turn  up  his  swift  sandy  glass, 
To  untell  the  days,  and  to  redeem  these  hours ! 
Or  that  the  sun 
Could,  rising  from  the  west,  draw  his  coadi 

backward ; 
Take  from  the  account  of  time  so  many  minutes^ 
Till  be  had  all  these  seasons  call'd  again, 
Those  minutes,  and  those  actions  done  in  them. 
Even  from  her  first  offence ;  that  I  might  take 

her 
As  spotless  as  an  angel  in  my  arms ! 
But,  oh  i  I  talk  of  things, impossible, 
And  cast  beyond  the  moon.  ^'   God  give  me  pa* 

tiencc. 
For  I  will  in  and  wake  them.  [Exit. 

Nich.  Here's  patience  per  force !  *^ 
He  needs  most  trot  afoot  that  tires  his  horse. 

£nter  Wen  doll  running  over  thi  Stage  in  a 
night-gown^  Frankford  after  him  with  n 
Sword  drawn^  the  Maid  in  her  tmock  stav$ 
hit  hand,  and  cla^  heid  on  him.  He 
pauseefor  a  whiie. 

Frank.  I  thank  thee,  maid;   thou,   like  an 
angePs  hand. 
Hast  stay'd  me  from  a  bloody  sacrifice. — 
Go,  villain,  and  my  wrongs  sit  on  thv  soul 
As  heavy  as  this  grief  doth  upon  mine. 
When  thou  record*st  my  many  courtesies, 
And  shalt  compare  them  with  tl^  treacherous 

heart. 
Lay  them  together,  weiah  them  equally, 
Twill  be  revenge  enough.    Go,  to  thy  friend, 
A  Judas ;  pray,  pray.  Test  I  \i^  to  see 
Thee,  Judas-like,  haug'd  od  an  elder-tree« 


^'  But,  oh  I  I  UJk  9f  thingi  impotnble, 


And  eatt  beywd  tfc«  ifMwn^"  To  cost  beyond  the  moon,   is  an  expression  used  hi  Hinde't  ITutu 
Ubidinoec,  lem.    Api\n,\u  Mother  Bo.mbie,m4.    *';flh\o  hnih  t^ueLvand  hin^fJ^^^ 
the  moon.^*    Mr  Steevens  s  note  to  Tttut  Andronicut,  A.  4.  3. 


^  HcTi'f  patience  per  fotxe.'-Thh  expression  seems  to  have  been  proverbial.  «  PaHenee  perforce  h  « 

medichie  for  a  road  dog."  »-„,-  Pr,»^7  J^^ 

Again,  io  Gascoigne't  Fable  ofJeronimi,  p.  S77.  ^^  '  ^roverbi,  p.  145. 

t*  to  detennhH;  that  if  he  might  espie  evident  prM>fo  of  his  mistres  ffaQtic!   iu^wimU^^ 

content  with  patience  perforee,  and  geve  his  m&tresie  the  iSevOoM  manet.^  '  ^'^  "^^ 
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Enter  Mr$  Frankfobd  in  her  Smocif  Migh^ 
gown,  and  Night-attire^ 


Mrs  Anne,  O  by  what  word,  what  title,  or 
what  name, 
Shall  I  Entreat  yoar  pardon  ^  Pardon !  0)1 ! 
I  am  as  ftfr  from  hofnng  such  sweet  grace, 
As  Lucifer  from  heaven.    To  call  you  husband ! 
(O  me,  most  wretched  !)  I  have  lost  that  name, 
I  am  no  more  your  wife. 

Nich.  'Shlood,  sir,  she  swoons. 
frank.  Spare  thou  thy  tears,  for  I  will  weep 
for  thee : 
And  keep  thy  couotenancCi  for  HI  blush  for  thee. 
Now,  I  protest,  I  think,  *xja  I  am  tainted. 
For  I  am  most  ashamed ;  and  'tis  more  hard 
For  roe  to  look  upon  thy  guilty  face. 
Than  on  the  sun's  clear  brow  *: 
What  would'st  thou  speak? 

Mn  Anne,  1  would  I  had  no  tongue,  no  ears, 
no  eyes. 
No  apprehension*  no  capacity. 
When  do  you  spurn  me  like  a  dog  ?  when  tread 

me 
Under  feet?  when  drag  me  by  the  hair  ? 
Though  I  deserve,  a  thousand  thousand  fold. 
More  than  you  can  inflict;  yet,  once  my  husband, 
For  womanhood,  to  which  I  am  a  shame, 
Thoudi  once  an  ornament;  even  for  his  sake 
That  hath  redeem*d  our  souls,  mark  not  my  face, 
Nor  hack  me  with  your  sword :  but  let  me  go 
Perfect  and  undeformed  to  my  tomb. 
I  am  not  worthy  that  I  should  prevail 
In  the  least  suit;  no,  not  to  speak  to  you, 
Nor  look  on  you,  nor  to  be  in  your  presence ; 
Yet,  as  an  abject,  this  one  suit  I  crave. 
This  granted,  I  am  ready  for  my  grave. 
Frank,  My  God,  .with  patience  arm  me! — 
Rise,  nay  rise. 
And  III  debate  with  thee.    Was  it  for  want 
Thou  pla/dst  the  strumpet?  Was't  thou  not  sup- 
plied 
Witli  every  pleasure,  fashion,  and  new  toy; 
Nay  even  beyond  my  calling  ? 
Mrs  Anne.  I  was. 

Frank,  Was  it  then  disability  in  roe? 
Or  in  thine  eye  seem'd  he  a  properer  roan  ? 
Mrt  Anne,  O  no, 

Frank.  Did  wot  I  lodge  thee  in  my  bosom? 
Wear  thee  in  my  heart  ? 
Mrs  Anne,  i  ou  did. 

Frank.  I  did  indeed,  witness  my  tears  I  did.— 
Go  bring  my  infants  hither.— O  Nan,  O  Nan; 
If  neither  fear  of  shame,  regard  of  honour. 
The  blemish  of  my  house,  nor  my  dear  love. 
Could  have  with-held  thee  from  so  lewd  a  fact ; 
Yet  for  these  infants,  these  young  harmless  souls. 
On  whose  white  brows  thy  shame  b  character*d| 
And  grows  in  greatness  as  they  wax  in  years ; 
Look  but  on  them,  and  melt  away  in  tears  !— 
Away  with  them;  lest,  as  her  spotted  body 
Hath  stained  their  names  with  stripe  of  bastardy^ 


So  her  adulteroos  breath  may  blast  their  spirits 
With  her  infectious  thoughts.    Away  with  them. 
Mrs  Anne.  In  this  one  life  I  die  ten  thousand 

deaths. 
Frank,  Stand  up^  stand  up,  I  will  do  nothing 
rashly; 
I  wri!  retire  a  while  into  my  study. 
And  thou  shalt  hear  thy  sentence  presently. 

Mrs  Anne,  'Xis  welcome,,  be  it  death.    0  roe, 

base  strumpet ; 
That,  having  such  a  husband,  such  sweet  chijdceo. 
Must  enjoy  neither  I  oh  to  redeem  mine  honour, 
I  would  have  tliis  hand  cut  oS,  these  my  breasts 

sear'd. 
Be  rack'd,  strappado'd,  put  to  any  torment; 
Nay,  to  wipe  but  this  scaadal  out,  I  would  bar 

zard 
The  rich  aud  dear  redemption  of  my  souL 
He  cannot  be  so  base  as  to  forgive  me ; 
Nor  I  so  shameless  to  accept  his  pardon. 
O  women,  women,  you  that  yet  have  kept 
Your  holy  matrimonial  vow  unstain'd. 
Make  me  your  instance ;  when  you  tread  awr^. 
Your  sins,  like  mine,  will  on  your  conscience  lifli. 


Enter  Sisly,  Spiogot,  all  the  Servin^men,  and 
JfiNKiv,  as  newly  come  out  qfhed. 

All.  O  mistress,  mistress,  what  have  yoq  done, 

mistress? 
Nich,  What  a  caterwauling  keep  you  here? 
Jen,  O  lord,  mistress,  how  comes  thi»to  pass  ? 
my  master  is  run  away  in  his  shirt-  and  never  so 
much  as  called  me  to  bring  his  clothes  after  him. 
Mrs  Anne.  See  whal  guilt  is !  here  Stand  X  in 
this  place, 
Ashamed  to  look  my  servants  in  the  faciSf 

Enter  Mr  Frankpobd  and  Crafwell;  wAon 
seeing^  she  falls  on  her  knees. 

Frank,  My  words  are  registered  in  heaven  aW 
ready. — 
With  patience  hear  me,    1*11  not  martyr  thee,. 
Nor  mark  thee  for  a  strumpet ;  but  wjth  usage 
Of  more  humility  torment  thy  soul. 
And  kill  thee  even  with  kincfaiess. 

Cran,  Mr  Frankford. 

Frank,  Good  Mr  Cranwell— Woman,  hear 
thy  judgment. 
Go  make  thee  ready  in  thy  best  attire ; 
Take  with  thee  all  thy  gowns,  all  thy  apparel : 
Leave  nothing  that  did  ever  call  thee  mistress, 
Or  by  whose  sight,  being  left  here  in  the  house, 
I  may  remember  such  a  woman  was, 
Chuse  thee  a  bed  and  hanginss  for  thv  chamber ; 
Take  with  thee  every  thing  which  hath  thy  mark, 
And  get  thee  to  my  manor  seven  miles  off: 
Where  live,  'tis  thine,  I  freely  give  it  thee. 
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Mj  tenants  br  shall  famish  thee  with  wains  ^' 

To  carry  all  thy  stafl^  within  two  hoars ; 

No  longer  will  I  limit  thee  my  sight. 

Chase  which  of  all  my  servants  thou  likest  best. 

And  they  are  thine  to  attend  thee. 

Mrs  Anne.  A  mild  sentence. 

Frank.  But  as  thou  hopest  for  heaven,  as  thou 
believest 
Hit  name's  recorded  n  the  book  of  life, 
I  charge  thee,  never,  after  this  sad  day, 
To  see  me,  or  to  meet  roe ;  or  to  send 
By  word  tr  writing,  gift,  or  otherwise. 
To  move  roe,  by  thy  self,  or  by  thy  friends ; 
Nor  challenge  any  part  in  my  two  children. 
So,  farewell.  Nan;  for  we  will  henceforth  be 
As  we  had  never  seen«  ne'er  more  shall  see. 

JUrt  Anne.  How  full  my  heart  is,  in  mine  eyes 
appears ; 
What  wants  in  words,  I  will  supply  in  tears. 

Frank.  Come,  take  your  coach,  yoar  stuff,' all 
must  along  •  ' 
Servants  and  all  make  ready,  all  be  gone ; 
It  was  thy  hand  cut  two  hearts  out  of  one. 

[Exeunt. 

Enter  Sir  Charles  Moitntford,   gentleman- 
hke^  and  hit  Sister ^  gent iewoman- like. 
Susan   Brother,  why  have  you  trick'd  me  like 
a  bride, 
Bought  me  this  gay  attire,  these  ornaments? 
Forget  you  our  estate,  our  poverty  ? 
Sir  Char,  Call  me  not  prother,  but  imagine 
me 
Some  barbarous  out-law,  or  uncivil  kern : 
For  if  thou  shutt'st  thv  eye,  and  only  hear'st 
T\\€:  words  that  f  shall  utter,  thou  shalt  judge  me 
Some  staring  ruffian,  not  thy  brother  Charles. 

0  sister ! — 

Susan.  O  brother,  what  doth. this  strange  Ian- 
gua^  mean  ? 

Sir  Char,  Dost  love  me,  sister?  would'st  thou 
see  me  live 
A  bankrupt  beggar  in  the  world's  disgrace, 
And  die  indebted  to  mine  enemies  ? 
Would'st  thou  behold  me  stand  like  a  huge  beam 
In  the  world's  eye,  a  bye-word  and  a  scorn  ? 
It  lies  in  thee  of  these  to  acquit  me  free. 
And  all  my  debt  I  may  out-strip  by  thee. 

Susan.  By  me  ?  why  |  have  nothing,  nothing  left, 

1  owe  even  for  tlie  clothes  upon  my  back; 
1  »m  not  worth 

Sir  Char.  O  sister,  say  not  so ; 


It  Kes  in  you  my  downcast  state  to  raise ; 
To  make  me  stand  on  even  points  with  the  worid* 
Come,  sister,  you  are  rich ;  indeed  you  are : 
And  in  your  power  you  have,  without  delay, 
Acton's  five  hundred  pound  back  to  repay. 

Susan.  Till  now  I  had  thought  y'  had  lov'd  ioe. 
By  my  honour. 
Which  I  have  kept  as  spotless  as  the  moon, 
I  ne'er  was  mistress  of  that  single  doit 
Which  I  reserv  d  not  to  supply  your  wants ; 
And  d'ye  thiuk  that  I  would  hoard  from  you  ? 
Now,  by  my  hopes  in  heaven,  knew  1  the  means 
To  buy  you  from  the  slavery  of  your  debts^ 
Especially  from  Acton,  whom  I  hate, 
I  would  redeem  it  with  my  life  or  blood. 

Sir  Char.    I  challenge  it;    and,  kindred  set 
apart, 
Thiis,  ruffian-like,  I  lay  siege  to  thy  heart 
What  do  I  owe  to  Acton  ? 

Susan.  Why,  s«>me  five  hundred  pounds; 
Towards  which,  I  swear. 
In  all  the  world  I  have  not  one  denier. 

Sir  Char.  It  will  not  prove  so.    Sister,  now 
resolve  me. 
What  do  you  think,  and  speak  yonr  consdence, 
Would  Acton  give,  might  he  enjoy  your  bed  ? 

Sman.  He  would  not  shrink  to  spend  a  thou- 
sand pound. 
To  give  the  Mounifords*  name  so  deep  a  wound* 

Sir  Char,  A  thousand  pound !  I  but  five  hundred 
owe ; 
Grant  him  your  bed,  he's  payed  with  interest  so. 

Susan.  O,  brother ! 

Sir  Char,  O,  sister,  only  this  one  way, 
With  that  rich  jewel  you  my  debts  may  pay : 
In  speaking  thu  my  cold  heart  shakes  with  shame. 
Nor  do  I  wooe  you  in  a  brother's  name. 
But  in  a  stranger's.    Shall  I  die  in  debt 
To  Acton,  my  grand  foe,  aud  you  still  wear 
The  precious  jewel  that  he  holds  so  ^lear ! 

Susan,  My  honour  I  esteem  as  dear  and  pre- 
cious 
As  my  redemption. 

Sir  Char  1  esteem  you,  sister,  as  dear. 
For  so  dear  prizing  it. ' 

Susan,  Will  Charles 
Have  me  cut  off  my  hands,  and  send  them  Acton, 
Rip  up  iny  breast,  and  with  my  bleeding  heart 
Present  him,  as  a  token  ? 

Sir  Char.  Neither,  sister; 
But  hear  me  in  my  strange  assertion. 
Thy  honour  and  my  soul  are  equal  in  mj  regard; 


»5  TTowM— t.  e.  wagons.    See  Skinner  and  Minshieu.    So  In  The  Second  Part  of  King  Edward  tht 
FoKrtA,  by  i/eyvood,  1 0£6,  Sign.  M.  4  ''         * 

"  — r~  then  shall  you  retume. 

And  of  yo^T  best  proVisipn  send  te  ui 

Thirty  waine  loade,  besides  tWcIve  tunne  of  wine,*' 
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Nur  will  thy  brother  Charles  sanrive  thj  shame. 
Hb  kindness,  like  a  bardeo*  hath  surcharged  me^ 
And  under  his  gpod  deeds,  I  stooping  go, 
Not  with  an  upright  soul.    Had  1  remained 
In  prison  still,  there  doubtless  i  had  died ; 
Then  unto  him  that  freed  me  from  that  prison 
Siill  do  1  owe  this  life.     What  moved  my  foe 
To  infranchise  me  ?   Twas,  sister,  for  jnur  love. 
With  full  five  hundred  pounds  be  bought  your 

love, 
And  shall  he  not  enjoy  it?  Shall  the  weight 
Of  all  this  heavy  burden  lean  on  me. 
And  will  not  you  bear  part^  You  did  partake 
The  Joy  of  my  release;  will  you  not  stand 
In  joint-bond  bound  to  satisfy  the  debt? 
Shall  1  be  only  charged? 

Susan,  But  that  1  know 
These  arguments  come  from  an  honoured  mind. 
As,  in  your  most  extremity  of  need, 
Scorning  to  stand  in  debt  to  one  you  hate ; 
Nay,  rather  would  engage  your  unstain'd  honour 
Than  to  be  held  ingrate,  I  should  condemn  you. 
I  see  your  resolnticin,  and  assent ; 
So  Charles  will  have  me,  and  I  f  m  content 

Sir  Char.  For  this  I  trick'd  you  up. 

Susan,  But  here%  a  knife, 
To  save  mine  honour,  shall  slice  out  my  lifo. 

Sir  Char.  Aye,  now  thou  pleasest  me  a  thou- 
sand  times 
More  in  thy  resolution  than  thy  grant. 
ObMrve  her  love;  to  sooth  it  tu  my  suit, 
Her  honour  she  will  hazard,  though  not  lose ; 
To  bring  me  out  of  debt,  her  rigorous  hand 
Will  pierce  her  heart    Oh,  wonder!   that  will 

chuse, 
Rather  than  stain  her  blood,  her  life  to  lose. 
Come,  you  sad  sister  to  a  woeful  brother, 
This  is  the  gate :  1*11  bear  him  such  a  present. 
Such  an  acquittance  for  the  knight  to  seal. 
As  will  amaxe  his  senses,  and  surprise 
With  admiration  all  his  fantasies. 

Enter  Sir  Faavcis  Actok  and  Malbt. 

Susan.  Before  his  unchaste  thoughts  shall  seise 
on  me, 
^s  here,  shall  my  imprison'd  soul  set  free. 

Sir  Fran.  How !    Mountford   with  his  sitter 
hand  in  hand ! 
What  miracle's  a-foot  ? 

Malinf  It  is  a  sight 
Begets  m  me  much  admiration. 

Sir  Char,  Stand  not  amazed  to  see  me  thus 
attended. 
Acton^  I  owe  thee  money,  and  being  unable 
To  bnng  thee  the  full  sum  in  ready  coin, 
Lo !  for  thy  more  assurance,  here^  a  pawn : 
My  sister,  my  dear  sister,  whose  chaste  honour ^ 
I  prize  above  a  million.    Here,  nay,  teke  her; 
She's  worth  your  money,  man,  do  not  forsake  her. 

Sir  Fran.  I  would  he  were  in  earnest 

Susan.  Impute  it  not  to  my  iramodestj. 


My  brother,  beioK  rich  in  notbiiig  else 
But  m  his  interest  that  he  hath  in  me. 
According  to  his  poverty  hath  bniught  yon 
Me,  all  lus  store;  whom,  howsoe'er  you  prize 
As  forfeit  to  your  band,  he  values  highly. 
And  would  not  sell,  but  to  acquit  your  deb^ 
For  any  emperor^s  ransom. 

Sir  Fran,  Stern  heart,  relent 
rhy  former  cruel^r  at  length  repent. 
Was  ever  known,  in  any  rornier  age, 
Such  honourable  wrested  courtesy  ? 
Lands,  honours,  life,  and  all  the  world  forego^ 
Rather  than  stand  engaged  to  such  a  foe. 

Sir  Char.   Acton,  she  is  too  poor  to  be  thy 
bride. 
And  I  too  much  opposed  to  be  thy  brother. 
Tho^  take  her  to  thee ;  if  thou  hast  the  heart 
To  seise  her  as  a  rape,  or  lustful  prey ; 
To  blur  our  bouse,  that  never  yet  was  stain'd; 
To  murder  her,  that  never  meant  thee  harm ; 
To  kill  me  now,  whom  once  thou  saved  st  from 

death. 
Do  then,  at  once  on  her.    All  these  rely. 
And  perish  with  her  spotted  chastity. 

iSir  Fran,  You  overcome  me  m  your  love,  Sir 
Charles; 
I  cannot  be  so  cruel  to  a  lady 
1  love  so  dearly.    Since  you  have  not  spared 
To  en^sge  vour  reputation  to  the  world. 
Your  sisters  honour,  which  you  prize  so  dear. 
Nay,  all  the  comfort  which  you  huld  on  cardi. 
To  grow  out  r>f  my  debt  being  your  foe : 
Your  honoured  thoughts,  lo !  Sius  I  recompence. 
Your  metamorphosed  toe  receives  your  gift 
In  satisfaction  of  all  former  wrongs. 
This  jewel  1  will  wear  here  in  myneart; 
And  where  before  I  thought  her  for  her  wants 
Too  base  to  be  my  bride ;  to  end  all  stnfe, 
I  seal  you  my  dear  brother,  her  my  wife. 

Susan,  You  still  exceed  us;  I  will  yield  to  fate^ 
And  learn  to  love,  where  I  till  now  did  hate. 

Sir  Char,  With  that  enchantment  you  have 
charm'd  my  soul. 
And  made  me  rich  even  in  those  very  words. 
I  pay  no  debt  but  am  indebted  more ; 
Rich  ia  your  love,  I  never  can  be  poor. 

Sir  Fran.  All's  mine  is  yours;  we  are  alike 
in  state,  « 

Let*s  knit  m  love  what  was  opposed  in  hate. 
Come,  for  our  nuptials  we  will  straight  provide, 
Blest  only  m  our  brother  and  fair  bnde.  [Exeunt* 

Enter  Ckavwcll,  Fsahkfoeo,  and  Nicholas. 

Crojt  Why  do  you  search  each  room  about 
your  house. 
Now  that  you  have  dispatcb'd  your  wife  away? 

IVen^  O,  sir,  to  see  that  nothing  may  be  left 
That  ever  was  my  wife's :   I  loved  her  deariy ; 
And  when  I  do  but  think  of  her  unkindness, 
My  tboqghts  are  all  in  bell ;  to  avoid  wluch  toi^ 

ment 
I  would  not  have  a  bodkio  or  a  cu£^ 
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A  bracelet,  neeklaoe,  or  rehato^  mre; 
Nor  any  thing  that  eier  was  call'd  bei^y^ 
I^ft  me,  bj  which  I  might  remtmbeff  her. 
Seek  round  aboat 

Nick,   'Sblood,  master,  here's  her  kte  fluDg 
in  a  comer. 

Frank,  Her  lute }  Ob  God !  upon  this  inalnn 
ment 
Her  fingers  have  ran  tfnck  divisioii. 
Swifter  than  that  which  now  divides  our  hearts. 
These  frets  have  made  me  ptoasant,  that  have  now 
Frets  of  mji    beart*strmgs  made.    O,    Master 

Craawell, 
Oft  hath  she  made  this  melancholy  wood. 
Now  mote  and  dumb  for  her  disastrous  chance. 
Speak  sweetly  many  a  note,  sound  many  a  strain 
To  her  own  ravislung  voice;  which,  beii^  w«U 

strung. 
What  pleaaant  strange  airs  have  the^  jointly  mag? 
Post  with  it  af^er  her.    Now,  nothmg*s  Wit ; 
Of  her  and  ber*s  I  am  at  once  bereft. 

Nich,  1*11  ride  and  overtake  her,  do  my  message, 
And  come  back  again,  [Exit, 

Craru  Mean  time,  sir,  if  you  pie^^K, 
111  to  Sir  Francis  Acton,  and  infot ra  bim 
Of  what  hath  past  betwixt  you  and  hb  sister. 

Frank,    Do  as  you  please, — How  ill  am  I 
bested, 
To  be  a  widower  ere  my  wife  be  dead !  [E^teunt* 

Enter  Mrs  Faankford,  with  Jenkik,  her  Maid 
SiSLY,  her  Coachman^  and  three  Carters, 

.  Mrs  Anne,  Bid  my  coach  stay  3  why  should  I 

ride  in  state, 
Being  horl'd  so  low  down  bv  tl|e  band  of  fate  ? 
A  seat  like  to  my  fortunes  let  me  have ; 
Earth  for  my  chair,  and  for  my  bed  a  grave. 

Jen,  Comfort,  good  mistreaa^  you  have  wa* 
tered  your  coach  with  tears  already !  you  have 
but  two  miles  now  to  go  to  your  manor.  A  man 
cannot  say  by  m^  old  master  Frankford  as  he  may 
say  by  me,  that  he  wants  manors,  for  he  hath 
three  or  four;  of  which  this  is  one  that  we  are 
going  to  now. 

Sisly,  Good  mistress,  be  of  good  cfaear;  9tf>rrow 
you  see  harts  yoa,  but  helps  you  noL  We  all 
moorn  to  see  you  so  sad. 

Carter,  Mistress^  I  see  some  of  my  landlord's 


Come  riding  post;  'tis  like  be  brtngs  some  eevs. 


a^Jnae.  Cooies be f rom Mr Frankfeid, he 
U  welcome; 
$0  is  his  new>^  because  they  come  from  him. 

Enter  Nicholas. 

NkK  There. 

Mrs  Anne,  I  know  the  lute;  oft  have  I  sang 
to  thee. 
We  both  are  out  of  tune,  both  out  of  time.. 

Nich,  Would  that  had  been  the  worst  m* 
strument  that  ever  you  play'd  on.  My  master 
commends  him  unto  ye ;  there's  all  he  can  find 
that  was  ever  yours.  Ue  hath  nothing  left  that 
ever  yoa  coula  li^  claim  to  but  his  own  hear^ 
and  he  could  not  afiford  you  that.  AU  that  I 
have  to  deliver  you  is  this:  he  prays  you  to  forget 
him,  and  so  he  bids  vou  farewelL 

Mrs  Ann6,  1  thank  him ;  he  is  kind,  a^d  ever 
was.— 
All  you  that  have  true  feeling  of  my  grie^ 
That  know  my  loss,  and  have  relenting  hearts, 
Gird  me  about,  and  Itelp  me  with  your  tears 
To  wash  my  spotted  sins.    My  lute  shall  groan ; 
It  cannot  weep,  t^t  shall  lament  my  moan. 

Enter  Wendoll. 

Wen.  Piwfued  with  honror  of  a  guilty  soiil» 
And  with  the  sharp  scourge  of  repentance  lasbViy 
I  fly  from  mine  own  shadow.    O,  my  stars ! 
What  have  my  parents  in  their  lives  deserved^ 
That  you  shoukl  lay  thb  penance  qq  their  sou  ? 
When  I  but  think  of  Master  Fraokfbrd's  love. 
And  lay  it  to  my  treason,  or  compare 
My  murdering  him  for  his  relieving  fie, 
It  strikes  a  terror  like  a  lightning's  flaah 
To  scorch  my  blood  up.    Thus  I,  like  the  owl, 
Ashamed  of  day,  Kve  m  these  shadowy  woodsy 
Afraid  of  every  leaf  or  murmuring  blast. 
Yet  longing  to  receive  some  perfect  knowledge 
How  he  hath  dealt  with  her«— Oh,  my  sad  me. 
Here,  and  so  far  from  home,  and  thus  attended ! 
Oh,  God !  I  have  divorced  the  truest  turtles 
That  ever  lived  together;  and,  beine  divided 
In  several  places,  make  their  severtu  moan ; 
She  in  the  fields  laments,  and  he  al  hone* 
So  poets  write,  that  Orpheus  made  the  trees 
And  stones  to  dance  to  his  meledioos  barp^ 
Meaning  the  rustic  and  the  barharoMS  hinds, 
That  had  no  undestanding  part  ia  then. 
So  she  from  these  rude  carters  teats  €xtraet% 


^  Rebato.'—OT  rabate^  "  an  omamMit  for  the  neck,  a  celfaMNband,  or  k%s4  of  fa£  Fr.  r«M* 
BaHh,  it  comes  from  vakaitH^  tapat  hack,  because  it  was  at  «nt  aathiaf  bitf  Ue  cellar  of  the  shirt  er 
shift,  twtfd  back  towai^s  the  shqwldcrs."    Mr  Hawkins's  note  to  Much  ado  about  Nothing  A.  3^  S.  4 

Tbii  article  ef  dqe^  ii  oAe»  meniUmed  in  our  asicient  writeis ;  as  in  Ben  Joason^s  CyjUhia's  BeteU, 
A.  4.  S.  I.     *'  Pray  thre  sil  dowo^  PhiLanlia,  that  rtbato  becomes  thee  singularly." 

Pekker's  Saiifromattrix,  ,         .   .'  ...        ,    ^^, 

*<  Fie  upon  tl  what  a  miserable  thing  His  to  be  a  nobte  bride  I  there*8  suck  detayi  in  risings  In  ttting 
gowns,  in  tirieg,  in  pinning  rebatoesy  in  poking,  in  dinner,  in  supper.  In  revels,  &c** 

j^id,    •« bis  reason  was,  that  a  rebato  was  worn  out  wUh  plnnuig  too  efttn.*' 

See  abo  Mr  Steevem's  note  on  Much  ado  about  Nothing, 


HiYwooD.]        A  WOMAN  KILUD  WITH  KINDNESS. 


455 


Making  their  flintf  hMitft  widi  ^rief  to  rise. 
And  draw  down  rivers  from  their  rocky  eyes. 

Mr$  Anne,  If  you  return  unto  my  master,  say 
(Though  not  from  me ;  for  I  am  all  unworthy 
To  blast  his  name  so  with  a  strumpet's  tongue) 
That  you  have  seen  me  weep,  wish  myself  dead. 
Nay,  i^ou  may  say  too  (for  my  vow  is  past) 
Last  night  you  saw  me  eat  and  drink  my  last 
This  to  your  master  you  mav  say  and  swear; 
For  it  is  writ  in  heaven,  and  decreed  here. 

NicK  I'll  say  you  wept;  Til  swear  you  nyide 
me  said. 
Why,  bow  now,  eyes?  what  now ?  what's  here  to 

do? 
I'm  gone,  or  I  shall  strait  turn  baby  too. 

Wen,  I  cannot  weep,  my  heart  is  all  on  fire; 
Curst  be  the  fruits  of  my  unchaste  desire ! 

Mrt  Anne,  Go,  break  thb  lute  upon  my  coach's 
wheelj 
As  the  last  music  that  I  e'er  shall  make; 
Not  as  my  husband's  ^ft,  but  my  farewell 
To  all  earth's  joy;  and  so  your  master  telU 

Nich.  If  I  can  for  crying. 

Wen,  Grief,  have  done, 
Or,  like  a  madman,  I  shall  frantic  run. 

Mr$  Anne,   You  have  beheld   the  woefull'st 
wretch  on  earth, 
A  woman  made  of  tears ;  would  you  bad  words 
To  express  but  what  you  see.    My  inward  grief 
No  tongue  can  utter ;  yet,  unto  your  power 
You  may  describe  my  sorrow,  and  disclose 
To  thy  sad  master  my  abundant  woes. 

Nich^  I'll  do  your  commendations. 

Mrt  Anne,  O,  no, 
I  dare  not  so  presume;  nor  to  my  children ; 
I  am  disclaim  d  in  both ;  alas,  I  am. 
O,  never  teach  them,  when  they  come  to  speak. 
To  name  the  name  of  mother;  chide  their  tongue. 
If  they  by  chance  light  on  that  hated  word ; 
Tell  them  'tis  naught;  for  when  that  word  they 


Poor  pretty  souls,  they  harp  on  their  own  shame. 
Wen,  To  recompense  her  wrongs,  what  can'st 
thou  do  f 
Thou  hast  made  her  husbandless  and  childless  too. 
Mrt  Anne,  I  have  no  more  to  say.   Speak  not 
for  me ; 
Yet  you  may  tell  your  master  what  you  see. 
JVicA.  ril  do'i,  [ExU, 

Wen,  ril  speak  to  her,   and  comfort  her  in 
grief. 
Oh !  but  her  wound  cannot  be  cured  with  words. 
No  matter  though,  I'll  do  my  best  good-will 
To  work  a  cure  on  her  whom  I  did  kill* 

Mrt  Anne,  So,  now  onto  my  coacl^   then  to 
my  home. 
So  to  my  deadi-bed ;  for,  from  this  sad  hour, 
I  never  will  nor  eat,  nor  drink,  nor  taste 
Of  any  cates  that  may  preserve  my  life : 
I  never  will  nor  smile,  nor  sleep,  nor  rest : 
But,  when  my  tears  have  wash'd  my  black  soul 

white. 
Sweet  Saviour^  to  thy  hands  I  yield  my  sprite. 


Wen.  O,  Mrs^rankford— — 

Mrt  Anne.  O,  for  God's  sake  fly ! 
The  devil  doth  come  to  tempt  me  ere  I  die. 
My  coach.— This  fiend,  that  with  an  angers  filoe 
Conjured  mine  honour,  'till  be  sought  my  wrack. 
In  my  repentant  eye  seems  ugly  blade 

[Exeunt  all,  except  Wen  doll  and 
jENKrN ;  the  Carttrt  whittUn^. 

Jen,  What,  my  young  master  that  fled  m 
his  shirt!  how  come  you  by  your  clothes  again? 
You  have  made  our  house  in  a  tweet  pickle,  ha^ 
ye  not,  think  you?  What,  shall  I  serve  you  still, 
or  cleave  to  the  old  bouse  ? 

Wen,  Hence,  slave,  away  with  thy  imseasoo'd 
mirth. 
Unless  thou  cati'st  shed  tears,  and  sigh,  and  bowl^ 
Curse  thy  sad  fortunes,  and  exclaim  on  fate^ 
Thou  art  not  for  my  torn. 

Jen,  Marry,  and  yoa  will  not,  another  will. 
Farewell,  and  be  han^d;  would  you  had  never 
come  to  have  kept  this  qooil  within  our  doors  ^ 
we  shall  ha'  yoa  run  awby  like  a  sprite  again. 

[Exit. 

Wen,  She's  gone  to  death,  I  live  to  want  and 
woe; 
Her  life,  her  sins,  and  all  upon  my  head. 
And  I  must  now  go  wander,  like  a  Cain, 
In  foreign  countries,  and  remoted  climes, 
Where  the  report  of  my  ingratitude 
Cannot  be  heard.    I'll  over  first  to  France, 
And  so  to  Germany  and  Italy ; 
Where,  when  I  have  recovered,  and  by  travel 
Gotten  those  perfect  tongues^  and  that  these  m- 

mours 
May  in  their  heighth  abate,  I  will  return  t 
And  I  divine,  however  now  dejected. 
My  worth  and  parts  being  by  some  great  man 

praised. 
At  my  return  I  may  in  court  be  nnsed.      [Bixit, 

Enter  Sir  Francis  Acton,  Sir  Charles  Mount- 
ford,  Cramwell,  Malby,  and  Susan. 

Sir  Fran,  Brother,  and  now  my  wife,  I  think 
these  troubles 
Fall  on  my  head  by  justice  of  the  heavens. 
For  being  so  strict  to  you  in  your  eitremities : 
But  we  are  now  atoned.    I  would  my  sister 
Could  with  like  happiness  overcome  her  griefe, 
As  we  have  ours. 

Sutan,  You  tell  us,  MrCranwell,  wond'rous 
things, 
Touching  the  patience  of  that  gentleman. 
With  what  strange  virtue  he  demeans  his  grief. 

ATr  Cran,  1  told  you  what  I  was  a  witness  of; 
It  was  my  fortune  to  lodge  there  that  night. 

Sir  Fran,  O  that  same  villain,  Wendoll !  twas 
his  tongne 
That  did  corrupt  her :  she  was  of  herself 
Chaste,  and  devoted  well.    Is  this  the  house? 

Cran,  Yes,  sir,  I  take  it  here  your  sister  lies. 

Sir  li-an.  My  brother  Frankford  shew'd  too 
mild  a  spirit 
In  the  revenge  of  such  a  loathed  crime ; 
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Less  than  he  did  no  miin  of  spirit  ooold  do. 
I  aai  »<)  far  frotii  blamiug  his  revenge, 
That  1  commend  ir.    Had  it  been  mj  case. 
Their  stiuls  at  once  had  frcmi  their  hreasu  been 

freed; 
Death  to  such  deeds  of  shame  is  the  due  meed. 

Enter  Jen  kin  and  Sisly. 

Jen,  O  mj  mistress,  mistress  my  poor  mistress ! 

Sisiy,  Alas !  that  ever  1  was  bora.  W  hat  shall 
I  d<i  for  mj  poor  mistress ! 

Sir  Char.  Whj,  what  of  her? 

Jm.  O,  Lord,  sir,  she  no  sooner  heard  that  her 
brother  and  her  fnends  were  come  to  see  how  she 
did,  but  she,  for  ver?  shame  of  her  guilty  con* 
science,  fell  into  soch  a  swoon,  that  we  had  much 
ado  to  get  life  in  her. 

Susan.  Alas !  that  she  should  bear  so  hard  a  fate. 
Fitv  it  is  repentance  comes  too  late, 

&r  FrsfL  Is  she  so  weak  in  body  ? 

Jen.  O,  sir,  I  can  assure.you  there's  no  hope  of 
life  in  her,  for  she  will  take  no  sustenance :  she 
hath  plainly  starved  herself,  and  now  she's  as  lean 
as  a  lath.  She  ever  I'loks  for  the  i^ood  liour. 
Many  gentlemen  and  gentlewomen  of  the  coun- 
try are  come  to  comfort  her. 

Enter  Mr$  Frankford  in  her  Bed. 

Malby.  How  fare  you,  Mrs  Frankford  ? 

Mrs  Anne.  Sick,  sick,  oh  sick :  Give  me  some 

air.    I  pray 
TeH  me,  oh  tell  me,  where  is  Mr  Frankford ; 
Will  he  not  deign  to  see  me  ere  I  die  ? 

Maltnf.  Yes,  Mrs  Frankford.  Dive^^  gentlemen, 
Your  loving  iieiglibourt,  with  that  just  request 
Have  moved,  and  told  him  of  your  weak  estate ; 
Who,  though  with  much  ado  to  get  belief, 
Examining  of  the  general  circumstance. 
Seeing  your  sorrow  and  your  penitence, 
And  hearing  therewithal  the  great  desire 
You  have  to  nee  him  ere  you  left  the  world, 
He  gave  to  us  his  faith  to  follow  us, 
And  sure  he  will  be  here  immediately. 

Mrs  Annt.  You  have  half  revived  me  with  the 

pleasing  news ; 
liaise  me  a  little  higher  in  my  bed. 
Blush  1  not,   brother  Acton?   Blush  I  not,  Sir 

Charles? 
Can  you  not  read  my  fault  writ  in  my  cheek  ? 
Is  not  niv  crime  there  ?  tell  me,  gentlemen. 
Sir  Char,  Alas !  good  mistress,  sickness  hath 

not  left  you 
Blood  in  your  face  enough  to  make  you  blush. 
Afrt  Anne,.  Then  sickness,  like  a  frieixl,  my 

fault  would  hide. 
Is  my  husband  come?  My  soul  but  tarries 
His  arrive,  then  I  am  fit  for.  heaven. 
Sir  Fran.  I  came  to  chide  you ;  but  my  words 

of  hate 
Are  torn*d  to  pity  and  compassionate  grief. 
I  came  to  rate  you ;  but  my  brawls,  you  see. 
Melt  into  tears,  and  I  must  weep  by  thee. 
Here's  Mr  Frankford  now. 


Emter  FEaaixroBD. 

JrVoii^  Good'morrow,  brother:  morrow,  gen- 
tlemen : 
God,  that  hath  laid  this  cross  upon  oor  beads, 
Mighty  had  he  pleated,  have  made  our  cause  oi 

meeting 
On  a  more  fair  and  more  contented  ground ; 
But  he  that  made  us,  made  os  to  this  woe. 

Mrs  Anmt,  And  is  be  come  ?   Methinki  that 
voice  I  knovi. 

Frank,  How  do  yon,  woman  ? 

Mrs  Anne.  Well,  Mr  Frankford,  well;  bot  shall 
be  better, 
I  hope,  within  this  hour.    Will  you  vouchsafe. 
Out  of  your  grace  and  your  humanity, 
To  take  a  spotted  strumpet  by  the  band  ? 

Frank,  This  hand  once  held  my  heart  in  faster 
bonds 
Than  now  'tis  griped  by  me.  -  God  pardon  them 
That  made  us  first  break  hold. 

Mrs  Anne,  Amen,  amen. 
Out  of  my  zeal  to  heaven,  whither  Fro  now  bound, 
I  was  so  impudent  to  wish  you  here ; 
And  once  more  beg  your  pardon.   Oh !  good  man. 
And  father  to  my  children,  pardon  me. 
Pardon,  O  pardon  me:  my  fault  so  heinous  is, 
That  if  you  in  this  world  forgive  it  not. 
Heaven  will  not  dear  it  in  the  world  to  come. 
Faintness  hath  so  usUrp'd  upon  my  knees. 
That  kneel  I  cannot ;  but  on  my  heart's  knees 
My  prostrate  soul  lies  thrown  clown  at  your  feet 
To  beg  your  gracious  pardon.   Pardon,  0  pardon 
me! 

Frank,  As  freely  from  the  low  depth  of  my  soul 
As  my  Redeemer  hath  forgiven  his  death, 
I  pardon  thee.    I  nill  shed  tears  for  thee; 
Pray  with  thee ;  and,  in  mere  pity  of  thy  weak 

estate, 
ril  wish  to  die  with  thee. 

All.  So  do  we  all. 

Nich.  So  will  not  I;  * 
ni  sigh  and  sob,  but,  by  my  faith,  not  die. 

Sir  Fran.  O,  Mr  Frankford,  all  the  near  al* 
liance 
r  lose  by  her,  shall  be  supplied  in  thee. 
You  are  my  brother  by  the  nearest  way ; 
Her  kindred  hath  falKo  ofl^  but  yoor's  d'^stay.P 

Frank.  Even  as  I  hope  for  pardon  at  mt  day. 
When  the  great  Judge  of  heaven  in  scarl^  sits. 
So  be  thou  pardon'd.    Though  thy  rash  offence 
Divorced  our  bodies,  thy  repentant  tears 
Unite  our  souls. 

Sir  Char.  Then  comfort.  Mistress  Frankford, 
You  see  your  husband  hath  forgiven  your  fall; 
Then  rouse  your  spirits,  and  cheer  your  fainting 
soul. 

Susan,  How  is  it  with  yoo  ? 

Sir  Fran.  How  d'ye  feel  yourself? 

Mrs  Anne.  Not  of  this  world. 

Frank.  I  see  you  are  not,  and  I  weep  to  see  it. 
My  Wife,  the  mother  to  m>  pretty  babes; 
Both  those  lost  names  1  do  restore  tiiee  Imck, 
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And  with  this  kisB  I  wed  thee  onoe  asain. 
Though  thou  art  wouoded  in  thy  honoured  niime, 
And  with  that  grief  upon  thy  death-bed  liest, 
Honest  in  heart,  upon  my  soul,  thou  diest. 
Mn  Anne.  Pardoned  on  earth,  sou),  thou  in 
heaven  art  free 
Onoe  more ;  thy  wife  dies  thus  embraci|[ig  thee. 

{Dies, 
Frank.  New  married,  and  new  widowed;  oh! 
she^s  dead, 
And  a  cold  grave  roust  be  her  nuptial  bed. 
Sir  Char,  Sir,  be  of  good  comfort,  and  your 
heavy  sorrow 
Fart  equally  amongst  us;  storms  divided 
Abate  their  force,  am|  wick  less  rage  are  guided. 


Cran.  Do,  Master  Frankford ;  he  that  hath 
least  part, 
Will  find  enough  to  drown  one  troubled  heart. 

Sir  Fran.   Peace  with  thee,  Nan. — ^Brothers^ 
and  gentlemen. 
All  we  that  can  plead  interest  in  her  grief. 
Bestow  upon  Wr  body  funeral  tears. 
Brother,  had  yoii  with  threats  and  usage  bad 
Punish^  her  sin,'  the  grief  of  her  offence 
Had  not  with  such  true  sorrow  touch'd  her  heart. 

Frank.  I  see  it  had  not:  therefore  oo  her  grave 
Will  I  bestow  this  funeral  epitaph. 
Which  on  her  marble  tomb  shall  be  enpaved. 
In  golden  letters  shall  these  words  be  ftll'd, 
'  Here  lies  she  whom  her  husband's  kindness 
kiUU'' 


EPILOGUE. 


An  hoQiest  crew,  disposed  to  be  merry. 
Came  to  a  tavern  by,  and  calPd  for  wine ; 
The  drawer  brouf^ht  it,  smiling  like  a  cherry, 
And  told  them  it  was  pleasant,  neat,  and  fine. 
Taste  it,  quoth  one.    He  did;  O  fie,  quoth  he. 
This  wine  was  good;    now't  runs  too  near 
the  lee. 

Another  sipp'd,  to  give  the  wine  his  doe, 

And  said  unto  the  rest  it  drunk  too  fiat; 

The  third  said,  it  was  old;  the  fourth,  too  new; 


Naj[,  quoth  the  fifth,  the  sharpness  likes  me  not* 
Thus,  gentlemen,  you  see,  how  in  one  hour. 
The  wine  was  new,  old,  flat,  sharp,  sweet,  and 
sour. 

Unto  tins  wine  we  do  allude  our  play, 
Which  some  will  judge  too  trivial,  spme  too  grave; 
You  as  our  guests  we  entertain  this  day, 
And  bid  you  welcome  to,  the  best  we  have. 
Excuse  us  then;  good  wine  may  be  disgraced^ , 
When  every  several  mouth  hath  soi^dry  taste. 


EDITION. 


^  A  Woman  kilde  with  Kindnesse;  as  it  hath  beene  oftendmes  acted  by  the  Queenes  Majesties 
servants.**    Written  by  Thomas  Heywood.    The  third  edition.    London,  printed  by  Isaac  Jaggard, 


yOJj.  II. 


3  M 


f  m  3 


A  MATCH  AT  MIDNIGHT. 


im^psw 


of  a  mttch  earher  date^  wfpoting  Mm  to  he  the  $amef  **  MaUter  Rowley^  once  c  rare  tcholar  ef 


Pembroke  hall  in  Camhridgel*  mentioned  by  Meree,*  as  one  of  the  bett  wriien  of  tomedy  in  those 
days.  He  appear^  by  the  extracts  which  Mr  Vertue  transcribed  f  from  some  accounts  of  Lord 
HarHn^ton^  Treatiurer  of  the  Chambers  tothe  brfor&mentioned  monarch,  to  have  been  one  of  the  compare 
'  '      '         "    ^  '        -       -  -  ide  to  him  and  his 

>  that  as  an  actor 


ny  (^players  belonging  to  the  Prince  qfWales^  several pojments  being  set  doom  as  made  to  him  and  his 
JellowSf  tor  the  performance  of  plays  at  court  ti^onpubttc  occasions.  We  aUofind,  that  as  an  actor 
he  excelled  more  in  comedy  than  in  trageth.  He  joined  with  other  writers  in  the  coimosition  of 
several  pkwSf  and  was  the  author  qfapamphktf  intitUd,  **  A  Search  for  Money  ;  or.  The  lament' 
able  Complaint  for  the  Losse  of  the  wandnng  Ib^gf^^  Mounneur  r Argent ;  or.  Come  along  with 
Me,  I  know  thou  looest  Mff^*  Dedicated  to  all  those  that  lack  moneyJ'  Ato  ,1609,  and  addressed^ 
To  his  entire  and  deare  esteemed  friend,  Maister  Tvomas  Hobbs. 

hk  the  Vramatii  Persm^  |wt^«4  U4ko«v»f%  of  All's  lost  bj  l#^  the  gmrt  of  Ja^^es^  a 
sin^cJtmmihgini$lemanf  is  said  tQ  hone  kstm  personated  by  the  poet  i  ai^iumimUosCs  lopfit 


a  Woman  mever 
'    4^0.  16d^ 
9.  "A^Tr^edy,  calkd  AVfs  lost  by  Lust    WfiUeu.  by  WilUam  Vmle^ ;  divert  timu  acted  by 
the  Laiy  SUtabeih^  servants^  and  now  lately  by  he/r  Majesty's  servants  with  great  i^tplauee,  at  the 
Phanix  in  Drury  LaneJ^    4#o.   tW8w 

S.**A  Match  ai  3MnUki.  A  pisasant  Cornet^ :  as  it  hath  beene  acted  by  the  ckUdten  of  the 
BeveHs.    Written  by  W.  B^*'    410.1669. 

4.  ^  A  Merrie  and  Pteasani  Qomedy  t  never  befbre  printed,  eaUed  a  Shoo-maker  a  Qentteman  ; 
as  it  hath  beene  sundry  times  acted  at  the  Ifed  Bull  and  other  Theatre  with  a  generall  and  good 
applauu.    Written  ^W.R.  Gentleman^    Ato.  1638. 

5.  **  The  Witch  of  Edmonton,  A  known  true  Story.  Composed  into  a  Tragi-€omedy  by  divers 
welUsteemed  Poets,  William  Bowley,  Thomas  Xkhker,  John  Ford,  Sfc.  Actedliy  the  Princes  Ser^ 
vants  ^en,  at  the  Cochrpit,  in  Drury  LoMi^  oaca  at  Courtrwith  sinAHar  appknue ;  never  printed 
till  now."*    4to.  1658.  ^ 

6.**  The  Birth  of  Merlin;  or.  The  ChUde  hath  found  his  Father;  as  it  hath  been  several  times 
acted  with  great  applaatt.    Written  by  William  Shakespeare  and  William  Bowl^J*    4to.  166S. 

Shakespeare*s  having  oiiy  concern  in  this  piece,  is  very  doubtful 

William  Rowley  wrote  other  plays,  which  were  never  printed.  Mr  ^alonet  mentions  the 
following  : 

1.    «  2^  honoured  Loves.'' 

^.    "*  The  ParUament  of  Love.'' 

5.    "^  Nmrnci^ACometfy^ 


•  Second  Part  of  WH*s  Conmonwealtb,  1508,  p*  88S, 
f  Oidyi's  MS.  Nolei  en  Leaf  baine. 

t  Attempt  to  aicertoin  the  order  In  whicli  tbe  plays  aitritmted  to  Shakespeare  were  irrittcii, 
331^ 


t    4»    I 


IHtAMATIS  raR80N£» 


Sir  llAMiABVKa  lliirt^auarBa. 
Sir  Janus  AHBODtxiER^ 
Ctpdun  CAJttEOvtt 
lieutenaDt  Bottom. 
Anoieat  Yotriitt. 
Bloodhouhii,  «  Cmi^. 

Randall,  a  Wekhman^ 
Ear^laci^  a  SeHvene^ 
SiH,  tMe  Ckmfn. 
oOBiff  SttlfUHi  t6  f^  Widow, 


Hudm^  SiigtMl  like 


Jkntih  the  Widm's 

A  Smith. 

Wkt€k 


Wkiow  WjtOQt. 

Vln  Mart,  BMODRdvxR'a  Dmmhitr. 

Widow*$  Maid. 

Mrs  C^OTt,  H  SMDdL 

Sts  Shorthbels^  a  Whore. 


ACt    I. 


SCENE  I. 

inter,  as  mtikmg  ihemteheM  rea<hh  Tih^  Blood- 
Hovmv  of^  StM  the  Man. 

Sim.  Good-moiToW|  Master  Ttm. 

nm.  Morrow,  9Sm ;  toy  fcther  sthring,  Sim  ? 

Sim.  Not  yet,  I  think ;  he  beard  some  ill  news 
of  your  brother  Aleiander  last  night,  that  will 
mate  htm  lie  an  hour  extraonfinarj. 

Tim.  Hum :  I'm  wrrj  the  old  man  should  lie 
by  the  hour;  but  tfh^  these  wicked  elder  brothers, 
that  swear  refuse  them, '  and  drink  nothing  but 
wicked  sack !  when  we  swear  nothing  but  niggers 
noggers^  make  a  med  of  a  Moat  herring,  water 
it  with  four  shilfings  beer,  and  then  swear  we 
have  dined  as  well  as  my  lord  mayor. 

Sum,  Here  was  goody  Fmny,  the  fish  woman, 
fetched  home  her  ring  last  night. 


2lim  You  sholild  have  put  her  money  by  itself, 
for  fear  of  wrongiBg  the  whole  heap. 
Sim.  So  I  did,  air^  and  wash'd  h  first  in  two 


Tim.  All  these  pettjr  pawns,  sirrah,  my  £sther 
comuiits  to  my  managing  to  instract  me  in  this 
craft,  that,  when  he  dies,  the  oommooweahh 
may  not  want  a  good  member* 

Enter  Mn  Mart. 

Sim.  Nay,  you  are  curst  as  much  as  he  already. 

Mr$  Mary.  Oh,  brother,  'tis  well  yeu  are  up. 

Tim.  Why,  why? 

Mr$  Mary.  Now  jou  shall  see  the  dainty 
widow,   the  sweet  widow,  the  delicate  widow, 
that  to-morrow  morning  must  be  our  motber>in 
bw, 

Tim.  What,  the  widow  Wagge? 


'  Refuse  them^ — Refiae  me,  or  God  reflm  me,  appears  to  Iwve  been  aoMog  the  Ihshlonable  mo4es  of 
swearing  in  our  author's  time.  So  hi  The  White  DevU^  A«  1.  8. 1.  Flastlnoo  says,  God  refute  mew  Agaiii, 
in  A  Dogge  of  IVarre,  by  Taylor  the  water  poet,  folio  edltioa,  IMO,  p.  989  : 

'*  Some  like  Dominicall  Lettert  gee. 
In  scarlet  from  the  top  to  Uttf 

Whose  valours  talke  and  smoake  all ; 
Who  make  (God  shik  'em)  tbtftr  dUcMrse 
Befiue^  Renooooe,  or  Dam  that's  worse  ; 

1  wish  a  baiter  choalie  aH," 

Again  in  The  Gamester,  Wlldfaig  says,  «  Refute  me,  If  1  dM.** 
7 
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Skn.  Yet,  yes,  she  that  dwells  id  Black-frrars,  ( 
next  to  the  sign  of  the  fool  laughing  at  a  feather  *  ' 
Mr$  Morym  She,  she;   good  brother,  make 
prourself  haDdsome,  for  my  father  will  bring  her 
hither  t>re8ently. 

Tm,  Niggers  Doggers,  I  thou^t  he  had  been 
sick,  and  had  not  been  up,  Sim. 

^m.  Whr  so  did  I  too;  but  it  seetns  the 
widow  took  him  at  a  better  hand,  and  raised  him 
so  much  the  sooner. 

Tim.  While  I  tie  my  band,  pf^ythee  stroke  up 
my  foretop  a  little:  ninsers,  an'  I  had  but 
dreamed  or  this  an  hour  before  I  waked,  I  would 
ha?e  put  on  my  Sunday  clothes :  'snails,  my  shoes 
are  as  pale  as  die  cheek  of  a  stewed  pander ;  a 
clout,  a  clout,  Sipn. 

iSim.  More  haste  the  worse  speed;  here's  De*er 
a  clout  now. 

71m.  What's  that  lies  by  the  books  ? 

Sim,  This  ?  'tis  a  Sumner's  coat. ' 

2tm.  Pr'ythee  lend's  a  sleeve  of  that;  he  had 
a  noble  ont  last  night,  and  never  paid  me  my 
bill-money. 

Enter  Old  Bloodhound,  the  Widm,  her  Maid, 
aiul  Man. 

ilood.  Look^  look,  up  and  ready !  all  is  ready, 
widow.  He  is  in  some  deep  discourse  with  Sim, 
concerning  monies  out  to  one  or  another. 

Widi  Has  he  said  his  players,  sir  ? 

Biood.  Prayer  before  providence?  When  did 
ye  know  any  thrive  and  swell  that  uses  it?  He's 
a  chip  o'  the  old  block ;  I  exercise  him  in  the  trade 
of  thrift,  by  turning  him  to  all  the  petty  pawns. 
If  they  come  to  me,  I  tell  them  I  have  given  over 
brokering,  rooyling  for  muck  and  trash,  and  that 
I  mean  to  live  a  life  monastic,  a  praying  life ;  pull 
out  the  tale  of  Croesus  from  my  pocket,  and 
swear  'tis  call'd  Charity's  Looking-glass,  or  an  Ex- 
hortation to  forsake  the  world. 
•  Maid.  Dainty  hypocrite !  lAiide. 

Wid.  Peace.      .    .  ^ 

Btood.  But  let  a  fine  fool  that's  well  feather'd 
come,  and  withal  good  meat,  1  have  a  friend,  it 
may  be,  that  may  compassionate  his  wants.  Til 
tell  you  an  old  ^w*  fort,  over  my  chimney  yonder. 


A  poor  man  teem  to  him  thatt  poor, 

And  pray t  thee  for  to  lend; 
But  tea  the  prodigal,  not  quite  tpent. 
Thou  w  ilt  procure  a  friend. 
Wid.  Trust  me,  a  thrifty  saw. 
Blood.  Many  will  have  virtuous  admonitioDS 
OD  their  walls,  but  not  a  piece  in  their  coffers ; 
give  me  these  witty  politic  saws,  ilnd  indeed  my 
house  is  furaish'd  with  no  other. 

Wid.  How  happy  shall  I  be  to  wed  fodi  wis> 

dom ! 
Blood.  Shalt  bed  it,  shalt  bed  it,  wench)  shall 
ha't  by  infusion.    Look,  look  ! 

Enter  a  Smith. 
Smith.  Save  ye,  master  Tim ! 

lYm.  Who's  this?  goodmanFde  the  Uacksmith! 
I  thought  it  had%een  our  old  collier.  Did  you 
go  to  bed  with  that  dirty  face,  goodman  File  i 

Smith.  And  rise  with  it  too,  sir. 

Tim.  What  have  you  bumming  out  there,  good- 
man  File  ? 

Smith.  A  vice,  sir,  that  I  would  fain  be  far* 
nish'd  with  a  little  money  upon. 

Jim.  Why,  how  will  you  do  to  work  thei^ 
goodman  File? 

Smith.  This  is  my  spare  vice,  not  that  I  Kve  by. 

Tim.  Hum  !  you  did  not  buy  this  spare  vice  of 
a  lean  courtier,  did  ye  ? 

Smith.  No,  sir,  of  a  fat  cook,  that  'strain'd '  of 
a  smith  for's  rent. 

Sim.  Oh,  hard-hearted  man  of  grease! 

Tim.  Nay,  nay,  Sim,  we  must  do't  sometimes. 

Blood.  Ha,  thrifty  whoreson  ! 

Tim.  And  what  would  serve  your  turn,  good- 
man  File? 

Smith.  A  noble,  sir. 

Tim.  What,  upon  a  spare  vice  to  lend  a  noble  ? 

Sim.  Why,  sir,  for  ten  groats  you  may  make 
yourself  drunk ;  and  so  buy  a  vice  outright  for 
half  the  money. 

Tim,  That  is  no  noble  vice,  I  assure  you. 

Sim.  How  long  would  you  have  it? 

Smith.  But  n  fortnight ;  'tis  to  buy  sto^  I  pro- 
test, sir. 

.  7hn.  Look  you,  being  a  neighbour,  and  bora 
one  for  another. 


!  F**  '*?  f^f^fool  laughing  at  a/ert*«r.— Sec  note  I.  to  The  Mate's  Looking-GlMi,  p.  400. 

3  Sumner  t  <»«<.— Sec  note  5.  to  Tks  Heir,  Vol.  1 .  p.  S0». 

^  An  old  fov.— A  proverb  or  wise  saying,    bo  lo  The  Wife  of  Batys  ProL  I.  6•^40. 

**  But  all  for  nought,  I  settc  hot  an  hawe 
Of  bii  Proverbfs,  oe  of  bis  §tde  •««;«." 

'  Strain'd.~^i.  e*  distrained.    So  in  Thomct  Lord  CromweU : 

«  His  fVirnitBre  fully  worth  half  so  much, 

IVbich  being  all  gtrairi'd  for  the  kin^^ 

He  frankly  gave  it  to  the  Antiverp  merchants." 
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Bhod,  I&^*  TiUaiii,  shalt  havo  all. 
liffi.  There  is  five  shillings  upon't,  which,  at 
the  fortnights  end,  goodman  File,  you  must  make 
five  shillinKS  and  sixpence. 
Smith.  How,  «r? 

31fii.*Naj,  an'  it  were  not  to  do  von  a  courtesy — 
Blood.  Ha,  boy ! 

Tim.  And  then  I  had  forgot  three-pence  for  my 
lull ;  so  there  is  four  shillings  and  nine  pence,  ^ 
which  you  are  to  tender  back  five  shillings  and 
six«pence,  goodman  File,  at  the  end  of  the  fort- 
night 

SmitK  Well,  an'  it  were  not  for  earnest  neces- 
si^r**— —Ha,  boys»  I  come,  I  come,  you  black  ras- 
cals, let  the  cans  go  round*  \Exit  Smith, 
Tim.  Sim,  because  the  man's  an  honest  man,  I 
pray  lay  tip  his  vice  as  safe  as  it  were  our  own. 

Sim.  And  if  he  miss  his  day,  and  forfeit,  it 
shall  be  your^s  and  vour  heirs  for  ever. 

Blood.  What,  disbursing  money,  boy  ?  Here  is 
thy  mother-in-law. 
Sim.  Your  nose  drops,  'twill  spoil  her  ruff. 
Tim.  Pray,  forsooth— what's  a  dock  ? 
Maid.  Oh,  ^e  upon  him,  mistress,  I  thought 
be  had  begun  to  ask  you  blessing.  [Ande. 

Wid.  Peace,  well  have  more  on*t; 

[Aside.  Walks  towards  Mm. 
tim.  I  wonnot  kiss,  indeed* 
Sim.  An'  he  wonnot,  here  are  those  that  will, 

'     forsooth. 
Blood.  Get  yon  in,  vou  rogue !        [Ejit  Sim^ 
Wid.  I  hope  you  will,  sir :  I  was  bred  .in  Ire- 
land, where  the  women  begin  the  salutation. 
Tim.  I  wonnot  kiss,  truly. 
Wid.  Indeed  you  must. 
Tim.  Would  my  girdle  may  break  if  I  do.  ^ 
Wid.  I  have  a  mind. 
Tim.  Nifigers  noggers,  I  wonnot ! 
Blood.  Nav,  nay,  now  his  great  oath's  past, 
there's  no  talk  on't ;  I  like  him  ne'er  the  worse ; 
there's  an  old  saw  for't 

A  kiss  firsts  next  the  feeling  sense^ 

Crack  soff  the  purs^stringSf  outjljf  the  pence. 

But  be  can  talk  though :  whose  boy  are  you,  Tim  ? 
Urn.  Your  boy,  forsooth,  father. 


Blood.  Can  you  turn  and  wind  a  penny,  Tim  ? 

Tim.  Better  than  yourself,  forsooth,  father. 

Blood.  You  have  Iook*d  in  the  church  book  of 
late  ?  how  old  are  you,  Tim  ? 

Tim.  Two-and-twenty  years,  three  months, 
three  days,  and  three  quarters  of  an  hour,  for- 
sooth, father. 

Wid.  He  has  arithmetic. 

Blood.  And  grammar  too:  what*s  Latin  for 
your  head,  Tim  ? 

7^  Caput. 

Wid.  But  what  for  the  head  of  a  block  ? 

Itm.  Caput  blockhead. 

Blood.  Do  you  hear ;  your  ear  ? 

Tim.  Aura. 

Blood,  Your  eye? 

Tim.  Oculus. 

Blood.  That'sforoneeye ;  what's  Latin  for  two  ? 

Tim,  Oculus,  oculus. 

Wid.  An  admirable  accidental  grammarian,  I 
protest,  sir. 

Blood.  This  boy  shall  have  all :  I  have  an  elder 
ro^e,  that  sucks  and  draws  me;  a  tavern  acade- 
mian ;  one  that  protests  to  whores,  and  shares 
with  hi^way  lawyers ;  an  arrant  undarified  rogue, 
that  drmks  nothing  but  wicked  sack. 

Enter  Sim  and  Alexander,  drunk. 

Sim.  Here's  a  gentleman  would  speak  with  you. 

Blood.  Look,  look !  now  he's  come  for  more 
monev. 

Wid.  A  very  hopeful  house  to  match  into, 
wench ;  the  father  a  knave,  one  son  a  drunkard, 
and  t'other  a  fool !  [Aside. 

Tim.  O  monster !— Father,  look,  if  he  be  not 
drunk !  the  very  sight  of  him  makes  me  long  for 
a  cup  of  six. ' 

AJex.  Pray  father,  pray  to  God  to  bless  me ! 

*^  [To  Tim. 

Blood.  Look,look;  takes  his  brother  for  his  father. 

Skn.  Alas,  sir,  when  the  drink's  in,  the  wit's 
out ;  and  none  but  wise  children  know  their  own 
fathers. 

Tim.  Whv,  I  am  none  of  your  father,  brother; 
I  am  Tim ;  do  you  know  Tim  ? 

Alex.  Yes,  uroph — for  a  coxcomb. 


^  FdNcr  thitlingt  and  nine  pence. — ^Tbe  qaarto  reads  foor  pence  and  nine  pence.  This  play,  in  the 
former  editions,  it  very  incorrectly  printed. 

7  WttUd  mjf  girdle  may  break  if  I  do.-^So  in  Massinger's  Maid  of  Honour,  A.  4.  S.  5.  SyHi  says. 
"  The  King— 6rM*  girdle^  hxak  r  Again  Falstafie  says,  Fint  Part  oj  King  Henry  IV. 

"  Dost  thoQ  think,  I'll  fear  thee  as  I  fear  thy  father  ? 
Nay,  an  if  I  do,  let  my  girdle  break.*' 

^  Aeup  of  six  —I  sappoie  he  means  small  Leer,  which,  among  tke  volgar,  still  gte;  by  the  cant  name 
•f  Mixes.    8. 
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Wid.  How  urild  he  looks !  Good  sir,  we'U  take 
our  leaves. 

Blood.  Shalt  not  go,  'faith,  widow.  You  cheater, 
rogue  t  must  I  have  mr  friends  fritted  out  of  mj 
house  by  you  ?  Look  be  steal  nothing  to  feast  hia 
bawds.  Get  yon  out,  sirrah !  there  are  consta- 
bles, beadles,  whips,  and  the  college  of  extram- 
gants,  eclipt  Bridewell,  you  rogue;  you  rogue, 
there  is,  there  is-«mark  that 

Alex.  Can  you  lend  me  a  mark  upon  this  ring, 
sir  ?  and  there  set  it  down  in  your  hotik,  and, 
umph — mark  that. 

Blood.  Ill  have  no  stolen  rmp  pick*d  o«t  of 
pockets,  or  taken  upon  the  wayT'not  I. 
Alex.  Ill  give  you  an  old  saw  for't 
B^odL  There's  a  rogue,    mocks  his  father; 
sirrah,  get  you  gane<  Sim,  go  let  loose  the  maatiff. 
Sim.  Alas,  sir,  he*ll  tear  and  pull  out  your  ton's 
throat 

Blood.  Better  pulft  out,  than  a  halter  stretch 
it!  away,  out  of  my  doors;  rqeue,  I  defy*thee. 
Alex.  Must  you  be  my  mother-in-law  ? 
Wid.  So  your  father  sayi,  sir, 
Alex.  Ton  see  the  worst  of  your  eldest  son;  I 
abuse  nobody. 

Blood.  The  rogue  wilt  fall  upon  her, 
Alex.  I  will  telt  you  an  old  saw. 
ITtrf.  Pray,  let's  bear  it 
Alex.  An  old  man  is  a  bedful  of  bonetf 
And  who  can  it  denyf 
Biy  whom  (umph)  a  young  wench  Ue$  and 
ftroan$^ 
Tor  better  company. 
Blood.  Did  you  ever  hear  such  a  rascal  ?  Come, 
come,  let*s  leave  him :  I'll  go  buy  thy  wed^g- 
ring  presently.    You're  best  be  gone,  sirrah;  I 
am  going  for  the  constable,  aye,  and  one  of  the 
church-wardens ;  and,  now  I  think  on'c,  he  shall 
pay  five  shillings  to  the  poor  for  being  drunk, 
tweh'e  pence  shall  go  into  the  box,  and  t'other 
four  my  partner  and  I  will  share  betwixt  us. 
There's  a  new  path  to  thrift,  wench ;  we  must  live> 
we  must  live,  girl 

Wid  And  at  last  die  for  all  together. 

[Exeunt  Bloodhound,  Widow,  and  Maid. 
Sim.  'TIS  a  diamond. 

Tim.  Youll  be  at  the  Fountain  after  dinner? 
Alex.  While  'twill  run,  boy. 


71m,  Here's  a  noble  tictUr,  md  FU  hti^  yoa 
t'other  as  I  come  by  to  the  tavern;  bat  HI  make 
you  swear  I  shall  drink  nothing  but  small  beer* 

Alex.  Niggers  nagger^  thou  shalt  not;  tbero'a 
thine  own  oath  for  thee.  Thou  shalt  eat  nothings 
an'  thou  wilt^  but  a  poach'd  qnder,  aad  driveit 
down  with  symp  of  toads.  [Exit* 

Ihu  Ahf  pray  thee,  Sim,  bid  ^  mttd  eat  mr 
break&st  herself.  .[£nf. 

5mi.  ETas  tura'd  his  stomach,  for  all  the  world 
like  a  puritan's  at  the  sight  of  a  surplice.  '^  Bat 
your  breakfast  shall  be  devoni^d  by  a  stomach  of 
a  stronger  constitution,  1  warrant  yoB*       [Exit. 

EmiorCapimmC^9vmttvttmdLkmtetmHt 
B01  toic. 

Copf.  No  gune  abroad  thb  momiog?  This 
Coxcomb  park,  "I  think  he  past  the  best.  Ihave 
known  the  thue  (be  bottom  ^twht  thoae  hills  hi^ 
been  better  fledg^. 

Lieut.  Look  out,  Captain,  there's  matter  of 
employment  at  foot  o'  the  hill* 

O^t.  A  business? 

JUeut.  Yes,  and  hopeful;  tfaere't  a  moming 
bird;  his  flight  seems  for  London,  he  hallooes 
and  sings  SFiraelly ;  pi'ythce  let's  go  and  put  him 
out  of  tune* 

C<ip^  Thee  and  t  have  crotdiets  in  our  pates ; 
and  thou  koowest  two  crotchets  make  one 
quaver;  >*  he  shall  shake  for^t  [£retm^* 

Emier  Ra«dall« 

Ran.  Did  hur  not  tee  hmr  true  kfoe$f 
At  hur  came  from  London  f 
Oh,  if  hur  tarn  not  hur  foie  pra^e  loves, 
Randall  is  quite  undone. 
Well,  was  never  mortal  man  in  Wales  could  have 
waged  prayer,  finers^  and  nimblers,  than  Randala 
have  done,  to  get  service  in  Londonst  whoope, 
where  was  hur  now  ?  just  upon  a  pridge  of  stone, 
between  the  legs  of  a  couple  of  pretty  hills,  but 
no  more  near  mountains  in  Wales,  tmiu  Cltm  of 
the  Clough's  bowe,  to  her  cozen  David's  harp. 
And  now  bar  prattle  of  Daivie,  I  think  yovder 
come  prancing  down  the  hills  from  Kiivston.  a 
couple  of  hur  t'other  cotens.  Saint  Nicholas* 
clerks.  '^  The  morning  was  so  red  as  an  egg,  and 
the  place  ferry  full  of  dangers,  perils,  and  bloody 


»  FTay.— Highway. 

'^  Likt  a  purkan^t  at  tbe  right  of  a  Mrpllcf.— The  avertien  of  the  puritans  to  a  twrpliee,  is  alluded  to 
Id  many  of  the  old  comedies.  See  ■everal  iostanrei  hi  Mr  Steeyens'li  note  to  AW$  weii  that  ends  meil,  A. 
1.  S.  8. 

"  Coxcomb  park. — The  park  belonging  to  Coomb  house. 

'^  T$Bo  crotchets  make  one  quavcr.-^But  two  qQavert  making  one  crotchet*  this  seems  to  be  fiUse  wit; 
having  no  fouodation  in  truth.    S.  P. 

*'  Saint  P9ieh9tas^  cUrks. — Highwaymen,  or  robbers,  were  formerly  called  Saint  Nicholas*  dUrkt.  See 
■otes  by  Bishop  Warburtbn  and  Mr  Steeveas,  on  the  First  Part  of  King  Henry  ith,  A.  9,  S.  1. 

Again  in  DeiLker*i  heUnan  of  London,  1616: 
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bosioesKS  by  rep^rU;  «iiglv  ber  swords  ww 
trawD.  Cod  pless  as  and  hor  eozen  Herculei  was 
not  stand  uninst  two ;  vhieb  sbaO  hur  take?  If 
th^  take  Randalls,  will  rip  RandaJls  cuts  oat, 
and  then  Randalls  'shall  see  Paul'a  steeples  no 
more ;  therefore  bur  will  so  directly  under  the 
pridg^  heie  was  but  standing  .to  knees  in  little 
fine  cool  fair  waters;  and  by  cat,  if  hnr  have 
Randalls  oot,  ber  shall  come  and  fctcb  t^iHgtif 
and  ber  will,  were  bur  nineteen  Nicholas'  clerks. 

[Exit. 
Enter  Captwn  and  Zieutemant. 

Ueut.  Which  way  took  he? 

Ctft,  On  straight*  I  think.  . 

Uint.  Then  we  riioold  see  bim^  man ;  be  was 
just  in  nune  cje  when  we  were  at  foot  o'^the  hill,  ' 
and,  to  my  thinking  stood  here  looking  towards 
us  upon  the  bridge.  , 

(Sapt.  So  thought  I;  but  with  the  cloud  of  dust 
we  raised  about  us,  with  the  speed  our  borset 
made,  it  seems  we  lost  him;  now  I  could  stamp, 
and  bite  my  horse's  ears  off. 

Xtraf.  Let's  qiur  towards  Coomb  houses '^  be 
strock  that  wi^;  sure  he's  not  upon  the  road. 

Cmpt.  'Sfoot,  if  we  miss  him,  how  shall  we  keep 
our  word  with  Saunder  Bloodhound  in  Fleetstrett, 
after  dinner^  at  the  Fountain?  He^s  out  of  cash ; 
and  thou  knoVst^  by  Cutter's  law,  >*  we  are 
boond  to  relieve  one  another. 

Lieut.  Let's  scour  towards  Coomb  bouse ;  bot 
if  we  min  him  ? 

Capt.  No  matter;  do'st  see  yonder  bam  o*  the 
left  hand? 

lM»t.  What  of  that? 

Capt.  At  the  west  end>  I  tore  a  piece  of  board 
ou^ 
And  stuft  in  dose  amongst  the  straw,  a  bag 
Of  a  hundred  pound  at  least,  all  in  round  ahil- 


Which  I  made  my  last  night's  purchase  from  a 
lawyer. 
jACut.  Post  kAow  the  place,  to  letdb  it  agun? 


Cop^  The  torn  board  is  my  land-aariu  If  we 
miss  this, 
We  make  for  that ;  and,  whilst  that  last»— ob 

London, 
Thou  labyrinth  that  puzzlesC  strictest  search. 
Convenient  inns  of  court,  for  highway  lawyers, 
How  with  rich  wine,  tobacco,  and  sweet  wenches, 
We^l  canvass  thy  dark  case ! 
jMut.  Away,  let's  spur.  [^ewnt, 

Entet  Randall. 

Kan.  Spur,  did  hur  call  hur  ?  Have  made  Ran- 
dalls stand  without  p^oots,  in  fenr  pittiful  pickles; 
but  hnr  will  run  as  nimbles  to  Londons,  as  crey- 
bound  after  rabbits.  And  yet,  now  hor  remember 
what  ber  cousins  tatkt,  was  some  wiser  and  some 
loo.  Randals  beard  talk  of  pam  upon  left  hand« 
and  a  prave  pag  with  hundred  pounds  in  round 
•hilUqgi^  Cod  pless  us;  and  yonder  was  pams, 
and  upon  left  hands  too.  Now,  here  was  ques- 
tions and  demands  to  be  made,  why  Randalls 
Ihoirfd  not  rob  them  would  rob  RandaUs?  Her 
will  go  to  pams,  pluck  away  pords,  poll  oat  pafls» 
and  shew  ber  eozea  a  ronad  pair  of  keels,  with 
all  buvramd shillings;  mark  baf  now.      {Bani^ 

Enter  Captam  and  LieMtemmU 

Zieut.  The  rogue  rise  ri^t,  and  has  outstript 
as.  This  was  staying  in  ajng^ton  with  our  un- 
lucky hostess,  that  must  be  dandled,  and  made 
drunk  next  her  heut.  She  made  us  slip  the  very 
cream  o'  the  morning ;  if  any  thing  sQumI  awkward, 
a  woman's  at  one  end  on't 

Capt,  Come,  we've  a  hundred  pieces  good  yet 
in  the  barn ;  they  shall  last  us  and  Saander  '<^  a 
month's  mirth  at  least 

Lieut,  Oh  these  sweet  hundred  pieces !  how  I 
will  kiss  you,  and  bug  yon !  with  the  zeal  a  usurer 
does  his  bastard  money,  when  he  comes  from 
church.  Wer*t  not  for  them,  where  were  our 
hemes?  Bat  come,  they  shall  be  sura  to  ibonder 
in  'the  tavems*    I  but  now,  jast  now,  see  pottle 


'<  Tlie  ttoefe  that  commlls  the  robery,  and  is  ebiefe  clarlte  to  SaM  Niekolas.  h  called  the  hich 
lawyer.*' 

Loo^oumeltmdon^  16191  Sign,  G : 

**  Here  closelw  lie  Saint  Nioholtu  Clearket^  that,  with  a  good  northeme  ffeUUng^  wUigaine  more  by  a 
bqmr,  than  an  honest  yeomaa  win  with  a  teame  of  good  hanes," 

■^  Coom5-Aoiii€^r-This  ancieot  fkbric,whiclr  is  new  destroyed,  was  the  seat  of  the  liTevOt,  Earitof 
Warwick.  It  stood  about  a  mile  &obi  Kingston-apon-ThaaMesr  near  Wolsey's  Aqueducts,,  whiah  coavey 
water  to  Hampton  Coart.       S. 

■^  Cutter*t  kiv.— A  cutter  was,  aboat  the  begkmiog  of  the  last  centory,  a  cast- word  tar  a  swaggethig 
Allow.  TbU  appears  ia  the  old  blaclb  letter  plsy,  ioikied  Tha  Fak>e  Maid  p/ JBHstMySifi.  Uj^  where  S^ 
iSoAtrtj  saye  off  CbaUentc :. 

'<  He  wa9  <r  eiKler  and  a  swaggerev.** 

Ais  elsewhere  called  a.swaggf  ring  fellow.    Sign;  A>  4,  M8>aate  ia  OldysV  Uagheiae, 
!!  tomibrr-^  u  Akiaader  Bloodhowwl,       S.  P» 
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pots  thrown  down  the  stairs,  just  like  seijeancs  I 

and  yeomen,  one  i'  the  neck  of  another.  I 

Copt,  Delicate  vision  !  [Exeunt, 

Enter  Randall. 

Ran.  Hur  have  got  hur  pag  and  all  hy  the  hand, 
and  hur  had  ferily  thoujcht  in  conscience,  had  not 
been  so  ina>^  round  sillings  in  whole  worlds,  but 
in  Wales.  Twas  time  to  supply  hur  store :  hur 
had  but  thirteen  pence  halfpenny  in  all  the  worlds, 
and  that  hur  have  left  in  hur  little  white  purse, 
with  a  rope  her  found  py  the  pam,  just  in  the 
place  hur  had  this.  Randalls  will  be  no  serving- 
mans  now ;  hur  will  buy  hur  prave  parrels,  prave 
swords,  prave  taggers,  and  prave  feathers,  and  go 
a-wo(iing  to  prave  comely  pretty  maid.  Rob 
HandaU !  becat,  and  hur  were  ten  dozen  of  cozens, 
Randals  rob  hur ;  mark  hur  now.  [^*^« 

Enter  Captain  and  Lie^tenant, 

Lieut.  A  plague  of  Friday  mornings !  the  most 
nn fortunate  day  in  the  whole  week. 

Capt,  Was  ever  the  like  fate  ?  'Sfoot,  when  I 
put  it  in,  I  waii  mo  wary,  though  it  were  midnight, 
that  I  wntch'd  till  a  cloud  had  mask'd  the  moon, 
for  fear  she  should  have  8een*t. 

Lieut,  O  luck ! 

Capt,  A  gale  of  wind  did  but  creep  o'er  the 
bottom,  and,  because  I  heard  things  pdr,  I  stayed: 
'twas  twelve  score  past  me. 

Lieut,  The  pottle  pots  will  deep  in  j^eace  to^ 
night. 

Capt,  And  the  fweet  clinks. 

Lieut,  The  clatteriuE  of  pipes. 

Capt.  The  Spanish  tumek. 


Ueut.  The  more  wineyboyi  the  nimble  Anon, 
anon,  sir  .'^ 

Capt.  All  to-night  will  be  nothing;  come,  ^« 
must  shift  'Sfoot,  what  a  wit^  rogue  'twras,  to 
leave  this  fair  thirteen  pence  halfpenny,  and  this 
old  halter;  inumadng  aptly. 

Had  the  hangman  ttiet  us  there,  by  these  pre- 
savies. 

Here  had  been  his  work,  and  here  his  wages. 

JJeut.  Come,  come,  we  roust  make  friends. 

Enter  Bloodhouhd,  Tim,  and  Sim. 

Blood,  There, sirrah,  there's  his  bond;  run  into 
the  Strand,  'tis  sk  weeks  since  the  tallow-cbandler 
fetch'd  my  hundred  marks  I  lent  him  to  set  bin 
up,  and  to  buy  grease.  This  is  his  day,  FU  have 
his  bones  forH  else;  so  pray  tell  him. 

^J^m.  But  are  a  chandler^s  bones  worth  so  macfa^ 
father? 

Blood  Out,  coxcomb ! 

Sim.  Worth  so  much !  I  know  mj  master  will 
make  dice  of  them ;  then  'tis  but  letting  Master 
Aliexander  carry  them  next  Christmas  to  the 
Temple,  ■*  bell  make  a  hundred  marks  a  nigbt 
of  them. 

7^.  'Mass,  that's  true. 

Blopd,  And  run  to  Master  Earlack's  the  ia- 
former,  in  Thieving-lane,  and  ask  him  what  he 
has  done  in  my  business.  He  gets  abundaocc^ 
and  if  be  carry  my  cause  with  one  false  oath,  he 
shall  have  Moll^  be  will  take  her  with  a  little. 
Areyou*  wine,  sir  f 

Ilim*  No,  forsooth. 
Blood,  As  you  come  by  Tempte-b^i  make  n 
step  to  the  Devil. 


'7  The  nimbU  Anon^  anonf  nr. — t.  e.  The  reply  of  drawers,  when  they  are  called* 
'*  Carry  thtm  next  Chriitmai  to  the  Temple. — It  was  formerly  moal  to  celebrate  Christmas,  at  the  se- 
veral ions  of  court,  with  extraordinary  festivity,     ^o^1eti^les  places  or  masqnes  were  performed ;  and, 
when  thevc  were  omitted,  a  greater  degree  of  licence  appears  to  have  been  allowed  to  the  students  than 
at  other  times.    In  societies,  where  so  many  young  men,  poasetsed  of  high  spirits,  and  aboondlng  with 
kuperflnons  sums  of  money,  were  assembled,  it  will  not  seem  wonderful  to  find  the  liberty  granted  at  this 
season  should  be  productive  of  many  Irregularities.    Among  otbei;^,  gaming,  in  the  reign  of  James  I. 
when  this  play  was  probably  written,  had  been  carried  to  such  an  extravagant  height,  as  to  demand  the 
interposition  of  the  beads  of  some  of  Ihe  societies,  to  prevent  the  evil  consequences  attending  it.    In  the 
IStb  of  James  I.  o^^den  for  reformation  and  better  govemqient  of  the  Inns  of  Court  and  Chancery  were 
made,  by  the  readers  and  benchers  of  the  four  houses  of  court ;  among  which  is  the  following.    '*  For 
that  disorden  in  the  CAriitmas-time,  may  both  infect  the  minds,  and  pn^dlce  the  estates  ^d  fortanesy 
of  the  young  gentlemen  in  the  same  societies  :  It  Is  therefore  ordered,  that  there  shall  be  commons  of  the 
house  kept,  in  every  house  of  court,  during  the  Christmas ;  and  that  none  shall  play  In  their  several  halls 
at  the  dice,  except  he  be  a  gentleman  of  the  same  society,  and  in  commons;  and  the  benefits  of  the  boxes 
to  go  to  the  butlen  of  every  bouse  respectively.*'    Dngda1e*s  Orig.  Jurid,  p.  S18.    In  the  4th  of  Car*  I. 
(Nov.  17.)  the  society  of  Gray's  Ion  direct,  **  that  all  playing  at  dice,  cards,  or  otherwise.  In  the  hall, 
buttry,  or  butler*s  chamber,  should  be  thenceforth  barred  and  forbidden,  at  all  times  of  the  year,  th^ 
twenty  days  in  Christmas  only  excepted.'*    Ibid,  p  986.    And  in  the  7th  of  Car.  I.  (1  Nov.)  the  socletr 
of  the  ittiirr  Temple  made  several  regulations  for  keeping  good  role  hi  CfcWsfmas-itme,  two  of  which  will 
shew  how  much  gaming  had  been  practised  there  before  that  time.    *'  8.  That  there  shall  not  lie  an^ 
knocking  with  boxes,  or  calling  aloud  for  gamesters.    9.  That  no  play  be  contlnaed  within  the  house 
^pon  any  Saturday  night,  or  upon  Cbristmas-.ef  e  at  night,  after  twelve  of  the  clock," 
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Tim.  To  the  Devil,  father? 

Sim,  My  master  means  the  sign  of  the  Devil.  '^ 
And  he  omnot  hurt  you,  fool ;  there's  a  saint  holds 
him  by  the  nose. 

Tim.  Sniggers,  what  docs  the  devil  and  a  saint 
both  in  a  sign  ? 

<Sim.  Wbata  question's  that?  What  does  ray 
master  and  bis  piuyer-book|  o'  Sunday*  both  in  a 
pew? 

Blood,  Well,  well,  ye  gipsey,  what  do  we  both 
in  a  pew  ? 

$im.  Why,  make  a  fair  shew;  and  the  devil 
and  the  saint  does  no  more. 

Blood.  You're  witty,  youVe  witty  i  call  to  the 
man  ^  tftie  hooise,  bid  him  send  in  the  bottles  of 
wine  to*night,  they  wiH  be  at  hand  i*the  morn- 
ing.— Will  you  run,  sir? 

Tm,  To  the  Devil  as  fast  as  I  can,  sir.  The 
world  shall  know  whose  son  I  am.  [^*^- 

Blood.  Let  me  see  now,  for  a  poesy  for  the  rmg  : 
Never  an  end  of  an  old  saw  ?  'tis  a  quick  widow, 

Sim, 
And  would  have  a  witty  poesy. 

iSioi.  If  the  be  quick,  she^s  with  child;  whoever 
got  it,  you  must  father  it ;  so  that 

You  come  o'  the  nick, 

For  the  widow's  quick. 
There's  a  witty  poesy  for  your  quick  widow. 

Blood.  No,  no,  I'll  have  one  shall  savour  of  a 
saw 

dm.  Why  then,  'twill  smell  of  t*ie  painted 
doth.*^ 

Blood,  Let  me  see,  A  widow  witty- 
Sim.  Is  pastime  pretty.— Put  in  that  for  the 
sport's  sake. 

Blood.  No,  no,  I  can  make  the  spot t.  Then  an 
old  man. 

Sim.  Then  will  she  answer,  If  you  cannot,  a 
vounger  can. 
And  look,"  look,  sir,  now  I  Ulk  of  the  younger, 
Yondcr's  Ancient  Young  come  over  again,  that 
Mortgaged  sixty  pound  per  annum  before  be  went; 
I'm  deceived  if  he  come  not  a  day  after  the  fiiir. 

Blood.  Mine  almanack. 

Sim.  A  prayer-book,  sir  ? 


Blood.  A  prayer-book;  for  devout  beggars  I 
"hate ;  look  I  beseech  thee.  Fortune  now  befriend 
me,  and  I  will  call  the  plaguy  whore  in.  Let  me 
see,  six  months* 

Enter  Ancient  Youuo. 

Anc,  Yes,  'tis  he  certain ;  this  is  a  business  must 
noc  be  slackened,  sir. 

,  Sim.  Look,  I  beseech  thee ;  we  shall  have  oat- 
meal in  our  pottage  six  weeks  after. 

Blood.  Four  days  too  late,  Sim ;  four  days  too 
late,  Sim. 

Sim.  Plumbs  in  our  pudding  a  Sunday,  plumbs 
in  our  pudding. 

Anc.  Master  Bloodhound,  as  I  take  it. 

Blood.  You're  a  stranger,  sir,  you  shf^ll  be  wb- 
ness,  I  shall  be  rail*d  at  else,  they  wiH  call  me 
devil ;  I  pray  you  how  many  months  from  the  first 
of  May  to  the  sixth  of  November  following? 

Anc.  Six  months  and  four  days,  just 

Blood.  I  ask,  because  the  first  of  May  Jast,  n 
noble  gentleman,  one  Ancient  Young— 

Anc  I  am  the  man,  sir. 

Blood.  My  spectacles,  Sim :  look  Sim,  is  this 
Ancient  Young  ? 

Sim.  Twas  Ancient  Young,  sir. 

Blood.  Andis't  not  Ancient  Young? 

Sim.  No,  sir,  you  have  made  him  a  young  an* 
cient.  \Aside* 


Blood.  Oh  Sim,  a  chair ;  I  know  him  now,  but 
I  shall  not  live  to  tell  biro. 

Anc.  How  fare  you,  sir? 

Sim.  The  better  for  you ;  he  thanks  yon,  sir. 

[Aside. 

Blood.  Sick   sick,  exceeding  sick.  , 

Ane.  (y  the  sudden  ?  strange  ! 

Sim.  A  qualm  of  threescore  pounds  a  year 
come  over  his  stomach,  nothing  else. 

[Aiid0^ 

Blood.  That  yoo,  beloved !  yoo,  who,  of  aM  men 
i'  the  world,  my  poor  heart  doated  on !  whom  I 
loved  better  than  father,  mother,  brother^  sister, 
uncles,  aunts;  what  would  you  have?  that  you 
shouM  star  four  days  too  late  ! 

Anc.  I  have  your  money  ready; 


Sir  Simoa  Dewes  also,  la  the  M*  Life  of  himself,  in  the  BritUh  Museum,  takes  ntlUce  of  the  Christmas 
irregularities  about  this  period.  P.  Si,  Dec  162a  "  At  the  saled  Temple  was  a  lieutenant  chosen, 
andmach  earning,  and  other  eacefses  during  these  festWall  dayes,  by  his  residing  aad  keepmg  a  standing 
table  ther  Taod,  when  sometimes  I  turned  in  thither  to  behold  ther  sportes,  and  saw  the  many  oaths,  exe- 
crations, and  quarrels,  that  accompanied  ther  dicing,  I  bc||^n  seriously  to  l<mth  it,  though  at  ttot  tUne  % 
conccU^  the  sporte  of  itsclfe  to  bee  lawfull."  P.  M.  **  The  firet  day  of  JanuarleTf.  •,  I62^>»]  at 
nlcht  I  came  into  comroons  at  the  Temple,  where  ther  was  a  leifkenant  cboosen,  and  all  manner  of 
eaminc  and  vanltie  practiced,  as  if  the  church  had  not  at  all  groaned  under  those  heavie  desolations  which 
it  did  Whei«fore  I  was  verle  gladd,  when,  on  the  Tuesday  following,  being  the  seventh  day  of  the  san^p 
monetb,  the  howse  broake  upp  ther  Christmas,  and  ^dded  an  end  to  those  e^cesses.^ 

'9  The  sign  of  the  Dewt— This  tavern,  with  the  same  sign  as  above  described,  stiU  remains. 

*«>  Painted  clotA.— See  note  61  to  The  Honest  Whore,  Vol.  1.  p.  5!K>. 
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And,  iir,  I  hope  your  old  love  to  my  father 

Blood.  Npy,  nay,  I  am  noble,  fellow,  very  noble, 
ft  very  rock  of  friendship ;  hut,  but,  I  had  a  house 
and  barn  burnt  down  tQ  the  ground,  since  you 
were  here. 
Anc,  How  ? 

BiocxL  How,  buru'd  !  ask  Sim. 
Sim,  By  fire,  sir;  by  fire. 
Blood,  To  build  up  which,  for  I  am  a  poor  man, 
a  poor  man,  I  was  forced  by  course  of  law  to  en- 
ter upon  your  land,  and  so,  for  less  money  than 
you  had  of  me  I  was  fain  to  sell  it  to  another. 
That  by  four  days  stay,  a  man  should  lose  his 
blood !  our  livings !  our  blood  !  O  my  heart !  O 
iny  head  ! 

^  Anc.  Pray  take  it  not  so  heinous,  we'll  go  to 
bim :  ril  buy  it  again  of  him,  he  won't  be  too  cruel. 
Blood,  A  dog,  a  very  dog ;  there's  more  mercy 
in  a  pair  of  unbribed  bailiffs.  To  shun  all  such 
«oUcitin{:s,  he's  rid  to  York;  a  very  cut-throat 
rogue !  But  I'll  send  to  him. 

Anc,  An  honest  old  roan,  how  it  moves  him  ! 
This  was  my  negligenpe.  (jood  Sim,  convey  him 
into  some  warmer  room  ;  and  I  pray,  however 
Fortune  (she  that  gives  ever  with  the  dexterity 
she  takes)  sh«ll  please  to  fashion  out  my  sufferings, 
jet  for  his  sake,  ipy  deceased  father,  the  long 
friend  of  your  heart,  in  your  health  keep  me 


**SL/. 


Oh  right  honest  young  man  ! — Sim. 
Sim.  Sir. 

Blood.  Have  I  done't  well? 
Sim,  The  devil  himself  could  not  have  done*t 
better. 
Blood,  I  tell  thee  an  old  saw,  sirrah ; 

Se  that  diuembks  in  wealth  ihall  not  want; 
They  say  dooms-day  is  comings  but  think 
you  not  on*t. 
This  will  make  the  pot  seethe,  Sim. 

Anc,  Good,  sir,  talk  no  more,  m?  mouth  runs 
over.  [Exeunt  Bi.oodhodnd  and  Sih.]  Sleep, 
awi^ke,  worthy  beg|pr,  worthy  indeed  to  be  one, 
^  am  one  worthily— Hqw  fine  it  is  to  wanton. 


without  affliction  !  I  must  look  out  for  fortones, 
over  again ;  no,  I  have  money  here,  and  'tis  the 
curse  of  merit,  not  to  work  when^she  has  monej. 
There  was  a  handsome  widow,  whose  wild,  mad, 
jealous  husband  died  at  sea ;  let  me  see,  lam  near 
Black-friars,  I'll  have  one  start  at  her,  or  else — 

Enter  Bloodhound's  Daughter  Moll,  with 
a  bowl  of  beer, 

MolL  By  my  troth  'tis  he  !  Captain  Young's 
son.  I  have  loved  him  even  with  languishings 
ever  since  I  was  a  girl  i  but  should  be  know  it,  I 
should  run  mad,  sure.— What  handsome  gende- 
men  travel  and  manners  make  !  my  father  beam 
to  you,  sir,  in  a  cup  of  small-beer. 

Anc.  How  does  he,  pray  ? 

MolL  Pretty  well  now,  sir. 

Anc  'Mass^  'tis  small  indeed— -you'll  pledee 
me?  r    -o 

MolL  Yes,  sir. 

Anc  Pny  will  you  tell  me  one  thine? 

Jlfo/^  Whatis»t?  ^ 

Anc  Which  is  smaller,  this  beer  or  your 
maidenhead? 

MolL  The  beer  a  great  deal,  sir. 

Anc  Aye,  in  quality, 

Moll.  But  not  in  quantity  ? 

Anc  No, 

MoU,  Why? 

Anc,  I^t  me  try,  and  111  tell  you. 

MolL  Will  you  tell  roe  one  thing  before  too 
try?  o  ^ 

Anc.  Yes. 

MolL  Which  is  smaller,  this  beer  or  your  wit? 

Anc  O,  the  beer,  the  beer. 

MolL  In  quality  ? 

Anc.  Yes,  and  in  quantity. 

MolL  Why  then,  t  pray  keep  the  quantity  of 
your  wit,  from  the  quality  of  my  maidenhead, 
and  you  shall  find  my  maidenhead  more  than 
your  wit. 

Anc  A  witty  maidenhead,  by  this  hand, 

[Exeunt  severmlfy. 


ACT  11. 


SCENE  L 

4  Table  set  out.    Enter  two  Servants,  Jaj^vis 
and  John,  as  to  cover  it  for  Dinner, 

John.  Is  my  mistress  ready  for  dinner? 

Jarvis.  Yes,  if  dinner  be  ready  for  my  mistress. 

John.  Half  an  hopr  ago,  man. 

Jarvis.  But  pKythce,  sir,  is't  for  certain,  for 
yet  it  cannot  sink  into  my  head,  that  she  is  to  be 
married  to-njorrow  ? 

John.  Troth,  she  makes  little  preparation ;  bu( 
it  may  be,  she  would  be  wedded,  as  she  would  be 
bfddpd,  privately, 


Jarvis.  Bedded,  call  you  it?  and  she  be  bedded 
no  better  than  he'll  bed  her,  she  may  lie  tantn- 
lized,  and  eat  wishes, 

John.  Pox  on  hjm,  they  say  he's  the  arrantest 
miser;  we  shall  never  live  a  good  day  with  him. 

Jarvis,  Well,  and  she  be  snipt  by  threescore 
and  ten,  may  she  live  sixscore  ^nd  eleven,  add 
repent  twelve  times  a  day,  that*s  once  an  hoar. 

[Exif, 
Enter  Widow. 

Wid.  Set  meat  o'  the  boards 

John,  Yes, 
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WkL  Why  does  your  fellow  gromble  so  ? 

John,  I  do  not  know.        ^ 
They  say  you're  to  marry  one  that  will  feed  us 
With  horse-plumbs,  instead  of  beef  and  cabba^. 

Wid,  Ami  are  you  grieved  at  that? 

John*  No,  but  my  friends  are. 

Wid.  What  friends  are  grieved  ? 

John.  My  guts. 

Wid,  So  it  seems,  you  begun  clown^^ 

Johni  Yes,  and  shall  conclude,  coxcombf  and  I 
be  fed  with  herring-bones.  'Sfoot  I  say  no  more, 
but  if  we  do  want  as  much  bread  of  our  daily 
allowance,  as  would  dine  a  sparrow^  or  as  much 
drink  as  would  fox  a  fly,  ^'  I  know  what  I  know. 

WicL  And  what  do  you  know,  sbi^ 

John.  Why,  that  there  goes  but  a  pair  of 
sheers  ^^  between  a  promoter  andia  knave ;  if 
you  kn6w  more,  take  your  choice  of  either. 

Wid.  Tis  well ;  set  on  dinner. 

Enter  Jarvis  with  a  Rabbit  in  one  hand,  and 
a  dish  ofEggt  in  the  other,  and  the  Maid. 

Jarvii.  O, mistress,  yonder's  the  mad  gallant, 
Master  Alexander  Bloodliound,  entered  into  the 
halK 

Wid.  You  should  have  kept  him  out. 

Maid.  Alas,  ne'er  a  wench  in  town  could  do*t, 
he's  so  nimble;  I  had  no  sooner  opened  the  door, 
but  he  thrust  in  ere  I  was  aware. 

Enter  Alexander. 

A.  Blood.  And  how  does  my  little,  handsome, 
dainty,  delicate,  well-favoured,  straighl^and  come* 
ly,  delicious,  bewitching  widow  ? 

Jarvis^  'Sfoot,  here's  one  runs  division  before 
the  fiddlers. 

Wid.  Sir,  this  is  no  seasonable  time  of  visit. 

A.  Blood,  ^ris  pudding-time,  wench,  puddings 
time;  and  a  dainty-time,  dinner-time,  my  nimble- 
eyed  witty  one.  Woot  be  married  to-morrow, 
sirrah?  [Sit i  to  Table. 

Jarvis.  She'll  be  mnd  to-morroW,  sirrali. 

A.  Blood,  What,  art  thou  a  fortune-teller? 

Jarvis.  A  chip  of  the  same  block,  a  fool,  sir. 

A.  Blood.  Good  fool,  give  me  a  cup  of  cool 
beer. 


Jarvis.  Fill  your  master  a  cup  of  cool  beer. 
A.  Blood.  Pi»h,  I  spoke  to  the  fool. 
Jarvis.  I  thought  you'd  brought  the  fool  with 
you,  sir. 

A.  Blood.  Fool,  'tis  my  man :  shalt  sit  i'faitli. 
wench.  ' 

Wid.  For  once,  Fll  be  as  merry  as  you  are 
mad,  and  learn  fashions,  t  am  set,  you  see,  sir^ 
but  you  must  pardon,  sir,  our  rudeness ;  Friday's 
fare  for  myself,  a  dish  of  eggs  and  a  rabbit,  I 
look  d  for  no  strange  faces. 

A.  Blood.  Strange !  mine's  a  good  face,  i'faith; 
pr'ythee  buss. 

Jarvis,  Why,  here's  one  comes  to  the  business 
now. 

A.  Blood.  Sirrah,  woot  have  the  old  fellow? 

Wid.  Your  father?  Yes. 

A.  Blood.  I  tell  thee  thou  shalt  not;  no,  no,  I 
have  such — this  rabbiVs  ram  too. 

Jarvis.  There's  but  one  raw  bit,  sir. 

A.  Blood.  Thy  jester  sure  shall  have  a  coat.*' 

Wid,  Let  it  be  of  your  own  cut,  sir. 

A.  Blood.  Nay,  nay,  nay;  two  to  one  is  extremity 
—but,  as  I  was  telling  thee,  I  have  such  a  husband 
for  thee;  so  knowing,  so  discreet,  so  sprightly,-* 
fill  a  cup  of  claret,— so  admirable  ia  desires,  so 
excellently  deserving,  that  an  old  man ;~  fie,  fie, 
pr*ythee.— Here's  to  thee. 

H7rf.  The  mart's  mad,  sure. 

Jarvis.  Mad  !  by  this  hand,  a  witty  gallant. 

John.  Pr'ythee  peace,  shalt  hear  a  song. 

Entet  Ancient  You  no. 

Wid.  What  cope Vmate's  *♦  this,  trow  ?  who  let 
liim  in? 

Jarvis.  By  this  light,  a  fellow  of  an  excellent 
breeding. 
Fie  came  unbidden,  and  brought  his  stool  with 
hfm. 

John.  Look,  mistress,  how  they  stare  one  at 
another  ? 

Jarvis.  Yes,  and  swell  like  a  couple  of  gibb'd 
cats,*^  met  both  by  chance  i'the  dark,  in  an  old 
garret. 

Wid.  Look,  look;  now  there's  no  fear  of  the 


bat  evi(^entfy  wroi^.      See  MaUeontentf 
See  notes  to  Tempest^ 


*■  Fox  afy.'^.  e.  intoxicate  a  fly. 

**  A  pair  of  sheers.'-The  4to  reads  rf  pair  of  «W/s, 
A.  4.  S.6. 

*^  A  coat  — i.  e.  a  fooVs  coat,  such  as  the  jesters  or  fools  anciently  wore. 
A.  3.  8. 2.  by  Or  Johnson  and  Mr  Steeveos 

^  CopeVmote.— CopftmAttf,  0r  Johnson  coqjectares  tO  be  the  same  as  cupnmMUy  a  companion  in  driok« 
log,  or  one  that  dwells  aoder  the  same  eope,  for  boasen  I  fiud  the  word  used  in  The  Curtain  Drawer  of 
the  World,  10 IV,,  p.  SI.  but  not  according  to  either  of  the  above  explaoatioos.  "  Heethat  trusts  a 
tradesman  on  his  word,  a  usurer  with  his  bond,  a  phteitian  with  bis  body,  and  the  dtvell  with  his  seule, 
oeedes  not  care  who  he  trusts  afterwards,  nor  what  copesmate  encouoteni  him  next" 

*5  Gibb'd  c«ff.— Sec  note  It)  to  Oammer  Qurton's  Needle,  Vol.  I.  and  also  the  notes  of  Dr  Percy, 
Mr  Stcevens,  and  Mr  ToHet,  to  The  First  Part  of  King  ^^^^9  ^^^^  A.  4,  S.  *. 
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wild  beasts;  they  haTe  fergot  their  spleens,  fcnd 
look  prettily ;  they  fall  to  their  pasture ;  I  thooght 
they  had  been  angry,  and  they  are  hungry. 

Jarvis.  Are  they  none  of  Duke  Humphrey  s^ 
furies,  do  you  think  that  they  dtrised  this  plot  m 
Paul's  to  uet  a  dinner  ? 

Wid,  Time  may  produce  as  strange  a  truUi. 
Let^s  note  them. 

Enter  Randall. 

Ratul.  Hut  loved  hur  once,  hur  loved  hur  no 
more^ 
Saint  Tavie  1  so  well  as  hur  loved  hur  then ! 

Wid,  Another  bur !  this  is  the  cook-maid's  leav- 
ing open  the  door;  and  this  is  the  daintiest  dish 
she  has  sent  in,  a  widgeon  in  Welsh  sauce— pray 
let's  make  a  merry  day  on't. 

RaruL  Angle  Randals  comes  m  very  eood 
tiroes ;  you  keep  ordinaries  hur  think :  What  have 
you  set  a  cat  before  gallants  there  ? 

Jarvu.  They  will  eat  liim  for  the  second  course. 
[Aside.]  These  are  suitors  to  my  mistress  sure; 
things  that  she  slighU;  set  your  feet  boldly  in, 
widows  are  not  caught  as  maids  kiss,  faintly ;  but 
as  mastiflb  fight,  valiantly. 

Band.  Is  hur  so  ?  I  pray  bid  hur  mistress  ob- 
serve Randals  for  valours,  and  prave  adventures. 

Anc.  Some  beer. 

Wid.  Let  them  want  nothing. 

A^c.  Here,  widow. 

iVid.  I  thank  you,  Mr. 

A,  Blood,  Some  wine. 

Jarvii,  Here  is  wine  for  you,  sir. 

Rand.  Randals  will  not  be  outprav'd,  I  war- 
raat  hur. 

A.  Blood.  Here,  widow. 

Wid.  I  thank  you  too,  sir. 

Band.  Sounds,  some  metheglings  here. 

Wid.  What  does  be  call  for  ? 

Jarvis.  Here  are  some  eggs  for  yon,  sir. 

Rand.  Eggs,  man  f  some  metheglings,  the 
wine  of  Wales. 

Jarvis.  Troth,  sir,  here's  none  i'the  house ;  pray 
make  a  virtue  of  necessity,  and  drink  to  her  in 
this  glass  of  claret. 

Band.  Well,  because  hur  will  make  a  great 
deals  of  necessities  of  virtues,  mark  wiih  what  a 
grace  Randals  will  drink  ti>  hur  mistress. 
*  Maid.  He  makes  at  you,  forsooth. 

Wid.  Let  him  come,  I  have  ever  an  English 
virtue  to  put  by  a  Welsh.  -  „    - 

Rand.  O  noble  widows,  hur  heart  was  full  of 
woes. 


A.  Blood.  No,  naUe  Weldimaii,  bur  heart  was 
in  hur  hose.  .    [Take§  away  his  cup. 

Rand.  'Sounds,  was  that  bur  manners^  to  take 
awav  Randals  cups } 

Anc.  No,  it  shewed  scurvy. 

A,  Blood.  Take^t  you  at  worst,  then» 

Anc.  Whelp  of  the  devil,  thou  shalt  see  thy  sire 
for't. 

John^  Jarvis,  Grentlenen,  what  memti  you? 

Rand,  Let  hur  oome,  let  hur  oome;  Randals 
will  redeem  reputations,  hur  warranC  hur. 

Wid.  Redeem  your  wit,  sir.  First  for  yon,  nr^ 
vou  are  a  stranger;— but  ydu,  fiey  Master  Biood- 
bound  !  -^ 

Anc.  Ha !  Bloodhound !  good  sir,  let  me  s^eak 
with  you. 

Rand.  'Sounds,  what  does  Randals  ainoi^ 
plood-hounds  ?  Good  widows,  lend  bur  an  ear, 

A.  Blood.  Ancient  Young !  how  false  oar  me- 
mories have  play*d  tlirough  long  continuance !  but, 
why  met  here,  man  ?  Is  Mars  so  bad  a  pay  master, 
that  our  ancients  fight  under  Cupid's  banner  ^ 

Anc.  Faith,  tliis  was  but  a  sudden  start,  be- 
gotten from  distraction  of  some  fortanea;  I  pw^ 
sue  this  widow  but  for  want  of  wiser  work. 

Jarvis,  The  Wekhman  labours  at  it. 

Band.  A  pair  of  a  hundred  of  seeps,  thirty  pimve 
cows,  and  twelve  dozen  of  runts. 

Wid.   Twelve  dozen  of  goose. 

Rand.  Give  hur  but  another  hark  ? 

A.  Blood.  He  has  the  mortgage  still,  and  I  have  a 
handsome  sister ;  do  but  meet  at  the  FountaSn  in 
Fleet-streei,  after  dinner ;  O,  I  will  read  thee  his- 
tory of  happiness,  and  thou  shalt  thank  me. 

Anc.  Aye,  read  elfs  well,  or  weapons. 

A.  Blood.  A  word,  Jarvis. 

Rand.  Oh  prave  widows,  hur  will  meet  hur  there, 
bur  knows  hur  times  and  hur  seasons,  hur  war- 
rant hur;  Randals  will  make  these  prave  gallants 
bang  hurselfs  in  those  garters  of  willow  garlands 
apout  hur  pates;  mark  hur  now,  and  remember. 

Anc.  Adieu,  sweet  widow ;  for  my  ordraarr — 
,rr. .  ^  [Kisses  her. 

md,  Twas  not  so  modi  worth,  sir. 

Anc.  You  mean,  'twas  worth  more  then;  and 
that's  another  handsomely  lie^'d. 

Wid,  You  conclude  women  cunning  beggars, 

Anc.  Yes,  and  men  good  benefactors.  My 
best  wishes  wait  on  bo  sweet  a  mistress — Wilt 
you  walk  ?  [Exit. 


«*  Duke  Htimp»f«y.— In  the  ancient  ckorcb  of  8t  Paul's*  one  of  the  aUles  was  called  Duke  Humphreys 
Kfl»,  in  which  those  who  had  no  ■earn  of  procuring  a  dinner,  affected  (o  loiter.    See  JMr  Steeveof's 
.  «ote  on  Kivg  Richard  UL  A.  4*  8.  4« 
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A.  Blb^dL  ^ni'  foUow  jo«.  Woo'c  think  on't 
toon  at  night,  or  not  at  all? 

Jarok*  1  would  not  have  mj  wishes  wrong*d ; 
if  I  should  bring  it  about  handsomely,  you  can  be 
honest } 

A»  Blood.  Can!  dost  conclude  me  a  sattin 
cheat? 

Jaroiu  l^)'Oy  a  smooth  gallant,  sir.  Do  not  you 
fail  to  be  here  soon  at  niney  sail  provided  you 
will  be  honest ;  if  I  convey  you  not  under  her  bed, 
throw  me  a  top  o'  the  tester,  and  lay  me  out  o*  the 
way  like  a  rusty  bilboe. 

A,  Blood,  Enough ;  drink  that. — Farewell,  wi- 
dow; Fate,  the  Destinies,  and  the  three  ill- fa- 
vour^ Sisters,  have  concluded  the  meaas,  and 
ivhen  I  am  thy  husband — 

Wid.  I  shall  be  your  wife. 

A^  Blood.  Do  but  remember  these  cross  capers 
then,  you  bitter  sweet  one.  *'  [Exit, 

WuL  Till  then  adieu,  yoa  bitter  sweet  one. 

[Exit, 

Joroii*  This  dhmer  would  have  shewM  better 
in  Bed-lane;  and  she  at  the  other  side,  holdeth  her 
whole  nest  of  suitors  play.  What  art  decks  the 
dark  labyrinth  of  a  woman's  heart !  [Exit, 

Enter  Mary  Bloodhound  and  Sim. 

Moll,  Mnrry  old  Ear-lack  !  is  my  father  mad  ? 

Sim,  They  Ve  both  a  concluding  on't  yonder ; 
to-morrow's  the  day;  one  weddtngnlioner  must 
serve  both  marriages. 

MolL  Oh  Sim ;  the  Ancient,  the  delicate  An* 
cient !  there^  a  man,  and  thou  talk^st  of  a  man ; 
a  good  face,  a  soarkling  eye,  a  straight  body,  a 
delicate  hand,  a  dean  leg  and  foot;  ah,  sweet  Sim ! 
there's  a  man  worth  a  maidenhead. 

Enter  Bloodhoukd  and  Ear-lack. 

Sim.  But  I  say,  Master  Ear-lack,  the  old  man, 
a  foot  like  a  bear,  a  leg  like  a  bed-staff,  a  hand 
like  a  hatchet,  an  eyo  like  a  pig,  and  a  face  like  a 
winter  pigmie;   there's  a  man  for  a  maidenhead. 

MolL  Oh  look»  look!  Oh  alas,  «»l)«t  shall  I 
do  with  him  ? 

iSiOT.  What  ?  why,  what  shall  fifteen  do  with 
nxty  and  twelve  ?  make  a  screen  of  him ;  stand 
next  the  fire,  whibt  you  sit  behind  him,  and  keep 
a  friend's  lips  warm.  Many  a  wench  would  be 
glad  of  such  a  fortune. 

Blood.  Your  oath  struck'  it  dead  then,  o'  my 
side? 

Ear-^ek,  Five  hundred  deep  of  your  side, 
i'faith,  father. 

Blood,  Moll,  come  hither,  Moll ;  I  hope  Sim 
has  di9Cover*d  the  project. 


'  Ear-lock,  And  to-morrow  must  be  tht  dAy,  Moll ; 
both  of  a  day,  one  dinner  shall  serve ;  we  may 
have  store  of  little  ones;  we  must  save  for  olur 
family. 

MolL  Good  sir,  what  rashness  was  parent  to 
this  madness  ?  marry  an  old  man  !«-£ar^lack  the 
informer  I 

Blood,  Madness !— you're  a  whore. 
Ear-lack,  Is  she  a  whore,  Sim? 
Sim.  She  must  he  your  wife,  I  tell-* 
Blood.   An  arrant  whore,    to  refuse  Master 
Inno^nt  Ear-lack  of  Eogue>land !— that  for  his 
dwelhng.    Next,  that  he  doth  inform  now  and 
then  againn  enormities,  and  hath  been  blanketed, 
it  may  be,  pump*d  in's  time;  yet  the  world  know* 
he  does  it  not  out  of  need ;  he's  of  mighty  means, 
but  takes  delight  now  and  then  to  trot  up  and 
down,  to  avoid  idleness,  you  whore. 
Sim,  Good,  sir! 
Em^lack.  Pray,  father  I 
MoU.  This  wound  wants  oil.  {Aiide,)  OooA  mf^ 
in  all  toy  paths  I  will  raiake  you  my  guide ;  I  was 
only  startled 

With  the  suddenness  of  the  marriage, 
In  that  I  knew,  that  this  deserving  gentlemaa 
And  I  had  never  so  much  conference. 
Whereby  this  coal  of  Paphos,  by  the  rhetoric 
Of  his  l(Tve-8tea)ing,  heart^»)pi3vating  language^ 
Might  be  blown  into  a  fiame. 
Ear-lack.  Does  she  take  tobacco^  father? 
Blood.  No,  no,  man ;  these  are  out  of  ballads; 
she  has  ail  the  Garland  of  Good-will  ^*  by  hearc 
Ear-lack,  'Snails^  she  may  sing  me  ailoep  o* 
nights  then,  Sim. 

iStm.  WhV,  right,  sir;  and  then'tis  but  tickling 
you  o'  the  forehead  with  her  heels,  you  are  awake 
again,  and  ne'er  the  worse  man, 

MolL  It  he botfiveyearsolderthan  yourself,  sil^? 
Ear-lack.  Nay,  I  want  a  week  and  thtte  di^s 
of  that  too. 

Blood.  I'll  tell  thee  an  old  saw  fbr't,  git  I. 
Old  toy  he  behold  hladet  are  bat. 
Young  kearti  are  neter  old, 
Ear4ack,  Ah,  ha! 
Blood.  Gold  it  great  gleef  gold  hegeiireeif 

What  fault  itfommi  m  fMf 
Sim,  I  will  answer  presently,  sur,  with  another 
saw. 
Blood.  Let*sha't,let'^ha't; 
Ear-lack.  Mark,  MolL 

Sim.  Young  9  toy  $he  be  young,  tfoung  muttonU 
tweety 
Content  i$  ehave  gold ; 
If,  like  an  old  cock,  he  with  young  mutton  meet, 
Hcfeedt  like  a  cuckold. 


^^Bitler  sweet  one.^See  note  to  Romeo  and  Juliet,  A.  2,  8, 3,  vol.  10,  edit.  1778.     S^. 

**  Gariand  of  Oood'WiU^'-'One  of  the  misrellaoeoui  collections  of  songs  and  poems,  formerly  publisLed. 
called  Garlandi^  The  nnmci  of  a  great  number  of  these,  and,  amongst  the  rest,  7 he  Car 'and  of  Good^  ill, 
by  T,  D,  16:^1,  are  enumerated  la  Ur  Percy's  Heliques,  vol.  1.  p.  77. 
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Blood.  A  very  pretty  pithy  one,  I  protest ;  lo 
,n'  Moll  do  not  laugh :  'ahalt  have  a  pair  of  glo 


! look, 
an'  Moll  do  not  laugn :  i»aaini»»^»  v^>  **-  gloves 
for  that.    What  leather  dost  love? 

Sim.  Calf,  sir ;  sheep's  too  simple  for  me. 

Blood.  Nay,  'tis  a  witty  notable  knave;  he 
should  never  serve  me  else. 

Enter  John  with  a  Letter. 

John.  My  mistress  remembers  her  love,  and 
requests  you  would  insure  her  so  mucli  to  your 
fMLtience,  as  to  read  that.     ,.         ^  ,   ^. 

Blood.  Love-letters,  love-lies :  dost  mark,  Sim; 
these  women  are  violent,  Sim.  Whilst  I  read  the 
lie,  do  you  rail  to  him  upon  the  brewer;  swear 
be  has  deceived  us,  and  save  a  cup  of  beer  b/t. 

Sim.  I  will  not  save  you  a  cup  at  that  rate,  sir. 

Ear.  I  can  make  thee  a  hundred  a  year  join- 
ture, wench.  At  the  first,  indeed,  I  began  with 
petty  businesses,  wench;  and  here  1  pickd,  and 
there  I  pick'd :  but  now  I  run  through  notbng 
but  things  of  value. 

MolL  Sir,  many  thoughts  trouble  me;  and  your 
words  carry  such  a  weight,  that  I  will  cbuse  a 
time,  when  1  have  nothing  else  to  do,  to  think  on 

^"jEflr.  By  my  troth,  she  talks  the  wittiest,  an'  I 
could  understand  her. 

Blood.  Oh,  nimble,  nimble  widow ;  I  am  sorry 
we  have  no  better  friends ;  but,  pray  commend  me, 
though  in  a  Wunt  dry  commendation,  at  Uie  Ume 
and  place  appointed ;  I  wonnot  fail.    I  know  she 
has  a  nest  of  suitors,  and  would  carry  it  close, 
because  slie  fears  snrprisal* 
Ear.  What  news,  father? 
Blood.  Shalt  lie  there  all  night,  son. 
Ear.  Was  that  the  first  news  I  heard  on  t  f 
Blood.  I  must  meet  a  friend  i'  the  dark  soon ; 
let  tfie  see,  we  lovers  are  all  a  liule  road ;  do  you 
4ind  Moll  take  a   turn  or  two  i  the   g^den, 
whilst  Sim  and  I  go  up  into  the  garret  and  devise, 
liU  the  guests  come.        .     ,  ^  ^  ^       ,    l-^.  ' 
Sim.  He's  a  little  road.    I  had  best  hanghim 
upon  the  cross  beam  in  the  garret.  „l^^'' 

Ear.  Come,  Moll,  come  Molkin;  we  II  even 
to  the  camomile  bed,  and  talk  of  household  stuff; 
and  be  sure  thou  rememberest  a  trade. 
JdolL  Please  you  go  before,  sir? 
Ear.  Nay,  an  old  ape  has  an  old  eye ;  I  shall 
£0  before,  and  thou  woot  shew  me  a  love-trick,  and 
lock  me  into  the  g^den.  1  wiU  come  discreetly 
behind,  MolL  .      ^       t     .i 

MolL  Out  upon  hiro,  what  a  suitor  have  1  got : 
I  am  sorry  you're  so  bad  an  archer,  sir. 
Ear.  Why  bird,  why  bird  ? 
MolL  Why,  to  shoot  at  huts,  when  you  should 
use  prick-shafts;  short  shooting  will  lose  you  the 
game,  I  assure  you,  sir. 


Ear.  Her  mind  runs  sure  upon  a  fletcher,  *^  or 
abowyer:  howsoever  I'll  intorm  against  both; 
the  fletcher  for  taking  whole  money  for  pierced 
arrows,  the  bowyer  unt  lioming  the  headmen  of 
his  parbh,  and  taking  money  for  his  pains. 

[^Exeuntm 

Enter  in  the  Tavemi  Alexander,  the  Captain^ 
Lieutenant,  Sue  Shortheels,  and  Mrs  Coote. 

Alej^.  Some  rich  Canary,  boy. 

Draw,  Anon,  anon,  sir. 

Alex,  Possible !  Thus  cheated  of  an  hundred 
pieces  !  a  handsome  halter,  and  the  hangman's 
wages  popt  in  the  place :  what  an  acute  wit  we 
have  in  wickedness ! 

Capt.  'Tis  done,  and  handsomely. 

Enter  Drawer. 

Draw.  Here's  a  pottle  of  rich  CaoBry,  and  m 
quart  of  neat  claret,  gentlemen ;  and  there  s  ag^n- 
tleman  below,  be  says  he  is  your  brother.  Master 
Bloodhound :  he  appointed  to  meet  you  here^ 

C(tpt.  The  expected  thuig,  that  bought  the  Bris- 
tol stone. 

Jlex.  Send  him  up,  pr'ythee ;  remember  bow 
it  must  be  carried. 

If  rt  Coate.  I  am  her  grandmother ;  forget  not 
that  by  any  means. 

Alei.  And  pray  remember  that  you  do  not 
mump  as  if  you  were  chewing  bacon,  and  spoil 

JUrs  Coote.  1  warrant  you. 

Enter  Ancient  Young. 

Alex.  And  bark. 

Draw.  Are  these  the  company,  ur  ? 

Anc,  Tes,  but  those  I  like  not;  these  are  not 
they; 
I'll  stay  i'  the  next  room  tiH  my  company  come^ 

Draw.  Where  you  please,  sir:  pray,  follow 
me.  [Exeumt. 

Capt.  I  hear  him  eoming  up  gingerly. 

Alex,  Oh  he  tramples  upon  the  bosom  of  a  ts- 
vem  with  that  dexterity,  as  your  lawyers'  clerks 
do  to  Westminster-hall  upon  a  dirty  day,  with  a 
pair  of  white  silk  stockings.  Brotiier  Tim,  why 
now  you're  a  man  of  your  word,  I  see. 

Enter  Tiu. 

27m.  Nay,  I  love  to  be  as  good  as  my  say. 
See,  brother,  look,  there*s  the  rest  of  your  mo- 
ney upon  the  ring.  I  cannot  spend  a  penny,  for 
I  have  ne'er  a  penny  Iciu  What  are  these,  what 
I  are  these  ? 

Alex,  Gallants  of  note  and  quality ;  be  that 


*9  Fletcher.^Fk'chier,  Fr.  a  maker  of  arrowy 
Load  on. 


^Vc  have  stUl  the  Fletchers  compaay  in  the  cHy  ef 
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mCs  taking  tobncco  is  a  captain,  Captun  Carve* 
gut. 

TtiR.  He  will  not  make  a  capon  of  me,  will 
be? 

Alex,  Are  you  not  my  brother  ?  He  that  pours 
oat  tbe  sparkling  sprightly  claret,  is  a  lieutenant 
under  him,  lieutenant  Bottom.  He  was  a  Ser- 
jeant first. 

Tun.  Of  the  Poultry,  or  of  Wood-street? 

Alex.  Of  the  Poultry  ?  of  a  Woodcock ;  a  Ser- 
jeant of  tbe  field,  a  man  of  blood. 

Tim,  I'll  take  my  leave,  brother,  I  am  in  great 
haste. 

Alex,  That  delicate  sweet  young  gentlewo- 
man— 

I'un.  Fough,  this  tobacco ! 

Alex,  That  bears  tbe  blush  of  morning  upon 
her  cheeks,  v^hose  eyes  are  like  a  pair  of  talking 
twins— 

Thn,  She  looks  just  cpon  me. 

Alex,  I  think  you  are  in  haste. 

Tinu  No,  no,  no,  pray. 

Alex,  Whose  lips  are  beds  of  roses,  betwixt 
which  there  steals  a  breath  sweeter  than  Indian 
spices. 

Tim,  Sweeter  than  ginger. 

Alex,  But  then  to  touch  those  lips — ^You  stay 
too  long,  sure. 

Tim,  Pish,  I  tell  you  I  do  not ;  I  know  my 
time :  Pray,  wliat's  her  name  ? 

Alex,  But  'tis  descended  from  tlie  ancient  stem, 
the  great  Tributie,  liodabrides  her  name;  that 
ancient  matron  is  her  reverend  grannum* 

Tim,  Niggers,  I  have  rend  of  her  in  the  Mir- 
ror of  Knighthood. '® 

Alex,  Come,  they  shall  know  you.    , 

2im,  Nay,  brother. 

Alex,  I  say  they  shall. 

Tim.  Let  me  go  down  and  wash  my  face  first. 

Alex.  Your  face  is  a  fine  face. — ^My  brother, 
gentlemen. 

Capt,  Sir,  you're  victoriously  welcome. 

Tim.  That  word  has  e'en  conquer'd  roe. 

Lieut.  1  desire  to  kiss  vour  hand,  sir. 

Tim.  Indeed  but  you  shall  not,  sir;  I  went  out 
early,  and  forgot  to  wash  them. 

Mrs  Coote.  Precious  doiterill ! 

Capt,  Sir,  I  shall  call  it  a  courtesy,  if  you  shall 
please  to  vouchsafe  to  pledge  me. 

Tim.  Four  or  six? 


Capt.  'Tis  rich  Canary,  it  came  from  beyond 
the  seas. 

Tun.  I  will  do  no  courtesy  at  this  time,  shr; 
yet,  for  one  cup  I  care  not,  because  it  comes  from 
beyond  the  seas.    I  think  'tis  outlandish  wine. 

Sue.  Look,  how  it  glides ! 

Mrs  Coote.  Now,  truly,  the  gentleman  drinks 
a  slike  one  Master  Widgin,  a  kinsman  of  mine — -— 

Lieut.  Pox  on  you,  heilding. 

I'im.  I  ha'  heard  of  that  Widgin,  I  ha'  been 
taken  for  him ;  and,  now  1  think  on't,  a  cup  of 
this  is  better  than  our  four  shilling  beer  at  home. 

Lieut.  You  must  drink  another,  sir;  you  drank 
to  nobody. 

Ttm.  Is  it  the  law,  that  if  a  man  drinks'  to  no- 
body, he  must  drink  again  ? 

Omnet.  Aye,  aye,  aye :  fill  his  glass. 

Tim.  Why  then,  I  will  drink  to  nobody  once 
more,  because  I  will  drink  again. 

Alex.  Did  not  I  tell  you !  More  wine  there, 
drawer. 

Sue.  This  pageant's  worth  the  seeing,  by  this 
hand. 

Titn.  Methinks  this  glass  was  better  than  t'o- 
ther, gentlemen. 

Capt.  Oh,  sir,  the  deeper  the  sweeter  ever. 

Tun.  Do  you  think  so,  sir? 

Lieut,  Ever  that  when  you  drink  to  nobody. 

Tim.  Why  then,  I  pray  give  me  t'other  cup, 
that  I  may  drink  to  somebody. 

Mrs  dote.  I  have  not  dnink  yet,  sir. 

Alex.  Again,  ye  witch  1  Drink  to  the  young 
gentlewoman. 

Tim.  Mistress  Lindabrides. 

Sue.  Thanks,  most  ingenious  sir. 

Tim.  She's  a  little  shame-faced ;  the  deeper  the 
sweeter,  forsooth. 

Alex.  Pox  on  you  for  a  coxcomb. 

Enter  Ancient  Young. 

Anc,  I'the  next  room  I  have  seen  and  heard 
all.    Oh  noble  soldiers  I 

Ttm.  Here  boys,  giveussome'more  wine.  There's 
a  hundred  marks,  gallants :  'tis  your  own,  an'  do 
hut  let  me  bear  an  office  amongst  you.  I  know 
as  great  a  matter  has  been  done  for  as  small  a 
sum.    Pray  let  me  follow  the  fashion. 

Capt.  Well,  for  once  take  up  the  money.  Give 
me  a  cup  of  sack,  and  give  me  your  hand,  sir : 
and,  because  our  Flemish  corporal  was  lately 


3°  Mirr(fr  of  Knighihood.^A  romance  translated  out  of  Spanish,  by  Margaret  Tyler,  who  dedicates 

the  first  part  to  Lord  Thomas  Howard.    1st  part — no  date. 2d  uart-^ld99. 3d-^o  date. 

4th,  5th— 1508. 6th— 1508. 7th-.16V8. 8th— 1599. 9lh— 1602. 

It  appears  that  Thomas  Kste,  the  printer,  undertook  the  publication  of  this  work,  which  is  executed 
by  diflTcrent  translators,  and  dedicated  to  difiereot  patrons.  Margaret  TjfUr  {thine  ta  tue,  as  she  says  ^t 
tbe  conclosioo  of  her  address  to  the  reader)  having  qo  cooctm  with  any  part  bat  the  first,  it  is  rarely 
met  with  complete.  JS. 
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rhok«d  at  Dcbh  with  a  fia»>diiigon,  ^'  bear  yon 
bis  name  and  place,  and  be  henceforth  call'd  Cor- 
|M>ral  CodVbead.    Let  the  beaUh  go  roiind« 

Tim*  Uound !  An'  this  go  not  round  !  Some 
"wipe  there,  tapster.  Is  there  ne'er  a  tapster  in 
the  house  ?  [Ancient  $hewa  hmself* 

Jltx*  Mj  worthy  friend,  thou'rt  jnaster  of  thy 
word.  Gentlemen,  'tis  Ancient  Young ;  you  Ve 
soldiers,  come,  come,  save  cap,  compliment  in 
cup.    Pr'ythee,  sit  down. 

Anc,  Are  you  a  captain,  sir  ? 

C^^  Yes. 

An€^  And  you  a  lieiitenant? 

Lieut*  Yes. 

Anc,  I  pray  whore  served  yon  laU  ? 

Capt.  Why,  at  the  battle  of  Prague.  ^^ 

Anc,  Under  what  coloBel  ?  In  what  re^ment? 

Copt,  Why,  let  Be  see  t— 4)ut  come,  in  onmpa- 
ny  ?  Let's  sit,  sir :  true  soldiers  scorn  unnecee- 
sary  discourse,  especially  in  taverns. 

Anc,  ''tis  true,  true  soldiers  do ;  but  you  are 
tavern-rats. 

Capt.  How? 

Jfcr.  Pr'ythee ! 

Anc.  Foul  food,  that  lies  all  day  ondigettedy 
Upon  the  queasy  stomach  of  some  tavem, 
And  are  spew'd  out  at  midBigbt. 

2Tfii.  Corporal  Cod*head's  health,  air. 

Anc,  In  thy  face,  fool. 

Alex,  This  is  cruel,  AndenC 

Anc.  You  are  hot  the  worms  of  worth, 
The  soM  of  shame  and  baaeiiess, 
That  in  a  tavern  dare  out-sit  the  sun. 
And  rather  than  a  whore  shall  pats  anptedged^ 
You'll  oawn  your  souls  for  a  suoerfluous  cup, 
Though  you  caat  it  into  the  redtoniog. 
The  true  soldier  is  all  over  man. 
Noble  and  valiant ;  vrisdom  is  the  mould. 
In  which  he  casts  his  actions.    Such  a  discreet 

temperance 
Doth  daily  deck  Itis  doings,  that  by  his  modesty 
He's  guess'd  the  son  of  merit,  and  by  his  mildness 
Is  believed  valiant.    Go  and  build  no  more 
These  mrj  castles  of  hatched  fame,  which  fools 
Onl]f  admire  and  feur  you  for ;  the  wise  man 
Derides  aad  jeers  ye,  as  pu£&  really  of 
Virtue  and  valour  (those  fair  twins 
That  are  born,  breathe,  and  die  together !)  then 
Yon*ll  no  more  be  call'd  butterflies,  but  men : 
Think  on'r,  and  pav  your  reckoning.  {Exit, 

Capt  Car,  Shall  we  suffer  thisy  Saunder  r 

Alex,  1  must  go  after  him. 


Sue  Short,  Kill  him,  an'  there  be  no  more  men 
in  Christendom. 

Alex,  I  know  my  fitter  Ipves  him,  attd  he 
swears  he  loves  her, — and,  by  this  band,  it  shall 
go  hard  if  he  have  her  not,  smock  and  all. 
Brave,  excellent  man !  With  what  a  strength  of 
zeal  we  admire  (hat  goadjiess  in  another,  whieh 
we  cannot  call  our  own  !  [Exii^ 

Lieut,  He's  a  dead  man,  I  warrant  him. 

Capt.  Car.  But  wbere%  our  corporal ! — Corpo- 
ral, corporal !  [Loe^  out. 

Tim,  Welly  here's  your  corporal,  aa'  ypu  ean  be 
quiet. 

Sue  SMort.  Look,  an'  he  have  not  mscoMt  ^' 
himself  in  a  wooden  castle. 

Tim.  Is  be  gone  that  caird  us  butter^ies? 

A/rf  Coote,  Yes,  yes,  h'at  taken  whis;  and 
your  brother's  gone  af|er  bin,  to  6^t  widi  him* 

Tim,  That's  well;  he  cannot  m  conscMOCo 
but  do  us  the  courtesy  to  kill  him  fox  ot. — 
Come,  gallants,  what  shall  we  do?  I'll  never  n> 
home  to  go  to  bed  with  my  guts  full  of  four  thil- 
lings  beer,  when  I  may  replenish  them  with  sack. 
Ha,  now  am  I  as  lutty !  methiaks  we  two  have 
blue  beards.  Is  there  ne'er  a  wench  to  be  had  f 
Drawer,  bring  us  up  impossibilities^  an  boaest 
whore,  and  a  conscionable  reokoeiog. 

Lieut.  Why,  here's  all  fire  wit,  where  ^  ho 
will  or  no. 

Sue  Short,  A  whore !  O  tempting  baodtoono 
sir,  think  of  a  rich  wife  rather. 

Tun,  Tempting  handsome  sir ! — she's  not  mar* 
ried,  is  she,  geetleafteo  ? 

Capt,  Car,  A  woodcock  sprii^d  t  let  as  but 
keep  him  in  this  bacchanalian  mitt  till  iporoing, 
and  'tis  done. 

Tim.  Tempting  handson)e  lit !  I've  koown  « 
woman  of  handsome  tempting  fortune^  throw 
herself  away  upon  a  handsome  tempting  mr, 

Jietif .  Hark  you,  sir;  if  slie  had,  aof could  be 
tempted  to't,  have  you  a  mind  to  man7  <  wdold 
you  marry  her? 

Tim.  Oh,  and  a  man  were  so  worthy,  tempting 
sir. 

Lieut,  Give  me  but  a  piece  from  yoo. 

Tim,  And  when  will  you  give  it  me  again  ? 

Lieut,  Pray  give  me  but  a  piece  IW)m  you, 
I'll  pay  this  reckoning  into  the  bargain ;  and  if  I 
have  not  a  tri^  to  make  it  your  own.  111  give 
you  ten  for't — here's  my  witness. 

Tim,  There  'tis ;  send  thee  good  luck  with  if, 
and  go  drunk  to  bed. 


3'  Flap-dragm.—Siee  note  15  to  The  Hone$t  Wh^re,  Vol.  1.  p.  555. 

i^  At  the  battle  6f  Prague. — This  battle  was  fougkt  at  Weitenberg,  near  Prague,  iSth  November,  10SO, 
and  was  fetally  dccltlve  against  the  Klector  Palatine,  who.  In  conscqaence  of  it,  not  only  lost  hb  aew 
kincdom  of  Bohemia,  bnt  nHo  was  deprived  by  the  Eaiperor  of  his  hereditary  domioioM. 

33  hicentt. — A.  uonce  Is  a  petty  fortlflcattoa.  The  verb  l«  Uncenae,  occurs  more  thaa  ooce  in  Sbmke* 
prare.    See  note  on  The  Mtiru  Wivet  of  Windior^  A.  8.  S.  V.  .  8. 

34  YKAere,  i.  e.  whether.— It  b  frequently  so  written  io  ancient  writers.  -See  B<a  JohmmiCt  New  Inn, 
A,  5.  8.  y,  and  Mr  Whalley*s  notci 


Rowley.} 


A  MATCH  AT  AHDNIGHT. 


473 


Lieut.  Do  not  you  be  too  rash,  fbr  she  ob> 
serves  you,  and  is  infinitely  aflected  to  good* 
breeding. 

7^.  I  wonnot  speak,  I  teR  you,  till  you  hold 
up  TOur  Anger,  or  ftdl  a  vthisdtng. 

Capt,  Car,  ComCy  we'll  pay  at  bar,  and  Co  the 
Mttre  in  Bread-street :  ^  well  make  a  mad  night 
on't.  Please  you,  sweet  ladies,  but  to  walk  into 
n^ead-street,  dm  gendeman  has  a  foolish  sHght 
supper,  and  he  most  ingenuously  professes,  it 
would  appear  eo  him  the  meridian  alritode  of  his 
desired  happiness,  but  to  have  the  table  deck'd 
with  a  pair  of  perfections  so  eiqubitely  reful- 
gent. 


Tbn,  He  talks  ail  sack^  and  h*  wiU  dridc  no 
smat^beef. 

Jkfrs  Co6te.  Pray  lead,  and  he  shall  fellow. 

Ikte  iSAorf.  Bless  mine  eyes,  my  heart  is  fall  of 
changes.  [EmU, 

Tim*  Oh,  is  it  so  ?  I  have  heard  there  may 
be  more  changes  in  a  womaa's  heart  in  an  hour, 
than  can  be  rung  upon  six  bells  in  seren  days. 
Weill  go  thy  ways ;  litde  dost  thoa  think  how 
thou  Shalt  be  hetniyed ;  withia  this  four-and- 
twenty  hours,  thou  shalt  be  OKne  own  wife,  flesh 
and  blood,  by  father  and  mother;  O  tempting 
handsome  sir !  [Exeuht. 


ACT  III. 


8CENEI. 

Enter  Johh^  and  the  Maid. 

Mm,  Bat,  sirrah,  canst  tell  what  mynristress 
meaiis  ta  do  widi  her  sofitors  f 

Maid.  Kay,  nay,  1  knew  not;  hot  tliere h  one 
of  diemi  I  am  sure,  worth  looking  after. 

Jb*a.  Which  is  he,  I  pr^ychee? 

Maid,  Oh,  John,  Master  Randall,  John. 

Jokm.  The  Welchman^ 

MM,  The  witty  man,  the  pretty  man,  the 
SM^ng  man;  be  has  the  daintiest  diuy, sa full  of 
pith,  so  full  of  spirit,  as  they  say. 

John.  Ditties  f  they  are  the  ends  of  old  ballads. 

Maid.  Old  ends !  I  am  sure  they  are  new  be* 
ginnings  with  me. 

John.  Here  comes  my  mistress. 

Enter  Widow  and  Jaevis. 

WkL  Wlio  was  thgt  knock'd  at  the  gate  ? 

Jar.  Why,  year  Wckh  wooer. 

Maid.  AiQS^  the  sight  on*s  eyes  is  enough  ^ 
singe  my  little  akudcaiiead ;  I  shall  neirer  be  able 
ta  e«dure  hioDi.  [Exit  Maid 

0 

Enter  Randall* 

Rand.   When   high  King  Henry  rukd  this 
land,  35 
the  eempk  rfhar  name. 
Betides  hur  Queen  was  tearfy  hved, 
afairandprincefy^-'^widows. 
^^  yon,  fMdo4v« ;  Randals  was  disturbed  in  cogi- 
tations, about  lands,  ploughs,  and  cheese-presses 
in  Wales;  and  becat  bur  have  forgot  where  htrr 
and  bar  aiect  soon  at  pright  dark  erenings. 


Wid.  Why,  on  die  Change,  in  Um  Dotch  walks 

Rand,  Oh  haw,  ha^e  hor-^ut  Raa#als  waa 
talk  no  Dutch;  pray  meet  bar  in  the  Welch 
walk,  was  no  Welch  walk  there  P 

Wid.  Fie,  no;  there  are  no  Welch  merchants 
there. 

Rand.  *Mass,wa8ierytrae,wasallsiiendeRien 
in  Wales.  Hur  nevor  saw  hur  shamber-maid; 
pray  where  was  hur  sbambermaid? 

Jar.  Taken  up  i'  the  kitchen,  sir. 

Rand.  Can  hurr  make  wedding-ped  pnvely  for 
Randals,  and  widows  ? 

Wid.  Fnty  tell  him,  Jarvis^  whedier  she  can 
or  no. 

Jar.  Sir,  not  to  delay,  hot  to  debilitate  the 
strength  of  yoor  active  apprehension  of  my  mis« 
tresses  fttvoar— 

Rand.  Was  fery  good  words. 

Jar.  Ifark  in  year  ear,  she  will  have  her  ne^ 
feathered  with  no  British  breed. 

Rand^  Sounds^  was  not  ftittish  so  good  as 
English? 

Jar,  Yes,  where  there's  wisdom,  wit,  and  va« 
lour;  bat  as  amongst  oar  Rnglisb,  we  may  have 
one  fool,  a  knave,  a  coicorob,  and  a  coward,  sher 
bid  me  tell  yon,  she  has  seen  such  wanders  come 
out  of  Wales.  In  one  word,  you're  an  ass,  and 
shell  have  none  of  yoo.  .        . 

Rand.  Augh,  Saint  Tavie,  Owen  Morgan,  and 
all  hur  cousins,  was  widow  herself  say  so  ? 

Wid.  Good  sir,  let  every  circunistaoce  make 
If p  one  answer,  ukt  it  wtdi  you. 

Jar.  And  the  Roman  answer  is^  the  English 
goose,  sir.  ^ 

Rand*  Sounds !  hur  was  kill  now^  Cegy  and 


^  The  Mitre  in  Bread-street. — From  this  pavage,  compared  with  another  in  Ram  AUeg,  p.  302. 
it  appears  there  were  two  taverns  at  this  time  with  the  same  si^. 

'  When  high  King  Henrf  ftc— A  stanza,  with  some  alterations,  of  the  ofd  ballad  of  Fair  Bosamond, 
See  PerofU  Reliquet,  toI.  2.  p.  147. 

3^  And  the  Roman  antwer  it,  the  EngUih  goote,  fir.— A  pan  on  the  Latin  word  anter,  which  signifies  a 
gsote* 

VOL.  If.  3  O 
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Gogmago^,  a  whole  dozen  of  shiants.  Make  fool 
of  Randais !  Randals  was  wisht  to  as  prave  match 
as  widows;  was  know  one  Mary  Bloodhound, 
vroi  ha  all  when  hur  father  kick  up  heels;  and 
becaty  though  hur  never  saw  huf,  hur  will  send 
hur  love-letters  presently,  get  bur  good  wills,  and 
go  to  shurch  and  marry,  and  hur  were  eight  and 
thirty,  two  hundred  and  nine  and  fifty  widows ; 
mark  hur  now.  .[^'^  Randall. 

Jar.  }le  pelts  as  he  goes,  pitifully. 

Wid.  Where's  Mary? 

John,  Mary ! 

Enter  Maid. 

Wid.  Pray  go  to  Ald^nte,  to  my  sempstress, 
for  my  ruflf;  I  must  use  it  say,  to-morrow.  Did 
you  bid  her  hollow  it  just  in  the  French  fashion 
cut? 

Maid.  Yes,  forsooth. 

:Wid.  Twas  well ;  we  have  no  other  proof  in 
use  that  we  are  English^  if  we  do  not  zany  them. 
Let  John  go  with  you. 

Maid.  Yes,  forsooth.  [Exit. 

Jar.  But  pray,  forsooth,  how  do  you  mean  to 
dispose  of  your  suitors  ? 

Wid.  Shall  I  tell  thee?  for  this,  thou  hast  gi- 
ven him  his  cure,  and  he  is  past  care ;  for  old 
Bloodhound,  the  bawmonger,  I  writ  to  him,  to 
meet  roe  soon  at  ton  in  the  dark,  upon  the 
Change ;  and  if  I  come  not  by  ten,  he  should  stay 
till  twelve :  iiuiniatiog  something  mystically,  that, 
to  avoid  surprizals  of  other  rivals,  I  mean  to  go 
from  thence  with  him  to  lie  at  his  house  all  niebt, 
and  go  to  church  with  him  i'  the  morning;  when 
my  meaning  is  only  knavery,  to  make  myself  mer- 
ry, and  let  him  cool  himself  there  till  morning. 

Jar.  And  now  have  I  a  whimsey,  newly  jumpt 
into  the  coll  of  ingenious  apprehension,  to  sawce 
him  daintily ;  that  for  that.  What  think  you  of 
the  gentleman  that  brought  a  stool  with  him  out 
of  the  hall,  and  sat  down  at  dinner  with  you  in 
the  parlour  ? 

Wid.  They  say  he*s  an  Ancient,  but  I  afiect 
not  his  colours. 

Jar.  But  what  say  you  to  the  mad  victorious 
Alexander  ? 

Wid.  A  wild  mad  roarer,  a  trouble  not  worth 
minding. 

Jar.  He  will  mind  you  ere  morning,  troth,  mis- 
tress. [Atide.]  There  waits  a  gentleman  i'  the 
next  room,  that  hath  a  long  time  loved  you,  and 
has  watched  for  such  an  hour,  when  all  was  out  of 
doors,  to  tell  you  so  ;  and  none  being  within  but 
you  and  I,  he  desires  you  would  bear  him  speak, 
and  there's  an  end  on't. 


Wid.  What  is  he? 

Jar.  An  honest  man. 

Wid.  How  know  you  ? 

Jar.  Why,  he  told  roe  so. 

Wiil.  And  why  were  you  such  a  fool  to  take 
his  own  word  ? 

Jar.  Because  all  the  wit  I  had  could  get  nobo* 
dy*s  else. 

Wid.  A  knave  will  ever  tell  you  he's  an  honest 
man. 

Jar.  But  an  honest  man  will  never  tell  you  be*s 
a  knave. 

Wid.  Well,  sir,  your  mistress  dares  look  upon 
the  honest  man. 

Jar.  And  the  honest  man^ares  look  upon  my 
mistress.  »   [Exit, 

Wid.  lis  the  roughest,  bluntest  fellow.-- — 
Yet,  when  I  take  young  Bloodhound  to  a  retired 
collection  of  scattered  judgment,  which  often  lies 
disjointed,  with  the  confused  distraction  of  so  ma- 
ny; methink3  he  dwells  in  roy  opinion :  a  ri^ht 
ingenious  ^^  spirit,  veil'd  merely  with  the  vanity 
of  youth  and  wildness.  He  looks,  methinks,  Uke 
one  that  could  retract  himself  from  his  mad  starts,  • 
and  when  he  pleased  turn  tame.  His  handsome 
wildness,  methinks,  becomes  him,  could  he  keep 
it  bounded  in  thrift  and  temperance.  But  down 
these  thoughts,  my  resolve  rests  here  in  private. 
But  from  a  fool,  a  miser,  and  a  man  too  jealous 
for  a  little  sweetness.  Love,  Cupid  defend  me ! 

Enter  Jarvis  Uke  agentkman,  very  brave,  with 
h'u former  clothes  in*s  band. 

Jar.  And  to  a  widow  wife, 
Nobly  liberal,  and  discreetly  credulous, 
Cupid  hath  sent  roe. 

Wid.  Pray  prove  as  you  appear,  a  gentleman. 
Why,  Jarvis ! 

Jar,  Look  you,  here's  Janfis  hangs  by  geome- 
try ;  and  here's  the  gentleman ;  for  less  I  am  not : 
that  afar  off,  taken  with  the  sainted  praises  of 
your  wealthy  beauty,  your  person,  wisdom,  no- 
desty,  and  all  that  can  make  woman  gracious,  in 
this  habit  sought  and  obtained  your  service. 

Wid,  For  Heaven's  sake  what's  your  intent  i 

Jar,  I  love  you. 

Wid.  Pray  keep  off. 

Jar.  1  would  keep  from  you.    Had  roy  desires 
bodies. 
How  I  could  beat  them  into  better  fashion. 
And  teach  them  temperance.    For  I  rid  to  find 

you; 
And,  at  a  meeting  amongst  many  dames, 
I  saw  you  first :  Oh  how  your  talking  eyes. 
Those  active,  sparkling,  sweet,  discoursing  twins^ 


^^  Jttgenumt,-^Ingenioui  and  ingenuoHi,  were  formerly  used  Indtscrimioately  for  each  other* 


ROWX^BY.] 


A  MATCH  AT  MIDNIGHT. 


475 


III  their  strong  captivating  motion  told  me 
The  story  of  jour  heart!  A  tluHisand  Cupids 
Methought  sat  playing  on  that  pair  of  chrys- 

taU,3» 
Carrying  to  the  swiftness  of  covetous  fancy, 
The  very  letters  we^cU  love  with. 
Wid.  Fie,  fie. 

Jar.  1  have  struck  her  to  the  heart,  through 
my  face 
Apparelled  with  this  field  -of  gravity, 
The  neglected  roughness  of  a  soldier's  dart.  [J<iclf. 
These  diamond-pointed  eyes  but  hither  throw, 
And  you  will  see  a  young  spring  on*t;  but  ques- 
tion 
Time's  fair  ones,  they'll  confess,  though  with  a 

blush, 
They  have  often  fuund  good  wine  at  an  old  bush. 
Jliiy  blood  is  young,  and  full  of  amorous  heats, 
Whicli  but  branch'd  out  into  these  lusty  veins. 
Would  play,  and  dally,  and  in  wanton  turnings, 
Would  teach  you  strange  constructions. 
Let  time  and  place  then,  with  love's  old  friend^ 
Opportunity,  instruct  you  to  be  wise. 

Wid.  Alas,  sir,  where  leam'd  you  to  catch  oc- 
casions thus  ^ 

Jar.  Of  a  lawyer's  clerk,  wench,  that,  with  six 
such  catches,  leap'd  in  five  years  from  his  desk  to 
his  coach,  drawn  with  four  horses. 
Wid.  Do  you  mean  marriage  ? 
Jar,  Marriage  is  a  cloying  meat ;  marry  who 
thou  woot,  to  make  a  shew  to  shroud  thee  from 
the  storms,  round-headed  opinion,  that  6way&  all 
tlie  world,  may  let  fall  on  thee :  Me,  cousin  thou 
sbalt  call.  Once  in  a  month,  or  so,  I'll  read  false 
letters  from  a  far  distant  uncle,  insert  his  com- 
mendations to  thee,  hug  thy  believing  husband 
into  a  pair  of  handsome  horns ;  look  upon  him 
with  one  .eye^  and  wink  upon  thee  with  the  other. 
Would'st  have  any  more  ? 

Wid'  The  return  of  servants,  or  some  friendly 
visit,  will  intercept  41s  now ;  re-assume  your  ha- 
bit, and  be  but  Jarvis  till  to-morrow  morning; 
Olid,  by  the  potent  truth  of  friendsliip,  I  will  give 
you  plenty  of  cause  to  confess  I  love  you  truly, 
and  strongly. 

Jar.  You  are  in  earnest  ? 
Wid,  On  my  life,  serious ;  let  this  kiss  seal  it. 
Jar.  The  softest  wax  ever  seal'd  bawdy  busi- 
ness! 
Now  for  old  Bloodhound:  I'll  meet  you  up^  the 
Change,  sir,  with  a  blind  bargain,  and  then  help 
your  son  to  a  good  penny-worth :  this  night  shall 
be  all  mirth|  a  mistress  of  delight.         [Kveuut, 


Enter  Bloodhound,  ^'  Sim,  and  Moll. 

Blood.  Nay,  nay,  nay,  mark  what  follows ;  I 
must  bring  her  h  >me  i*  the  dark,  turn  her  up  to 
bed,  and  there  she  goes  to  church.  My  cloak, 
sirrah, 

Sim,  Tis  a  ver;^  dark  night,  air ;  you'll  not  have 
a  cloak  for  the  nun. 

Blood.  I'm  going  to  steal  the  widow  from  I 
know  not  how  many. 

Sim.  Nay,  then  I'll  let  your  cloak  for  the  rain 
alone,  and  fetch  you  a  cloak  for  your  knavery. 

Blood .  To  bcd,^to  bed,  good  Sim.— What  Moll, 
I  say. 

MolL  Sir. 

Blood.  1  charge  you,  let  not  one  be  up  i*  the 
house,  bat  your^f,  after  the  clock  strikes  teo, 
nor  a  light  be  stirring ;  Moll,  trick  up  the  greeu 
bed-chamber  very  duntily. 

MolL  I  shall,  sir. 

Blood.  And,  well  remember'd,  Moll ;  the  keys 
of  my  compdng-house  are  in  the  left  pocket  of 
my  coat,  above  i'the  wicker  chair ;  look  to  them, 
and  have  a  care  of  the  black  box  there,  I  have  of- 
ten told  thee  of;  look  to  that  as  to  thy  maiden- 
head. 

MolL  I  shall,  sir. 

Blood*  Pray  for  me  all,  pray  for  me  all. 

Sim.  Have  you  left  out  any  thing  for  supper  ? ' 

Bhod.  Out,  rogue;  shall  not  I  be  at  infinite 
expence  tos-morrow  ?  fast  to  night,  and  pray  for 
me. 

Sim.  An  old  devil  in  a  greasy  sattia  doublet, 
keep  you  company  J 

Blood.  Ua,  what*s  that? 

Sim-  I  say,  the  sattin  doublet  you  will  wear  to- 
morrow, will  be  the  best  in  the  (x»mpany,  sir. 

Blojd.  That's  true,  tliat*s  true  ;  I  come,  widow, 
I  come,  wench.  [  fijiV  Bloodhousd. 

MolL  Oh,  sweet  Sim,  what  shall  i  do  to-mor- 
row ?  To-morrow  must  be  the  day,  the  doleful 
day,  the  di:iiTifil  day ;  alas,  Sim,  ^rhat  ilost  thou 
think  in  thy  conscience  I  shall  do  with  an  old 
man? 

Sim.  Nay,  you're  well  enough  served  ;  you. 
know  how  your  brother,  not  an  hour  ago,  lay^at 
you  to  have  the  Ancient,  one  that  your  teeth  e'en 
water  at:  and  yet  you  cry,  I  cannot  love  liim,  I 
won  not  have  him.  , 

MolL  1  could  willingly  marry  him,  if  I  might 
do  nothing  but  look  on  him  all  day,  where  he 
might  not  see  me ;  but,  to  lie  with  him !  alas,  X. 
shaii  be  undone  the  first  night. 


^*  Pair  ofchryUalt. — A  common  expression  to  signify  the  eyes.  See  several  instances  io  Mr  S(eevens'« 
notes  on  King  henry  V.  A.  ^.  S.  3. 

3^  Enter  Bloodhound^  &c. — The  4to  has.  Enter  Bloodhonnd,  Earlack  with  letten,  Sim,  and  Moll.  Bui 
as  there  is  no  business  nor  speech  for  Earlack  during  the  whole  scene,  his  name  is  here  expun^d.  ^ 
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Sim*  That's  true,  bow  will  jou  go  to  bed  elbe  ? 
But  reroember,  he  is  a  man  of  war,  an  Ancient, 
you  are  his  colours;  now  wbea  he  baa  miablj 
displajr^  yon,  and  handsomdy  foMed  jou  ap  a- 
gainst  the  neit  fight,  the*  we  thaU  have  jiou  crj, 
oh  sweet  Sim,  I  had  been  undone,  if  I  had  not 
been  undone.  ^ 

MolL  Nay,  and  then  the  old  fellow  xmM  omub- 
hie  mt  to  bed. 

Sim,  A  bed  !  a  bawd  with  two  teeth  woqM  not 
mnmble  bacon  so:  then  be  is  so  mring,  you 
shall  wear  nothing,  but  from  the  broker^s,  at  se- 
cond-hand ;  when,  being  an  Ancienf  s  wile,  you 
shall  be  sure  to  flourish. 

MolL  Pry*thee  go  in  and  busy  the  old  man 
5vith  a  piece  of  Reynard  the  fox,  ^  that  be  anay 
not  diatnrb  as ;  for  at  this  hour  I  expect  Ancient 
Young,  and  any  brother. 

Sim.  Well,  I  leave  you  to  the  oMoagiiig  of  An- 
cient Young,  while  I  go  in  aod  flap  the  old  man 
i'  tlie  mooth  with  a  fox  tail.  [Exit, 

Enter  Alexavdeb  and  Akciemt. 

JHolL  Look,  look,  an'  he  ha^  iiM  brought  hm 
just  upon  the  mruote :  O  sweet,  silken  Ancient, 
iny  mind  gives  roe,  thee  and  I  shall  danoe  the 
shaking  of  the  sheets  ^^  together. 

Aier,  Now,  you  Mistress  Fig*tail,  is  the 
wind  come  about  yet  ?  I  ha*  brought  the  gentle- 
man ;  do  not  you  cell  him  now,  you  bad  rather 
have  his  room  tlHMi  his  company,  and  so  shew  your 
breeding. 

MoiL  Now,  fie  upon  you ;  by  this  light  you're 
the  wickedest  fellow !  M^  brother  but  abuses 
you ;  pray,  sir,  go  over  agam,  you've  a  handsome 
spying  wit,  yoo  may  send  more  troth  over  in  one 
of  your  well-penn'd  pampMets,  than  all  the  weekly 
news  we  buy  for  our  penny. 

Jnc.  Pox  on't,  1*1)  stay  no  longer. 

Alex,  'Sfoot,  thou  shatt  stay  longer;  w«'ll 
stay  her  heart,  her  guts  out. 

Moil,  Ua,  ha;  how  will  you  do  for  a  sister 
dien? 

Alex,  Pr'ythee,  Moll,  do,  do  but  look  upon 
bim. 

MolL  Yes,  when  I  ha'  no  better  object. 

Alex,  What  canst  thou  see  in  him,  iShoa  on- 
handsonse  hideous  thing,  that  merits  not  above 
thee.^ 

MolL  What  would  I  give  to  kiss  htm !  [Aeide, 
Alex,  Is  he  not  a  handsome  boy,  straight 
legg'd,  a  good  face } 

MolL  Yes,  but  his  lips  lack  as  if  they  wfre 
as  hard  as  his  heart. 


Ane,  'Sfoot.ahidltrytk 

MoiL  You're  basely,  sir,  eainlition'iri.--Pag|i ! 

AJex,  Why  do  you  spit^ 

ilfo^  You  may  go. — By  this  light  he  kisses 
sweedy.  [Am4§c. 

Alex,  Do  but  stay  A  IMe,  MeU;  pr^tiKe, 
Moll ;  thou  knowest  my  father  baa  wrong'd  him  ; 
ouike  hiss  aasends,  and  asarry  him. 

MolL  Sweet  Mr  Spendall,  spare  yoar  busy 
breath ;  I  most  have  a  wise  man,  or  else  none. 

Alex.  And  is  not  he  a  wise  aum? 

JMb^No. 

Alex,  Why? 

Moll,  Because  he  keeps  a  fool  compavy. 

Alex,  Why,  yoo  are  now  in's  ooropaisy. 

Jlfo^  But  birds  of  a  feather  wiH  fly  toge* 
tber;  aod  you  and  he  are  seldoas  atander. 

Akx.  Why,  you  young  witch,  caH  yo«r  etdiV^ 
brother  fool!  But,  go  thy  ways  and  keep  thy 
maidenhead  till  it  grow  more  dc«enrediy  despised, 
than  are  the  old  bMe  boots  of  a  half-atew'd  pan- 
der ;  lead  a  Welch  morrts  with  the  apes  in  neU» 
amongst  the  little  devils,— or,  wtien  thou  Shalt  lie 
sighing  by  the  side  of  some  rich  Aiol,^-4feRMmber, 
thou  thing  of  thread  and  needles,  not  wortfi 
three- pence  halfpenny. 

MolL  Tao  late,  I  tear  I  ha'  been  too  coy. 
You  are  to  be  married  then,  mf 

Anc  I  am,  indeed,  sweet  naistness,  to  a  maid 
Of  excellent  parentage,  breeding,  and  beauty. 

Alex,  I  ha'  thought  of  such  musicians  for  thee 

Anc.  Bat  let  it  not  be  any  way  iistasiefirf  otito 
you,  that  thus  I  tried  yo«;  for  your  brother  per- 
suaded me  to  pceieBd.kpve  to  yea,  that  he  mi^it 
perceive  how  your  !arind  stood  to  marriage,  in 
that,  as  I  guess,  he  has  a  hu^Mmd  kept  in  store 
for  you. 

AUx,  Aye,  I  have  provided  a  hvsblttid  for  thee. 
Molt. 

MioU,  Bat  in  have  no  busband  of  yoar  pro- 
viding; for,  alas !  now  I  shall  have  the  old  man, 
whether  I  will  or  no. 

AUx,  I  have  sudi  a  atr^ing  fi>r  thee  I  be 
wants  one  aye,  and  is  crook VI  legg'd ;  bnt  that  was 
broke  at  foot-ball. 

Anc.  Alas !  we  cannot  moahi  nan,  you  know. 

Akx.  He's  rich,  he's  rich,  Moll. 

MolL  I  hale  biin  and  his  liohes.— Good  sir, 
are  vau  to  be  married  in  earnest? 

AMk,  In  earnest !  wbv,  do  j<m  think  men  mar- 
ry as  fencers  sometimes  fight,  m  jest  ?  Shall  I  shew 
her  Mistren  Elisabeth's  letter,  I  snatched  from 
tfaee? 

Anc,  Not  an'  thou  lovest  me. 


^  1  had  heeu  undone^  i/Ihed  not  been  iiadonf.— A  parody  of  that  Latin  sayhift  P^^o^$  <^  ^^n  periii'* 
tern.     8.  P. 
♦'  htynard  thefnx.'^L  «.  the  story-book  with  th^t  iramc ;  ntoe  of  th^  first  printed  books  In  England.    S. 
4^  The  shaking  of  the  sheets,^'' A  dance.    See  n9te  1.  on  ^  Woman  kiWdpfith  Kindneu,  p*  431, 
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«b«r,  4MMtj  brother,  boiler  brother. 

dkjp.  No,  iadeed,  you  abeli  uec  eee  k;  ssveet 
<aler,  deintj  eister,  bfloey  ttsier. 

MM,  Oh,  food  ttr,  uooe  to  km^  time  I  ha^e 
laveA  ym,  let  ne  not  4ie  £or  your  Mbe. 

Aiof.  Tbe  tide  cum*. 

^nc.  Long  tine  kwed  uie ! 

MoU,  Loo^  eve  you  went  to  iee  Idid. 
I  hmwe  k>fcd  yo«  wy  butg  witb  ail  my  heart. 

Jte.  Tliink  of  Bets,  tbinfc  of  fies.%  'tis  tbe  bet- 
tertnaDcb. 

JIbtf.  YoQ  wicked  brother !  Indeed  I  iove  you 
be«ter«bBfi  all  the  Beiees  m  die  woi4d;  and,  if 
te*«iif^t  i  ibift  aot  into  better  fortunee,  to-mor- 
new  i  am  made  tbe  mimrabkst  wife,  oaardage 
and  misery  can  produce. 

Jm:,  i^tiMMMe? 

MolL  Alas,  sir,  I  am  to  marry  an  old  maa,  a 
ip«ry  old  OMin,  Uust  me.  I  waa  straage  ^  ia  the 
ttiee  dmoroas  temper  of  «  maid;  I  know  'tis 
Against  oar  aex  to  say  ««  lore :  hurt  mther  then 
match  with  sixty  and  ten,  threescore  aad  tea  daMs 
Itroaid  tell  vou  tn,  and  tdi  tbeat  tea  times  over 
too.  Trath  loviet  tiot  virtae  with  more  of  Tirtu- 
was  mMb,  Chan  I  do  yoa;  and  ipennot  vmi  iave 
ma  then?  [K'ecft. 

Ane,  Aod  lie  with  tbee  too,  by  tbts  band, 
wench ;  come,  let  us  have  fair  weather ;  thou  art 
mine,  and  I  am  thine,  there's  an  end  o'  the  busi- 
ness.   This  was  but  a  tricky  there's  the  projector. 

JIbtf.  Ob,  wm"^  a  aweet  biwtber  I 

Afex,   And  new  tfaouVi  any  sweet  iiiteri    I 


kaow  the  old  man'a^ne  to  laeet  with  an  ofd 
wench  cfeat  will  meet  with  hioi,  ^  or  Jarvis  has 
no  juice  in  has  braias ;  aod  while  I,  i'  the  mean 
time,  set  anocber  wheel  a-goii^  at  the  widow's,  do 
tboia  aoou,  aboat  tea,  for  'tis  to  be  very  conveni- 
ently dark,  meet  tbis  f^eatiemaa  at  tbe  Na^s 
Head  corner,  just  i^ainst  Leadcnhall;  we  lie  in 
lime-street,  thither  be  shall  carry  thee;  accom- 
modate thee  daintily,  all  Bif(bt,  with  Mrs  Dorothy, 
and  flMury  thee  i'  the  morning,  very  methodically. 

MM  But  I  have  tbe  charge  of  my  father's 
keys,  where  all  his  writia|;8  lie. 

dnc.  How  all  things  jump  in  a  just  equiva* 
lency,  to  keep  thee  from  the  thing  of  threesccM^ 
and  ten  i  Didst  thou  aot  see  my  mortgage  latdy 
there? 

Moll  Stay,  stay. 

Jhx.  A  white  devil  with  a  red  fox  tail,  in  a 
black  box. 

MotL  But  yesterday  m^  father  shewed  it  me» 
and  swears,  if  I  pleased  hmi  well,  it  should  serve 
to  eke  out  my  portion. 

Anc.  Prove  thine  old  dad  a  prophet;  brii^  it 
with  thee,  wench. 

Molt.  But  now  at's  parting,  he  charged  me  to 
have  a  care  to  that,  as  to  my  mtddenhead. 

Atic  Why,  if  he  have  thy  maidenhead,  and 
that  into  the  bargam,  thy  charge  is  performed. 
Away,  get  thee  in,  forget  not  the  hour ;  and  you 
had  better  fight  onder  Ancient  Younff s  coloorSy 
than  the  old  man's  standard  of  sixty  and  ten. 

MoU,  Remember  this,  mad-brain  1     [Exeunt, 


ACT    IV. 


SCENE  L 


Snter  Soe,Tiic,  Captain,  and  Mn  CooTt. 

Tim.  Ha,ba,ha,geaDdmotlier,lllteUtheetbe 
best  jest. 

Sue  Prytbee,  chick. 

Mrs  Coott,  Jest,  quotha' !  Here  will  be  jest- 
iag  of  aU  sides,  1  think,  if  Jarvis  keeps  his  word. 

2Iri.  Sinrab,  whilst  thou  wert  sent  for  into  the 
«ext  room,  op  came  oar  second  course;  amongst 
others,  in  a  dish  of  Blackbirds,  there  by  one, 
that  I  swore  was  a  Woodcock;  you  were  at  tahie, 
captain. 

Capt.  That  I  was,  and  our  brave  mad  ceew, 
which  for  my  sake  you  are  pleased  to  make  wel- 


2«m.  Pisff,  well  have  as  many  more  to-morrow 
night ;  bat  still  I  swore  *twas  a  Woodcock :  she 
swore  'twas  a  Bbickbird;  now  who  shall  we  be 


tried  by  but  Serjeant  Sliceman,  Captain  Carve- 
ffuf 8  coBsin,  here :  a  trifting  wager,  a  matter  of 
rae  reckoning  was  laid,  the  seneant  swore  'twas 
a  Blackbird ;  I  presendy  paid  the  reckoning,  and 
she  dipt  off  the  breast  presently,  and  swore  *twas 
a  Woodcock,  as  if  any  other  would  pass  after  the 
reckoning  was  paid. 

Mtm  Cootc  This  was  a  pretty  one,  I  protest. 

Tim,  Made  sore,  before  such  a  mad  crew 
ot  witnesses,  sirrah.  Grannum,  alfs  agreed, 
Sue's 

Sue,  Aye,  ^ou  may  see  how  yon  men  can  be- 
tray poor  maids. 

Enter  HeutemamL 

Lieut.  Do  you  hear,  corpomi,  yonder's  8er 
jeant  Sliceman,  and  the  brave  crew  that  sapf)ed 
with  us,  have  called  for  three  or  four  gaiHons  of 
wine,  and  are  Offering  money. 


^3  I  was  itrange,  t.  e.  shy,  coy.    See  note  to  Cymieline^  A.  1 .  S.  7.  edit.  UTS.  S, 

**  Meet  with  him,  i.  e.  be  even  with  him^  The  phrase  ocean  in  Shakespeare's  Muehad^  ab<mt  Sothingf 
A.  l.S.  I.    Seenofetbeteon.  3t 
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Tim,  How !  pr^ythce,  grannom,  look  to  Dab ; 
•^o  you  two  but  hold  them  in  talk,  whilst  I  steal 
^own  mid  pay  the  reckoning. 

Lieut,  Do*t  daintily ;  theyll  stay  all  ni^ht 

Tim,  Tliat's  it  I  would  have,  man ;  we'll  make 
make  them  nil  drank;  they'll  never  leave  us  else; 
■Rnd  still  as  it  comes  to  a  crown,  Til  steal  down 
tind  pay  it  in  spite  of  their  teeth.  Remember, 
therefore,  that  you  make  them  all  drunk ;  but  be 
sure  you  keep  mo  sober  to  pay  the  reckonings. 

Omnei,   Agreed,  nf^reed. 

Jl/rs.  Coote,  Oh,  Jarvis,  Jarvis,  how  I  long  till 
I  see  thee !  [Exeunt. 

iEnter^oLL  Bloodhound,  anrf  Sim  with  aLetter, 

Moll.  There  we  must  meet  soon,  and  be  mar- 
Tied  to-morrow  morning,  Sim ;  is't  not  a  mad 
brother  ? 

Sim,  Yes,  and  I  can  tell  you  news  of  a  mad 
lover. 

MoFl,  What  is  he,  in  the  name  of  Cupid  ? 

Sim,  Why,  one  Master  Randals,  a  Welcbman ; 
I  have  had  such  a  fit  with  him  !  be  says  be  was 
.  tviihed  *^  to  a  very  wealthy  widow ;  but  of  you 
be  has  heard  such  histories,  that  he  will  marry 
you,  though  he  never  saw  you  ;  and  that  tlie  par- 
boyled  lEinn  of  his  bosom  D>ight  be  quenched  by 
the  consequent  pastime  in  the  Pritish  flames  of 
bis  Pcjtish  blood,  he  salutes  you  with  that  love- 
letter. 

Mail.  This  is  a  mad  lover,  indeed ;  pr*ythee 
read  it. 

Sim,  'Mass,  b'as  writ  it  in  Welch-English;  we 
'  fiad  been  spoiled  else,  for  want  of  an  interpreter. 
But  this  he  begins.^  Mittrest  Maries — 

Moll.  He  makes  two  Maries  serve  one  mis- 
tress. 

Sim.  Ezer  tchile  you  live,  *tis  yourfirtt  rule  in 
Welch  JOrammars,  that  hfir  forsake  widows,  and 
iake  maids,  was  no  great  wonder,  for  sentlemea 
jtver  love  the  first  cut, 

MolL  But  not  o'  the  coxcomb,  he  should  have 
put  in  that. 

Sim.  The  coxcomb  follows  by  consequence, 
mark  else.  I  Randal  Crack,  of  Carmarden,  do 
lave  thee  Mary  Floodhounds^  of  Houndsditch 
dwelling  near  Aldgnte,  and  Pishop^s-gate,  just  as 
jbetwcen  hawk  and  buzzard. 

Moil,  He  makes  an  indifferent  wooing. 

Sim.  And  that  hur  loves  Marys  so  monstrous, 
yet  never  saw  her,  was  because  hur  hear  hur  in  all 
societies  so  ferry  fiUanously  commended,  but  ^spe- 
^iisHt/  before  one  Master  Pussie,  constables  qfhur 
finnsh,  .who  made  hurself  half  foxed  by  swearing 
hy  the  wines,  that  Maries  would  be  monstr.o^s 
fiood  narritgesfor  Randals. 


MolL  Master  Botsie,  it  seems,  was  not  i<fle. 

Sim  If  Marys  can  love  a  Pritain  of  the  piood 
of  CadmaUader,  which  CadtmUader  was  PruteU 
great  grandfather,  Randals  was  come  in  proper 
persons,  pring  round  sillings  in  hur  pockets,  get 
father's  gqod-wiU,  and  go  to  shurch  a  Sundnf 
with  a  whole  dozen  of  Welch  harps  before  hur. 
So,  hur  rest  hur  constant  lovers, 

Randal  William  ap  Thomas,  ap  Tavy,  ap 
Robert,  ap  Rice,  ap  Sheffery,  Craclu 

Moll.  Fie,  what  shall  I  do  with  all  them  ? 
.  Sim.  Why,  he  said  these  all  rest  your  constant 
lovers,  whereof,  for  manners-sake,  he  puts  him- 
self in  the  first  place  :  he  will  call  here  presently; 
will  you  answer  him  by  letter  or  word  of  moutb  ? 

MolL  Troth,  neither  of  either,  so  let  him  un- 
derstand. 

Sim,  Will  ye  not  answer  the  love-sick  gentle- 
man? 

MolL  If  be  be  sick  with  the  love  of  ine, 
pr'ydiee  tell  him  I  cannot  endure  him ;  let  him 
make  a  virtue  of  necessity,  and  apply  mv  hate 
for's  health.  [Exit. 

Sim,  Aye,  but  Vl\  have  more  care  of  the  gen- 
tleman, I  warrant  you ;  if  I  do  not  make  myself 
merry,  and  startle  your  midnight  meeting,  saj 
Sim  has  no  more  wit  than  his  godfathers^  and 
they  were  both  head  men  of  this  parish. 

flnter  Randal. 

Rand. 
Farewell  widows  prove,  her  sail  no  Randals  have. 

Widows  was  very  full <f  wiles; 
Marf  Ploodhounds  now,  Randals  makes  a  vow. 

Was  run  for  Moll  a  couple  of  miles. 
Honest  Simkins,  what  said  Marys  to  Randal's 
letters? 

Sim.  You  Ve  a  madman. 

Rand.  Augh,  hur  was  very  glad  hur  was  mad. 

Sim.  Tlie  old  man  has  money  enough  for  her, 
and  if  you  marry  her,  as,  if  her  project  take^  you 
mav,  she'll  make  you  more  than  a  man. 

Rand,  More  than  mans!  what's  that? 

Sun.  Troth,  cannot  you  tell  that?  this  is  the 
troth  orr't ;  she  would  be  married  to-morrow  to 
one  Andent  Young,  a  fellow  she  cannot  endure : 
now,  she  says,  if  you  could  meet  her  privately  to- 
night, between  ten  and  eleven,  just  nt  the  great 
cross- way,  by  the  Nag's-head  tavern  at  Leaden- 
hall— 

Rand.  Was  high,  high  pump,  there,  as  hur  turn 
into  Graces-stroet  ? 

Sim.  There's  the  very  place.  Now,  because 
you  come  the  welcomest  man  in  the  world  to 
hinder  the  match  against  her  mind  with  the  An- 
cient, there  she  will  meet  you,  go  with  you  to 
your  lodging,  lie  there  all  night,  and  be  married 


♦5  JIt  was  wished,  i.  e.  recommeaded.    See  note  47  to  TheJIontit  l}%ore.  Vol.  L  p.  538. 
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to  yoo  ?  the  morning  at  the  Tower,  as  soon  as  you 
shall  please. 

Rand.  Becat  hur  will  go  and  prepare  priests 
presently.  Look  yju,  Simkins,  there  is  a  great 
deal  of  round  sillings  for  hur,  hur  was  very  lucky 
sillings,  for  came  to  Randals,  shust  for  all  the 
world  as  fortune  was  come  to  fool ;  tell  Marys, 
hur  will  meet  hur,  hur  warrant  hur ;  make  many 
puppy  fools  of  Ancients,  and  iove  her  very  mon- 
strously. ^  [Blxit. 

Sinu  Ha,  ha,  ha !  so,  so  ;  this  midnight  match 
shall  he  mine ;  she  told  me  she  was  to  meet  the 
Ancient  there.  I'll  be  sure  the  Ancient  shall 
meet  him  there;  so  I  shall  lie  a-bed  and  laugh, 
to  think  if  he  meet  her  there,  how  she  will  be 
startled ;  and  if  the  Ancient  meet  him  there,  how 
he  will  be  cudgelled.  Beware  your  ribs,  Master 
Randal.  [Exit. 

Enter  Old  Bloodhound. 

Blood.  I  wonder  where  this  ^roung  rogue  spends 
the  day,    I  hear  he  has  received  m^  hundred 
marks,  and  my  advantage  with  it,  and  it  may  be, 
he  went  home  since  I  went  our.   Jarvis  was  with 
roe  but  even  now,  and  bid  me  watch,  and  narrow- 
ly, for  fear  of  some  of  my  rival  spies;  for  I  know 
she  has  many  wealthy  suitors :  all  love  money. 
This  Jar  vis  is  most  neat  in  a  love-business,  and, 
when   we   are  married,  because  many   mouths 
much  meat,  1  will  requite  his  courtesy,  and  turn 
him  away  :  the  widow's  all  I  look  for*— Nay,  let 
her  fling  to  see  I  have  her  possessions ;  there's  a 
saw  for  t. 
There*t  thriving  in  wiving  ;  for  when  we  bury 
Wiva  bif  halfdozentj  the  money  makes  merry. 
Oh  money,  money,  money,  I  will  build  tliee 
An  altar  on  my  heart,  and  offer  thee 
My  morning  longings,  and  my  evening  wishes, 
And,  hadst  thou  life,  kill   thee  with  covetous 
kisses. 

Enter  John  and  Jarvis. 

John,  But  now  and  she  speak  she  spoils  all ; 
or  if  he  call  her  by  my  mistress's  name;  hast  thou 
not  tricks  to  enjom  them  both  to  silence,  till  they 
come  sure  ? 

Jarvis.  Phaw,  that's  a  stale  one:  he  shall  speak 
to  him  in  her  own  accent;  he  shall  call  her  by 
her  own  name,  leaving  out  the  bawd,  vet  she 
shall  violently  believe  he  loves  her,  and  he  shall 
confidently  believe  the  same  which  he  requires, 
and  she  but  presents.    Fall  off;  she  comes. 

Enter  Mrs  Coote. 

Mrs  Coote.  Jarvis ! 


Jarvis.  Here  I  have  discovered  him,  'tis  he  by 
his  coughs.  Remember  your  instructions,  anil 
use  few  words;  say,  though  till  night  you  kuewic 
not,  you  will  be  married  early  in  the  morning,  to 
prevent  a  vintner  a  widow,  that  lays  claim  to  him. 

Blood,  Jarvis! 

Jarvis.  Good  old  man,  I  know  bim  by  his 
tongue. 

Blood,  Is  slie  come?  is  she  come,  Jarvis ? 

Jarvis.  Ask  her  if  she  would  live,  sir:  she 
walks  a-loof  yonder. 

Blood,  We  shall  cozen  "all  her  wooers. 

Jarvis.  Nay,  amongst  all  of  you,  we'll  cozen 
one  great  one,  that  had  laid  a  pernicious  plot  this 
night,  with  a  cluster  of  his  roaring  friends,  to  sur- 
prize her,  carry  her  down  to  the  water-side,  pop 
her  in  at  Puddle-dock,^  and  carry  her  to  Graves- 
end  in  a  pair  of  oars. 

Blood.  What,  what  is  bis  name,  I  pr'ythee  ? 

Jarvis.  He's  a  knight  abounding  in  deeds  of 
charity,  his  name  Sir  Nicholas  Nemo. 

Blood.  And  would  he  pop  her  in  at  Puddle- 
dock? 

Jarvis.  And  he  could  but  get  her  down  there. 

Blood.  By  my  troth,  we  shall  pop  him  fairly. 
Where  is  she  ?  where  is  she  ? 

Jarvis.  Ha,  do  you  not  perceive  a  fellow  walk 
up  and  down  muffled,  yonder  ? 
.  Bhod,  There  is  something  walks. 

Jarvis.  That  fellow  has  dog'd  as  all  the  way, 
and  I  fear  all  is  frustrate. 

Blood,  I  hope  not,  man. 

Mrs  Coote,  That  it  is  to  be  in  love ;  if  I  do  not 
dwindle. 

Jarvis.  I  know  him  now. 

Blood,  Tis  none  of  Sir  Nicholas's  spies,  is*t? 

Jarvis,  He  serves  bim. 

Blood.  He  wonnot  murder  me,  will  be  ? 

Jarvis.  He  shall  not  touch  you;  only,  I  re- 
member this  afternoon,  this  fellow,  by  what  he 
had  gathered  by  eaves-dropping,  or  by  frequent 
observation,  ask*d  me  privately  if  there  were  no 
meeting  betwixt  you  and  my  mistress  to-night  in 
this  place;  for  a  widow  he  said  he  knew  you 
were  to  meet. 

Blood..  Good. 

Jarvis.  Now  I  handsomely  threw  dust  ;n*seyes. 
and  yet  kept  the  plot  swift  afoot  too ;  I  told  him 
you  were  here  to  meet  a  widow  too,  whom  you 
long  loved,  but  would  not  let  her  know  it  till  this 
afternoon,  naming  to  him  one  of  my  aunts,  ^^  a 
widow  by  Fleet-ditch;  her  name  is  Mistress 
Gray,  and  keeps  divers  gentlewomen  lodgers. 

Blood,  Good  again. 


^  PuddU'doch^OD  the  banks  of  the  riter  Thames,  formerly  used  for  a  laystall  for  the  soil  of  the 
streets,  and  much  frequented  by  barges  and  lighters  for  taking  the  same  away ;  also  for  landing  corn  aid 
•thcr  good*.    Stawe't  Survey,  B.  3.  p.  2t9.  voh  I.  edit.  }1^* 

♦7  Aunts.-^Uce  note  1 1,  to  The  UQnest  Whore,  vol.  u  p.  5«3. 
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Jmrvk,  To  turn  tbe  soent  tben,  and  to  cfae«t 
iaquisitkm  the  more  iDgeniootly 

Biood.  And  to  bob  Sir  Nkbobs  nMHt  neatly. 

JarvU.  Be  sure,  all  tbb  nigbty  in  the  bearing  of 
aay  tbat  jou  skaU  but  &a»pcce  to  be  wkbin  hear- 
ing, to  call  her  nothing  but  Mistrete  Coote. 

BUnkL  Or  Widow  Coole. 

Jarvii,  Yes,  you  may  put  her  in  so ;  bvt  be 
sare  you  cohere  io  arery  partick,  with  the  pre- 
oadeot  fallacy,  at  that  yon  have  lored  ber  long, 
though  till  this  day, — and  so  as  I  did  demofi* 
strate. 

Blood.  But  bow  an*  she  should  say  she  is  not 
Widow  Coote,  and  tfaa£  jbe  koows  no  such  wo- 
laan,  and  so  spoil  all? 

Jarvii.  Tnisfc  that  with  ber  wit,  and  ny  iaetm^ 
tions.  We  saspected  a  spy,  and  therefore  slie 
will  change  her  voice. 

Blood.  Thou  hast  a  delicate  mistress  of  ber. 

Jorvu,  One  thing  more,  and  you  nseet  present- 
ly ;  mine  aunt  has  had  nine  hosbaoda ;  cell  her 
yoo*ll  hazard  a  limb,  and  make  tbe  teath. 

Blood.  Pr'ythee  let  me  alone;  and  Sir  Nicho- 
las were  here  bionelf,  he  shoold  swear  'twere 
thine  aunt. 

Jards.  Go  forwards  towards  him ;  be  not  too 
full  of  prattle,  but  make  use  of  yoar  instractions. 

Blood.  Who's  there,  Widow  Coote? 

Mrs  Coote.  Master  Bloodhound,  as  I  take  it. 

Blood.  She  changes  her  voice  bravely.   I  arast 

tell  thee,  true  widow,  I  have  loved  thee  a  loog 

time,  (look  how  the  rogue  looks,)  but  bad  never 

tbe  wit  to  let  thee  know  it  till  to-day. 

,  Mi*  Coote.  So  I  was  given  to  understand,  sir. 

^'  *  Jarvis.  Is  he  not  fool'd  finely  f  [Aiide, 

John.  Handsoiac,  by  this  hand. 

Blood.  I  like  thy  dwelling  weU,  opaa  tbe  Fleet- 
ditch. 

Afrs  Cooie,  A  pretty  wbotesooM  air,  sir,  is  the 
somBser  nme. 

Blood.  Who  wooU  think  'twere  she^  Jarris? 

.Ktrviif.  I  told  yoo  tte  was  tutor'd. 

Blood,  ra  boBse  widi  ber  presently. 

Jaroi$.  FaiUv  and  be  have  any  private  diseoorse 
with  her,  they  discover  themselves  one  te  am^ 
ther,  and  so  spoil  the  plot.^— No^  by  no  awoos, 
sir^  hazard  your  persoo  widi  ber :  the  bold  rogue 
may  come  up  dose,  so  discover  ber  to  be  my 
mistress^  and  recover  her  wid»  roech  danger  to 
you. 

BUod.  Has  he  got  a  d^er? 

Jsmt.  And  a  sword,  sis  foot  in  length.  TH 
canqr  ber  home  for  yoo,  therefore  not  a  hgbt  be 
stimng ;  for  I  know  your  rsvaU  wiH  watch  your 
house;  Sim  shall  shew  us  the  chamber,  we*ll  con- 
duct her  up  i'  the  dark,  shut  the  door  to  her 
above,  and  presently  come  down  and  let  you  in 
below. 

Blood.  There  was  never  socb  a  Jarvia  beard 
oL  Bid  Sim  to  be  careful ;  by  tbe  same  token,  I 
told  him  he  should  feed  to-morrow  for  all  the 
week  after.— Good  night,  Widow  Coote,  ray  man 

8 


stayeth  up,  we  wiD  bob  Sir  Nkiholae  bravely. 
Gaiod-nighc,  sw^t  Widow  Coote ;  I  do  bet  seem 
to  part,  well  meet  at  bome^  wench.  ISofit. 

Mn  Coote.  Adiee,  my  sweet  dear  heart; 

JaroiM.  Go  you  with  me.— So^  so,  FR  cage  tb» 
cockow, 
AtA  then  for  my^omig  madcap;  if  aH bit  rigbc; 
This  morning's  mtrtfa  MR  crown  the  craft  ^  the 

night. 

Follow  me  warily. 

Afrt  Coote.  I  warrant  diee,  Jarris,  let  cae 
alone,  to  r»ht  myself  into  the  gafb  of  a  lady : 
Oh  strange !  to  see  how  dreams  fall  by  coutii^ 
ries ;  I  shall  be  coach*d  tcMsorrow,  and  yet^  last 
night  dream'd  I  was  carted.  Pi^ytfaee  keep  a  lictte 
state;  go^  Jarvis.  [Exemnt. 

Enter  Randall. 

Rand.  Was  fery  exceeding  darl^  but  here  is 
high  pumps,  sure  here  is  two  couple  of  cross  wavs, 
and  there  was  the  street  where  Grace  dwefis. 
One  hundred  poand  in  mornings  in  round  sfarl* 
liogs,and  wife  worth  one  thousand  ere  hnr  go  tw 
bed.  Randals  fortunes  comes  tuuibfing  in,  Alee 
lawyers  fees,  huddle  upon  huddle. 

Enter  Moll. 

MolL  Ob  sweet  Ancient,  keep  tbv  word,  smd 
win  ny  heart  They  say,  a  moon-shine  nighc  is 
good  to  run  away  with  another  man*s  wife ;  baC 
I  am  sure  a  dark  night  is  best  to  steal  away  nj 
father's  daughter. 

Rand.  Mary. 

Moll  Oh,  are  you  oome,  sir?  there^s  a  box  of 
land  and  Rvings,  I  know  not  what  yoa  call  it. 

Rand.  Lands  and  Kviiig? 

MolL  Nay,  nay,  and  we  talk,  we  are  undone. 
Do  you  not  see  the  watch  coming  np  Gracechtircli- 
street,  yonder?  This  cross  way  was  tbe  wt>r9C 
place  we  could  have  met  at ;  but  that  is  yours, 
and  I  am  yours;  but,  good  sir,  da  net  bUtme  me, 
that  I  so  suddenly  yielded  to  your  love;  alas,  you 
know  what  a  match  on't  I  should  have  to-morrbw 
else. 

Rand.  Hur  means  the  scurvy  Ancient.  [Aside. 

MolL  In  die  morning  we  shall  be  man  and 
wife,  and  then  !-^AIas,  I  am  undone,  the  watch 
are  liard  upon  us ;  go  you  back  through  Comhill, 
I'll  run  round  about  the  Change,  by  the  church  cor- 
ner, down  Cateaton-street,  and  meet  you  at  Bar- 
tholomew-lane enid.  [JSn'f . 

Rand.  CatVstreet  was  call  hur?  sure  Randals 
was  wrapt  in  metber's  smock.  [ExUm 

Enter  Constable  and  WateJL 

Const.  Keep  straight  towards  Bishop'a-gate^ 
Tm  deceived  if  I  hea^  not  somebody  run  that 
way. 

Enter  Maid  with  a  hand-box. 

Watch.  Stay,  ^r;  here's  somebody  oone  fioaa 
Aldgate-ward. 


ROWLBT.] 


A  MATCH  AT  MIDNIGHT* 


481 


MaitL  Ahs,  I  shall  be  hanged  for  staying  so 
lone  for  this  cu£ 

Watck.  Come  before  the  constable,  here. 

MaitL  Let  the  coostabie  come  before  me,  and 
he  please. 

ikmtt.  How  now !  where  ha'  yon  been,  pray, 
dame,  ha? 

MaitL  For  my  mistress's  ruff,  at  her  sempstress, 
sir;  she  must  needs  use  it  to-morrow^  and  that 
made  me  stay  till  it  was  done. 

Canity  Pray,  who's  your  mistress,  where  dwell 
yon? 

Maid.  With  one  Mistress  Wagge,  in  Black- 
friars^  next  to  the  sign  of  the  Feathers  and  the 
Fool,  sir. 

Canst.  Oh,  I  know  her  very  well ;  make  haste 
home,  'tis  late.  Come,  come,  Ws  back  to  Grace- 
chorcb;  alFs  well,  all's  welL  [Exeunt. 

Enter  severalfy.  Ancient  and  Moll. 

Anc  I  escaped  the  watch  at  Bisbopsgate  with 
ease :  there  is  somebody  tnmtojs  ^^omn  thd  church 
comer  towards  the  Exchange,  it  may  be  Mistress 
lianr. 

Jllo^  Ancient! 

Ane.  Yes, 

MolL  Are  you  here  again  ?  yoo  hare  nimbly 
followed  me;  what  said  the  watch  to  you? 

Anc  I  past  them  easily,  the  gates  are  but  now 
shut  in. 

MolL  As  we  go,  1*11  tell  yon  such  a  tale  of  a 
Welch  wooer,  and  a  lamentable  love-letter. 

Ane.  Yes,  Sim  told  me  of  such  a  rat,  and  whefe 
be  lodges;  I  thought  I  should  have  met  him 
here. 

MolL  Here !  out  upon  him  :^But  the  watches 
walk  their  station,  and  in  few  words  is  safety.  I 
hope  you  will  play  fair,  and  lodge  me  with  the 
maid  yon  told  me  of. 

Ani.  She  stays  up  for  us,  wench :  in  the  word 
•f  a  gentleman,  all  shall  be  fair  and  civil. 

Jfo//.  I  believe  yoo.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  at  several  doort^  Randall  and^aid. 

Rand.  Sounes  was  another  fire  drake  ^  walk 
in  shange^  we'll  run  pack;  was  Marys  have  saved 
hur  labours,  and  was  come  aHsr  Randals.  Marys 
was  Randal  that  loves  hur  mightily  Marys. 

Maid.  Blaster  Randall. 

Rand.  How  did  watch  let  hur  go  to  Graces- 
street? 

Maid.  They  knew  me,  and  let  me  nast. 

Rand.  Well  now,  hur  understands  Marys  loves 
Randals  so  mighty  deal. 

Maid,  If  John  have  not  told  him,  I'll  be  haog'd. 

Rimd.  Marys  shall  go  with  Randals  to  lod* 
'  igs,  and,  that  hur  fatl^  work  no  divorcements, 

\  will  lie  with  hur  all  to-night,  and  marry  hur 


betimes  next  morning:  meantime,  bur  will  make 
lands  and  livinss  hat. 

Maid.  How!  father?  this  is  a  mistake  sure; 
and,  to  fashion  it  fit  for  mine  own  following  £ 
will  both  question  and  answer  in  ambiguiues* 
that  if  he  snap  me  one  way,  I  may  make  myself 
good  in  the  other;  and  as  he  shall  discover  him- 
self, I'll  pursue  the  conceit  accordingly.  [AsideJ] 
Bot  will  you  not  deceive  me  ?  many  minds  are 
many  men's  almanacks,  the  dates  of  your  desires 
out,  we  serve  for  nothing  but  to  light  tobacco. 

Rand,  tf  Randal  false  to  Marys  prove^ 
Then  let  not  Marys  Randals  love : 
For  Randals  was  so  true  as  Jove^ 
And  Marys  was  her  joy. 
If  Randals  was  not  Britain  bam^ 
Let  Marys  Randals  prow  adom^ 
And  let  her  give  afoul  great  horn 
To  Randals. 

Hur  will  love  hur  creat  deal  of  much,  hur  war* 
rant  hur. 

Maid.  And  'tis  but  ventarii^  a  maidenhead ; 
if  the  worst  come  to  the  worst,  it  may  come  back 
with  advantage.  [Exeunt, 

Enter,  in  her  Night-clothes,  as  gomg  to  bed,  iTi- 
dow  and  Masd. 

Wid.  Is  not  Mary  come  home  yet  ? 

Maid.  No^  forsooth. 

Wid.  Tis  a  fine  time  of  night,  I  shall  thank 
her  for  it :  'tis  past  eleven,  I  am  sure.  Fetch  the 
prayer*book  lies  within  upon  my  bed. 

Maid,  Yes,  forsooth.  [ExiL 

Wid.  I  wonder  what  this  gentleman  should  be 
that  catch'd  me  so  like  Jarvis ;  he  said  he  has  fit- 
ted oki  Bloodhound  aocordii^  to  his  quality— but 
I  must  not  let  him  dally  too  long  upon  my  daily 
company;  lust  is  a  hand-wolf,  who  with  daily 
feeding,  one  time  or  other,  takes  a  sudden  start 
upon  his  benefactor. 

Enter  Maid. 

Maid.  Oh  mistress,  mistress  I 

Wid.  What's  the  matter,  wench  ? 

Maid.  A  man^  a  man,  under  your  bed,  mis- 
tress. 

Wid,  A  man !  what  man? 

Maid.  A  neat  man,  a  proper  man,  a  well-fa- 
voured man,  a  handsome  man. 

Wid.  Call  up  John  :  Where's  Jarvis? 

Maid.  Alas,  I  had  no  power  to  speak ;  his  very 
looks  are  able  to  make  a  woman  stand  as  still  at 
a  miller's  horse,  when  he^s  loading ;  ob,  he  comc»^ 
he  comes !  [Exit* 

Enter  Alexander* 


a? 


Wid.  How  came  yon  hither,  ar  ?  how  got  you 


*•  Fir«  drake^-^Set  note  58,  to  The  kistria  rflnf^rcei  M^rrisge,  p,  l«Ji* 
VOL.  II.  3  P 
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AUj:.  A8citipen»*  wives  do  into  maaki,  whether  ) 
I  would  or  no ;  nay,  nay,  do  not  doubfc  the  dis- 
cretion of  my  oonstitutioii :  I  have  brought  ne'er 
a  groat  in  my  hosom;  and,  by-  this  hand,  I  lay 
ander  thy  bec^  with  a  heart  as  honest,  and  a  blood 
as  cold,  as  had  my  sitter  hum  mt  U^p^Will  yoa 
have  me  yet? 

Wid.  You're  a  very  rude  fmofil  ftVow. 

Ales,  Uncivil !  and  lay  so  tame  while  you  set 
op  your  foot  upon  the  bed,  So  untie  your  shoei 
such  another  word^  I  will  andvilise  that  injured 
civility,  which  you  so  scurvily  slander,  and  reward 
you  with  ai>  undecency  proportionable  to  your 
understandings.  Will  you  have  me,  will  you  mar- 
ry me? 

Wid,  You !  why  to-morrow  morning  I  am  to 
be  married  to  your  father. 

Alex,  What^  to  sixty,  and  I  know  not  bow  ma- 
ny ?  that  will  lie  by  your  side,  and  divide  the  hours 
with  coughs,  as  codes  do  the  night,  by  instinct  of 
nature. 

Wid.  And  provide  for  his  family  all  dajr. 

Alex,  And  only  wish  well  to  a  (air  wife  all 
night, 

Wid,  And  keep's  credit  all  day  in  all  compa- 
•lii^ 

Alex,  And  discredit  himself  all  night  in  your 
company. 

Wid.  Fie,  69 ;  pray  ipiit  my  house,  sir, 

Alex,  Your's  ?  'tis  m;|r  house. 

Wid.  Your  house !  since  when  ? 

Alex,  Ever  since  I  was  begotten ;  I  was  bom 
to't  I  must  have  thee,  and  I  will  have  thee ; 
and  this  house  is  mine,  aiid  none  of  thine. 

Enter  Jarvi|. 

Jarm,  Oh  mistress,  the  saddest  accident  i'the 
stseet  yonder. 
^    Wid.  What  acddent,  pr'ythee  ? 

Jartis,  Yoa  must  paition  my  boldness,  in  co- 
ming ipto  your  bed-chamber ;  there  is  a  gentle- 
man dam  in  a  fray  «(  the  door  vender,  and  the 
people  won't  be  persuaded,  but  that  he  that  did 
it  took  this  house.  There  is  the  constable,  church- 
wardens, and  all  tlie  head  men  of  the  pari^,  be 
now  searching;  and  they  say  they  will  come  up 
hither  to  your  bed-charober,'but  they'll  fiod  him. 
I'll  keep  them  down  as  long  as  I  can,  I  can  do 
no  noore  than  I  can.  [Exit, 

Wid,  Are  not  you  the  murderer,  sir  ? 

Akx,  I  ha'  been  under  thy  bed,  by  this  hand, 
this  three  hours. 

Wid.  Pray  get  you  down  then  5  they  will  all 
come  up,  and  find  you  here  and  all,  and  what 
will  the  parish  think  then  f  Pray  get  vou  down. 

Alex,  No,  no,  no;  It  will  not  go  ()own^  now  I 
think  on't.  IJiitiket  kmuelfunremtfy.  ^^ 


Wid.  Why,  what  do  you  mean?  you  will  bo 
be  so  uncivil  to  unbrace  you  here? 

Alex,  By  these  buckles  I  will,  and  what  will 
they  think  on'^- 

Wid,  Alas,  you  will  undo  roe. 

Alex,  No,  no,  I  wiU  u&do  myself,  look  yoou 

Wid.  Good  sir. 

Alex,  I  will  off  with  my  doublet  to  my  v«ry 
shirt. 


Wid.  Pray  sir,  have  more  care  of  a 
reputation. 

Alex,  Have  a  care  on't  thyself,  woman,  Md 
merry  me,  the*. 

Wid.  Shottid  Ihey  come  up  and  see  ^  what 
could  thev  think,  but  that  some  foul  uncivil  act 
of  shame  bad  this  night  stain'd  my  house?  and  as 
good  marry  him  M  my  mom  lost  for  ever. 

Akx.  Will  YOU  b»Te  nM»  htSove  the  other 
sleeve  goes  off? 

Wi£  Do,  hang  yourself;  I  will  not  have  you 
— look,  look,  if  he  have  not  pnli'd  it  off  4)«ite : 
why  von  womiot  pull  off  yoar  boots  too,  will  you  f 

Akx,  Breeches  and  all,  by  this  aash. 

Wid,  What,  and  stand  naked  in  a  widow's 
chamber? 

Alex.  As  naked  as  Grantham  steeple,  or  the 
teand  Mu^pole,  by  this  spur  $  «nd  what  your 
grave  parishioners  wiU  think  on't? 

Jarvit.  Gentlemen,  pray  keep  down. 

Wid.  Alas,  they  are  at  the  stairs  foot;  for 
Heavoi's  sake,  sir  1 

Alex,  Will  you  have  me? 

Wid.  What  shall  I  do?  no. 

Alex.  This  is  the  last  time  of  disking ;  they 
come  up,  and  down  go  my  breeches.  Will  you 
have  me  ? 

ITsdL  Aye,  aye,  aye,  alas ;  and  your  breeches 
go  down,  I  am  undone  for  ever. 

Alex.  Why  then  kiss  me  upoo^  And  }ret  there^ 
no  cracking  your  credit.    Jarvis^  come  in,  Jarvis. 

Enter  Jaevis. 

Jarvit,  I  have  kept  my  promise,  sir;  you've 
catch'd  the  old  one. 

Wid.  How  catcht  ?  is  there  nobody  below  then  ? 

Jarvii.  Nobody  but  John,  forsooth,  recovoing 
a  tobacco  snuff,  that  departed  before  supper. 

Wid.  And  did  you  promise  this,  sir? 

Jarvii.  A  woman  cannot  have  a  handsomer 
doud,  than  a  hairbrain'd  husband :  I  will  be  your 
coz,  he  shall  be  my  cuckold.  Ldtide. 

Wid.  I  love  you  for  your  arc  {Aiide. 

Jarvii,  Come,  come,  put  on,  sir ;  Fve  acquainted 

Jou  both  with  your  father's  intended  marriage, 
'the  morning  you  shall  certify,  him  very  earljjE,  by 
letter,  the  quality  of  your  fortunes^  and  return  to 
your  obedience ;  and  that  you  and  you^  wife,  still 


♦'  l^nreody.— To  make  oneself  unrcadj^,  was  the  comnion  term  for  undressing    See  several  instances 
io  Idr  Steevens's  note  on  the  Fiiit  ¥an  v/Kwg  Henry  VI.  A,  9.  S,  I, 
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concealing  tha  parties,  will  attend  him  to  church. 
J6hn  and  ril  b6  there  early,  as  commanded  by 
my  mistress,  to  discharge  our  attcudance :  about 
goes  the  plot,  out  comes  the  project,  and  there's 
a  weddioj;  dinner  drest  to  your  hands. 

Alex,  As  pat  as  a  fat  heir  to  a  lean  shark ;  we 
shaU  hunger  for*t :  houest  Jarvis,  I  am  thy  bed- 
felloW  to-night,  and  to-morr6w  thy  master. 


Wid.  You're  a  fioe  man  to  use  a  woman  thus. 
Alex,  Pish,  come,  come. 

Fine  men  must  fmjme  women  thus,  UUJlt ; 
Flain  truth  takei  mauk^widawt  art  won  wUk  wit. 

Jaroig,  Too  shall  wear  horns  with  wisdom,  that 
is  in  your  pocket,  '    [Exeunt^ 


ACT  V. 


SCENE  I. 
Enter  Stat  ond  Sanvi  pauing  aster  with  a  bason 

4fro9emtuyt>and  a  grea^Jiaggon  wiHt  ivmm.^^ 

SiJm  Corner  John,  caiVy  your  han*  steadily  ^  the 
guests  drop  in  apace,  do  not  let  your  wine  drof 
on't. 

Jbhn,  Th  as  I  CoM  thee ;  Master  Aleiander, 
thy  mistress*  eldest  son,  wiH  be-  h^^e^ 

Shn.  Rose,  I  pray  bum  somiei  pitch  i'  the  pai^ 
lour,  *tis  good  against  ill  airs ;  Master  Aleiandes 
wilt  be  here.  ^Exeunt. 

Enter  Old  Bi.ooDHauND,.  and  Xarvis. 

Blood.  I  am  up'before  you,  son  Ear-lack.  Witt 
Ancient  Young  be  here  with  a  rich  wife  too? 
Thy  mistress  is  not  stirring  yet,  sirrah;  Til  hold 
my  life  the  baggage  slipt  to  thy  mistress,  there 
they  have  e'en  lock'd  the  door  to  them,  and  are 
triddng  up  one  another '-  oh,  these  women  !  But 
this  rogue  Tim,  he  lay  out  to-night  too :  he  re- 
ceived my  hundred  mark,  and  I  fear  is  murdered. 
Truss,  truss,  good  Jarvis. 

Jarvit.  He  has  been  a  wooing,  sir,  and  has 
fetch'd  over  the  delicatest  youag  virgin!  her 
father  died  but  a  week  siaee,  and  left  her  to  her 
marriage,  Gifc  thousand  pound  in  money,  ami  a 
parcel  of  land,  worth  three  hundred  per  annunu 


Blood.  Nay,  nay,  'tis  like ;  the  boy  had  ever  a 
captivating  tongue  to  take  a  woman--0  excellent 
money,  excellent  money,  mistress  of  my  devo- 
tions f  My  widow's  estate  is  litde  less  too ;  and 
then  Saunder,  he  has  got  a  monied  woman  too ; 
there  will  be  a  bulk  of  money.  Tim  m  pulitig; 
I  may^  tdl  thee,  one  that  by  liafutie^s  eourse,  can- 
not hve  lon| :  t'other,  a middieht  surfeit  cuts  off: 
then  have  la  cridc  to  cozen  both  their  widows, 
and  make  all  mine.  O  Jarvisy  what  a  monied 
generation  shall  I  then  get  upon  thy  mistress ! 

Jarvit,  A  very  virtuous  brood.  ^ 

Blood.  Hastdon^? 

Jarvii.  I  have  done,  sir. 

Blood.  T\\  in  and  get  some  musie  (bf  tby^  mis-' 
tress,  to  quicken  her  this  morning;  and  then  to 
church  in  earnest.  When  'tis  done,  where  is  Sir 
Nicholas  Nemo  and  his  wards,  that  watch  so  for 
her  ?  Ha,  ha,  ha ;  all's  mixt  with  honey :  I  have 
mirth,  a  sweet  ynunz  #idow  and  her  money.  O 
that  sweet  sain^  calPd  Money.  ^    [Exeunt^ 

Enter  Albxa^iidbb,  Widtw^  Avcibnt,  Moll* 
md  Siir. 

Anc  Joy !  aye,  and  a  hundred  pound  a  year  in* 
a  blaek  box  to  the  bargain^  given  away  i'  tlie  dark, 
hist  night,  to  we  know  not  who,  and  to  be  heard 
of  we  know  net  when.    'Sfoot,  an' this  be  joy,i 


5®  A  baton  of  rosemary^  and  a  great  flaggon  with  wine  — **  Rosemary,**  as  Bfr  Steevedt  Observes  (aoto  ta 
HamUt  A.  4.  8. 5.)  **  was  anciently  supposed  to  strengthefn  tbe  memory ;  and  was  not  eidtf  catrled  at 
Ataerats,  bat  worn  at  weddings."  See  the  several  instances  there  quoted.  Again,  In  Dekkar't  Wonder* 
full  Yeare,  1603  :  "  Hecre  is  a  strange  alteration ;  for  the  rotematy,  tbat  Was  vrasht  in  sweet  water  to* 
set  out  tbe  bridall,  is  now  wel  in  teares  to  famisb  ber  buriall." 

The  Old  Law,  A.  4.  S.  1 : 

«t Besides,  there  wiil  be  charges  saved  too  j  the  same  rotemary  that  serves  f6r  tllefbnenU,  will  serve 

^rtbe  wedding.*' 

Tlie  Fair  duarrd,  A.  5.  S.  1: 

4«  pjii,,    ^yoor  Maister  is  to  bee  married  tOMlay. 

**  Trim.    Else  all  this  Rotemarie't  lost.*' 

It  anpears  also  to  have  been  customary  to  drink  wine  at  church,  immediately  aftef  tbe  marriage  eere« 

mooY  wMperformed.    So  in  Dekhar's  Satiro-maitrix :  •* and,  Peter,  when  we  are  at  church,  btiag 

vtM€  and  eakcs.**  Again,  at  tbe  marriage  of  the  Elector  Palatine  with  the  Princev  Elizabeth,  daughter 
of  James  the  First,  U  is  said :  **  In  conclusion,  a  joy  pronounced  by  the  King  and  Queen,  and  seconded 
with  congratulation  of  the  Lords  there  present,  which  crowned  with  draughU  of  Jppocrat,  dot  of  a  great 
Eolden  bowie,  as  a  health  to  the  prosperitie  of  the  marriage  (began  by  the  Prhice  Fatstfne,  and  answer- 
ed bv  the  Princess)  after  which  were  served  un  by  six  or  seaven  Barons,,  so  many  bowles  flHed  with 
wafers,  so  much  of  tbat  worke  was  consummate.**    FinetH  fhiloienU,  teW;  Fo,  II , 
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woald  we  bad  a  bandsoine  slice  of  sorrow  to  sea- 
son It 

Ales.  By  this  light,  *twas  strange. 

Moll.  Believe  me,  sir,  I  thought  I  had  given  it 
joa ;  he  that  took  it  call'd  me  by  my  name. 

Sim.  Did  he  speak  Welch  or  English  ? 

MolL  Alas,  I  know  not ;  I  enjoin'd  him  silence, 
seeing  the  watch  coming,  who  parted  us, 

Sim.  If  this  were  not  Master  Randals  of  Ran- 
dal-hall, that  1  told  you  of,  Fll  be  flead. 

AUx.  Be  mask*d,  and  withdraw,  a  while ;  here 
comes  our  dad.  [Exeunt, 

Enter  Bloodhoukd,  Sir  Marmadttke  Many- 
If  rvDS,  Sir  Janus  Ambodexteb,  and  Master 
Busby. 

Blood,  Why,  Master  Bussy,  asleep  as  thou 
il3nd*st,  man  ? 

Shn.  borne  horse  taught  him  that;  'tis  worth 
god-a-mercy. 

Con.  I  watdi  all  night,  I  protest,  sir;  the 
compters  prey  for  me:  1  send  all  in,  cut  and 
lonjK  tail.  ^' 

Sir  Mar.  What,  what? 

Con,  I  sent  twelve  gentlewomen,  our  own 
neighbours,  last  night,  for  being  so  late  but  at  a 
woman's  labour. 


Blood.  Alas,  sir,  a  woman  in  diat  kind,  yon 
know,  most  have  help. 

Con.  What's  that  to  me  ?  I  am  to  take  no  no- 
tice of  that;  they  might  have  let  her  alone  till 
mommg;  or  she  might  have  cried  out  some  other 
time. 

Sir  Mar.  Nay,  nay.  Blaster  Bossy  knows  his 
place,  I  warrant  you. 

Enter  Alexander,  Ancient  Youiro,  Widow, 
aiM^MoLL. 

Blood.  Soa  Alexander,  welcome,  and  Ancient 
Young  too;  I  have  heard  alL 

Alex,  You  must  jmrdon  the  rudeness  of  the 
gentlewomen,  sir,  m  not  unmasking;  tbc^  in* 
treated  me  to  inform  you,  there  an  same  i'  the 
house  to  whom  they  would  by  no  means  be.  laid 
open. 

Blood.  They  are  withr,  they  are  witty, 

Alex,  But,  for  myself,  I  am  now  your  mpsi 
obedient,  virtuous  Alexander. 

Bhod,  Obedience !  bang  virtue,  let  her  starve. 
Has  she  money  ?  has  she  money  ? 

Alex.  Two  chesu  of  silver,  and  two  UtomaiL 
trunks  **  full  of  gold  and  jewels. 

Blood,  They  are  all  Alexander's  women,  do  yon 
mark? 


s«  Cut  and  Umg  toif—Thit  phrase  occun  In  The  Merry  Wives  of  Windsor,  A,  3.  S.  4.  and  (be  explana- 
tion of  it  hath  employed  the  attention  of  Sir  John  Na-wkim  and  Mr  SteeveoB.  The  former  imacio^  it  is 
an  allusion  te  a  fashion  which  prevailed,  of  wearing  gowns,  dbtingnished  by  being  of  the  conrtCMt  with 
a  long  trtfn  or  Uilf  and  that  from  thence  the  ase  of  the  phrase  arose.  The  latter  says,  (he  oririn*  of  it 
was  from  Forest  Laws,  by  which  the  dog  of  a  man  who  had  no  right  to  the  privilege  of  chace,  was  obli- 
ged to  be  cat  or  lawed ;  and,  amongst  other  modes  of  disabliog  him,  one  was  by  depHvinc  him  of  his  tall 
A  dog  so  cut  was  called  a  cm/  or  r«r(ati,  and,  by  contraction,  cur.  Cut  and  Umg  tail  thereibre  sianifled 
the  dog  of  a  clown,  and  (he  dog  of  a  gentlemaa  Neither  of  these  eiplanations  afford  me  complete  satin- 
ftiction  ;  and  that  of  Mr  Steevens,  which  is  the  roost  probable,  is  not  furnished  with  any  proof  of  the  fact 
upon  which  it  is  grounded.  It  is  true,  Dr  Johnson,  in  hb  note  on  A.  «.  8.  1 .  of  the  same  play,  dyes  the 
same  account  of  the  manner  of  disabliog  dogs,  accordinx  to  the  laws  of  the  forest;  bnt  neither  does  he 
refer  (o  any  author,  to  justify  his  assertion.  Manhood,  who  wrote  on  the  Forest  Laws,  before  they  were 
become  obsolete,  is  totally  silent  about  this  mode  of  laming,  or,  as  it  was  called,  esveditatinr  the  don  of 


hood  says,  that  '*  King  Henry  the  Second  was  the  fint  that  began  to  cut  off  the  claws  of  (he  forefeet  of 
nastives ;  and  therefore  he  called  that  manner  of  torment  lawing  of  dogs,  expeditatio  mastivorunu  the  ez- 
pcdi(ating  of  mastives,  taking  that  name  expeditating,  of  making  them  Jaqir,  and  unable  (o  run  ex  pede 
of  the  hnrt  or  mayhem  that  they  have  of  the  foot,  by  the  cutting  off  of  the  three  clawes  of  the  forefoot.** 
Edit.  1615.  c.  16. 1  shall  venture  to  proposea  third  explanation,  which,  however,  I  offer  with  n-eat  dif- 
lidence,  and  in  doubt  of  its  being  the  true  one.  Cut  and  long  tail,  I  apprehend,  referred  oriirinallv  to 
horses,  when  their  tails  were  either  docked,  or  left  to  grow  their  full  length  i  and  this  distinction  mif  ht 
formerly  be  made  according  to  their  qualities  and  values.  A  horse  therefore  used  for  drudaerv  mSht 
have  his  tail  cut,  while  the  taiU  of  those  which  served  for  pomp  or  shew,  might  be  allowed  &elr  utroott 
growth.  A  cut  appears  to  have  been  the  term  used  for  a  bad  horse  iil  many  contemporary  writers,  and 
from  thence  to  calf  a  person  cut,  became  a  common  opprobrious^  word  employed  by  (he  vulnr  when 
they  pbuted  each  other.  .See  note  62  to  Gammer  Gurton's  Needle,  Vol.  I,  p.  117.  In  confirroatton  of  this 
Idea,  it  may  be  added,  that  Sim  lays  in  (he  (ext.  Some  hone  (aught  him  that;  which  naturally  introduces 
the  phrase,  cut  and  Umg  tail.  Into  the  constable's  answer.    The  words  cut  dnd  Umg  tail  occur  also  in  The 

JHelw-n  to  Parnassus,  A,  4.  S.  K  " as  long  as  l(  las(8,  come  cut  and  Umg  tail,  We'll  spend  It  as  liberall  v 

for  h|s  ifUcef"  '  , 

^^  Two  Vtopiaifi^  trunks  f^i*  c*  Ideal  ones,  like  the  Utopian  schemes  of  government.  $• 
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Sim,  Alexander  was  the  oonqoerory  sir. 

Blood,  Cotne,  ooiAe,  we'll  to  church  presently: 
Pr^ytbee  Jarrisy  whilst  the  munc  plays  just  upon 
the  delicious  close,  usher  in  the  hndesy  the  widow, 
and  my  BioU.  [Ex,  Jarvis. 

iStfii.  I  tell  you  true,  rallants,  I  have  seen  nei* 
ther  of  them  to-day.    Shall  I  give  him  the  lie? 

Blood.  They  are  both  lock'd  up»  ifiith,  trim- 
ming of  one  another.  Oh,  these  women,  they  are 
so  secret  in  their  business,  they  will  make  very 
coxcombs  of  us  men,  and  do't  at  pleasure  too. 
ms  well  said,  friends;  play,  tilay.  Where's  Sim? 

Ane,  How  be  bestirs  him  ! 

Alex,  Yes,  he  will  sweat  by  and  by. 

;Smi.  Here  is  the  sign  of  Sim,  sir. 

Blood,  Have  the  guests  rosemary  without? 

Sim^  They  have  Rose  the  oookmaid  without  i 
but  they  say,  you  have  Mistress  Mary  within. 

Alex,  Well  said,  rascal. 

Blood.  Mary's  above,  goodman  blockhead.  Call 
my  son  Earlack,  bid  him  for  shame  make  haste. 

Sim,  He  shall  make  haste  for  shame.      [Exit, 

Blood,  I  am  so  busied,  you  must  bear  with  me, 
gentlemen ;  they  leave  it  all  to  me,  here. 

Const,  But  I  will  go  charge  some  of  the  infe- 
rior euetts,  in  the  king's  name,  to  611  some  wine. 

Blood,  N09  no^  gOMi  Master  Bussy;  we  will 
£rst  usher  the  brides. 

Enter  Sim. 

Sim,  Ob,  gentlemen,  where  are  you?  Where 
are  you  ?  Where  are  you,  gentlemen  ? 

Omnei.  What's  the  matter  f 

Blood,  Where*s  Moll,  Sim?  the  widow,  Sim? 
the  dainty  widow  ? 

Sim,  There's  no  Moll ;  there  is  no  daintv  young 
widow ;  but  a  damnable  bawd  we  found  a-bed, 
with  a  face  like  an  apple  half  roasted. 

Orhmt.  How's  thb? 

Blood^  Whv,  gentlemen ! 

Anc,  Now  It  works. 

Blood,  Jarvis,  you're  a  rogue ;  a  cut-purse,  Jar- 
vis.  Run,  Sim,  call  my  son  Ear-lack ;  he  shall 
pot  her  into  the  spiritual  court  for  this. 

Sim.  NajT,  he  has  put  her  in  there  already,  for 
we  found  him  a*bed  with  her. 

Omnes,  Possible ! 

Blood,  Ha,  boys;  the  informer  and  the  bawd ; 
the  bawd  and  the  informer  have  got  a  devil  be- 
twixt them,  gentlemen. 

Sim.  Nay,  sir,  the  jest  was,  that  they  should 
fall  asleep  together,  and  forget  themselves ;  for 
very  lovingly  we  found  them  together,  like  the 
Gemini,  or  (he  two  winter  mornings  met  to- 


gether :  Look,  look,  look,  where  they  come,  sir 
and  Jarvis  between  'em;  iust  like  the  jucture  of 
knavery  betwixt  fraud  and  letchery. 

Enter  Jaevis,  Ear-lack,  and  Mn  Coote. 

Jar,  Tim  is  puling,  sirrah,  I  may  tell  it  thee,  a 
midnight  surfeit  too  may  cut  of  Sauoder;  I'll  co- 
zen their  wives,  make  all  mine  own,  and  then,  oh 
Jarvis,  what  a  monied  generation  shall  I  get  upon 
this  Widow  Coote  that  hath  two  teeth  ! 

Blood.  Did  we  bring  you  to  music,  with  a  mis- 
chief? Ear*lack,  thou'rt  a  goat;  thou  hast  abused 
the  best  bed  in  my  house;  I'll  set  a  sumner  '^ 
upon  thee. 

Ear.  Bloodhound,  thou  art  a  usurer,  and  takest 
forty  in  the  hundred;  I'll  inform  against  thee. 

Blood.  Are  you  a  bawd,  hussy,  ha  ? 

Mn  Coote.  Alas,  sir,  I  was  merely  envied,  b^ 
trayed  by  Jarvis;  but  as  I  have  been  bawd  to  the 
flesh, you  have  been  bawd  to  your  money;  so  set 
the  hare-pye  a^nst  the  eoose-giblets,  and  you 
and  I  are  as  damtily  matcad  as  can  be,  ^T. 

Blood.  Sim,  run  to  the  Widow  Wagge's,  tell  her 
we  are  both  abused;  this  Jarvis  is  a  juggler,  say. 

Anc  I  can  save  Sire  that  labour,  sir:  I  assure 
you  the  widow  is  married  to  your  son  Alexander; 
and,  as  a  confirmation,  she  is  come  herself  to  wit- 
ness it.  [Discovers, 

Alex,  Your  fair  young  daughter  is  wife  to  this 
Ancient,  who  is  come  likewise  to  witness  it. 

Widow,  The  plain  truth  is,  Master  Bloodhound, 
I  would  entreat  you  to  keep  the  kennel;  the 
younger  dog  being  of  the  better  scent,  has  borne 
the  game  before  you. 

Alex.  We  have  clap'd  hands'on^sir;  and  the 
priest  that  should  have  married  you  to  her,  is  to 
nuirrv  her  to  me ;  so,  sister,  talk  for  yourself. 

Bloody  Ha,  brave  tricks  and  conceits !  Can  you 
dance,  Master  Ear-la^k  ? 

Earlack,  Ha,  ha:  the  old  man*9  a  little  mad. 
But  thou  art  not  married,  Moll  ? 

MoU,  Yes,  indeec^  sir ;  and  will  lie  with  this 
gentleman  aoou  as  night  Do  yen  think  I.  would 
chew  ram  mutton,  when  I  might  iwallow  venison  ? 
that*s  none  of  Venc^'  documei^t%  Monsieur  Dot- 
tcrill. 

Ear-lock,  Pox  of  that  Venus,  she's  a  whore,  I 
warrant  her. 

Blood,  And  were  not  you  theater  juggler  with 
Jarvis  in  this,  hey,  pass  and  repass  ? 

AUx.  Good  sir,  he  satisiSed;  the  widow  and 

my  sister  sung  both  one  son^;  and  what  was't 

but  Crabbed  age  and  youth  camot  live  together. ^^ 

I  Now  we  persuaded  them,  aid  they  could  not 


S3  Sunmo'.-'^tt  note  6.  to  7^  fle/r,  Vol.  I.  p.  903. 

'  s^  Crabbed  age  and^outk,  Ac^Thilatecaat'tong  waS  the  prpdnction  of  our  great  pott  Shakespeare.  It 
It  printed  in  his  collection  of  sooaeu,  entitled.  The  Patsionate^  Pilgrim.  The  reader  nay  likewise  see  it 
la  0r  Percy's  Reliqnes  of  Antient  Poetry,  Vo)  I .  p.  )tbQ. 
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lire  together,  they  wcmld  nerer  •ndiiro  to  Kt  to* 
gether;  this  consefiuefitly  46»omhM,  thcr«  wat 
the  antecedent;  we  clopt  haaitf  sealed  llf%  and 
to  f<^  unto  the  relative. 

Sim,  This  was  your  bargain  upon  the  Exchange, 
si^;  and  because  you  hare  ever  been  addietcil  to 
old  proverbs,  and  pithy  saws,  pray  let  rae  seal  up 
the  mistake  wkh  one  that  will  t^peor  very  sea- 
sonably. 

Blood.  And  I  prav  let's  hear  it,  sir. 

Sim,  You,  a  new  faneted  ftvwler,  came  to  shew 
your  art  i*  the  dark ;  bat  take  this  imtb^  you 
catcb'd  in  truth  a  cockaw  for*t, 

JEMer  Tim  ^nd  Sue. 

Bhod,  Heyday,  we  are  cheated  by  the  raley  P 
faith ;  now,  sirraii^  they  say  you  are  to  be  aiarried 

21m.  Yes,  indeed,  father,  i  am  going  to  the  bu- 
siness ;  and,  gentlemen  alt,  I  am  come,  whether 
you  wiB  or  no,  to  invite  you  all  to  my  marriage 
to  this  gentlewoman ;  who,  though  a  good  face 
needs  no  mask,  she's  mask'd  to  make  a  man 
think  she  has  a  scurvy  face,  when  I  know  she  has 
a  good  face.  This  is  sack  to  them>  and  otit  of 
their  element. 

Blood,  But,  sirrah.  Setting  aside  maniajges, 
Where's  my  hundred  marks  you  went  to  received 

2^.  Hum^upon  such  a  match  of  mine,  talk 
of  a  hundred  marks !  this  is  to  drink  ignoble  four 
shillings  beer.    A  hundred  nrnits !  why  your  l«w- 
er  there  can  clear  such  a  trifle  in  a  term,  and 
»  clients  ne^er  the  better. 

Blood,  Such  a  match !  I  pray  discover  her,  what 
is  she? 

Tim,  What  is  she !  here^s  my  brother  knows 
what  she  is  weH  en(>ugh.  Come  hither,  Dab,  and 
be  it  known  noto  you,  her  name  is  lindabrides, 
descended  from  the  eqiperor  Tribatio  of  Greece, 
and  half  niece,  some  six-and-iiAy  descents,  to 
the  most  unv«n(^ish'd  Clandiana. 

Alex,  %ho's  thb?  pox  on*t,  what  makes  that 
bawd  yonder  ?  [Vnmatki  fer. 

Const,  I  am  vety  mudi  deceived,  if  I  did  not 
send  this  gendewtman  very  drunk  the  othernigbt 
to  the  compter. 

Tim,  I  tell  thee,' prattling  constable,  'tis  a  lie; 
Lindabrides  a  drunkard ! 

J/ex,  Harkee,  biother,  where  lies  her  living? 

Ttm.  Where  ?  wly,  in  Greece. 


I 


(Alex,  hk  mmm, 
Sm.  abalMhaasifihefaflAsoldMidbeiMldr. 
Aiex.  Tbit  it  a  ooiMBoti  wham,  and  «m  a 
eheatadcMicoarf^  Coom  hkber,  vm  roitite  ho». 
»ilid,  hmg  roand  with  greasy  tattm,  4»  not  yea 
loow^tfaiavcnam?  ' 

-tot  Crt>le.  I  winkM  at  ywi,S«e,«id  yon  corfd 
hava  seea  me;  tbero's  one  Jarvis^  a  ffope  OB  hitt ! 
k  as  joggled  ma  into  tbe  fodli  toeu 

Caa«#.  Now  I  kaowhar  mmho  »•  »  Do  net  yoa 
^ass  under  dba  aame  of  Sue  Shoithoels.  minion? 
AM.Gohiok,  Matter  litdswit 9  WiUnotaor 
woman  thrust  herself  upon  a  good  IbrtOM^  when 
itisofleredber? 

Blood,  Sir  Marmadoke,  }mmi  are  a  jvtiiea  of 
peace;  I  charge  ydw  in  the  king*b  name,  yo«l  and 
Matsar  Ambodester,  to  asnst  ma  with  the  where 
and  the  bawd  to  BridawaU. 

Sir  Mar.  By  my  troth  w«  wiU^  and  wo  shall 
have  an  aseellent  ttaMoh  by  that  tune  dkmer't 
ready. 

Ambo.  Aye,  aye,  away  with  tlMn,  awi^  with 
them. 
Afrs  Coote.  Ob  this  rogue,  Jarvis  f 

[JBjfeim*  CaoTE  and  Shobtmcls. 
Blood,  Now,  now,  yotft  laok  like  a  mehuicholT 
dag,  that  had  lott  hit  dianey ;  a^iare^  Ay  handred 
marks  now,  you  coxcomb  ? 

liw.  Truly,  father,  I  have  paid  some  sixteen 
reckonings  since  I  saw  you ;  I  was  never  sober 
ttoceyou  sane  me  to  the  Devil  yatteniay.  And 
for  the  rest  of  your  money,  I  sent  it  to  one  Cap- 
tam  Carvegut;  he  swore  to  me,  hit  father  was 
my  Ix>rd  Mayor's  cook,  and  that  bf  fitstar  next 
yon  should  have  the  principal,  and  eggs  for  thm 
use,  indeed,  sir. 

Blood.  Oh  rogoe,  rogae^  I  shall  have  eggs  for 
my  money : ''  I  matt  hanf  n^ytelf. 

Sim,  Not  before  dinner,  pray  tiri  theaioaata 
ahnost  baked.  ^^ 

Enter  Ravdaxl. 

Ran,  And  Mitrys  now  wat  woo, 
And  all  her  putiness  done, 
And  Randols  now  was  run ; 
Hur  have  made  all  sure,  I  wsaitant  hor, 

Alex,  Look,  look,  yonder's  the  coooeit  the  mit- 
tako  happened  upon  last  night 

Anc  And  the  very  box  at*s  gpidle. 

Ran,  Cot  pless  hur  father  Ploodhonnds^  Ran* 


55  J  thall  have  eggffor  my  money, ^The  same  phrase  ocean  in  Shakespeare's  TTitUer'i  Tale,  A  I .  S.  2.* 
where  Leontes  saysio  Mamiilios, 

«i mine  honest  friend, 

Vill  you  take  eggifor  money  ^" 

Dr  Jobmoo  says  that  it  seems  to  be  a  proverbial  expression,  used  when  a  man  sees  binuelf  wroaaed 
and  makes  oo  resisance ;  and  Mr  Smltb  is  of  opinion,  that  it  means  wiU  you  jmt  up  affronU  f  Is  the  pio- 
•cot  inttance  it  seens  intended  to  express  the  speaker's  fears,  that  he  shall  receive  nothii^  or  only  trifles, 
ia  return  for  hb  mmey. 
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dalf  hmre  robb'd  AndeotSi  bnr  warrant  bur. 

Anc>  Sir,  *ti$  Iqiown  how  yoo  came  bjp  that  box» 

Ram.  Augh  was  bar  so  F 
Will  you  bw  a  noble  Pritaio* 
How  W  fall  ao  £i^h  flag?  '^ 

Anc  And  you  ought  to  cry. 

JUhi.  Ob  Doble  Raadals,  as  bur  meet  bjr  NagV 
bead,  witb  Marys  plood^  prart. 

Blood.  Kerens  another  madman. 

Anc.  Ilearketi  in  your  ear,  you  must  deliver 
that  box  to  me, 

JUm.  Hearkee  ia  bur  t'other  ear,  bur  will  not 
delifer  bur,  and  bur  were  nine  and  forty  Andenta^ 
and  five  apd  four^oore  Flaps, 

Anc.  Let  my  foe  write  mine  epitaph,  if  I  tear 
aol  n^  birthnj^t  from  thy  bosom  ? 

Sm.  Geqtlemei^  there's  Alegant ''  i'  the  house, 
pray  set  no  ipore  abroach. 

Kan.  Nay,  let  bur  come  wi^b  bur  pack  of 
i|eedlei»  Ra^dals  can  posi  and  bob,  as  well  as 
bur,  bqr  warn^nt  bur. 

BkwL  What  boK  is  that?  I  should  know  that 
box. 

4^*  I  will  resolve  yoq^  sir;  keep  them  asun- 
der. 

4mc*  Yob  will  restore  th^t  bpx  ? 

Eim,  Hur  will  not  restore  bur;  'twas  M^ry 
Ploodhoonds  gave  bur  the  box;  Randals  have 
married  Mary  Ploodbound^  and  gull'd  Ancient, 
mark  hur  tiow. 

Wid.  Mark  him,  good  sir :  methinks  he  says  he 
bat  married  Itfary  Bloodbouod. 

Ano.  Hang  bim»  he's  mad. 

Ran.  SounSy  make  tog  of  Randals  ?  come  out 
here,  Marys.  liook  here  was  Mary  Ploodhounds. 

Bnter  Maid  and  Hugh. 

Now  I  pray  tumble  down  of  hur  marrow-pones, 
and  ask  hur  father  plessing. 

Alex,  Tlus !  why  this  is  jrour  maid^  widow. 

Ear.  Thb  is  Af  ary  the  widow's  maid,  man. 

Ales.  And  here  if  Mary  Bloodhound,  my 
choleric  shred  of  CadwaUader,  married  to*  this 
gentleman,  who  has  a  hundred  a  year  dangling  at 
your  girdle  there. 

Wid.  I  pray,  mistress,  are  you  married  to  this 
gentleman  ? 

Maid.  By  six  i'  the  morning,  forsooth ;  he  took 
me  for  Mary  Bloodhound,  having,  it  seems,  never 
seen  either  of  us  before,  and  I  being  something 


amorously  aflfected,  as  they  say,  to  bis  Welch  dit- 
ties, answered  to  her  name,  lay  witb  him  all 
night,  and  married  him  this  mormng;  so  that  as 
he  took  me  for  her,  I  took  him  as  he  was,  forsooth. 

iStm.  She  means  for  a  fool ;  Fm  fain  to  answer 
forypu. 

Blood.  Ha,  ha,  ha!  Cupid  this  twenty^our 
hours  has  done  nothing  but  cut  cross  capers. 

Ales.  Do  you  hear.  Sir  Bartholomew  Bavrd  *» 
that  leap  before  you  look:  it  wUl  bandscmely 
become  you  to  restore  the  box  to  thatgentbma^ 
and  the  magnitude  of  your  desires,  npoi  this 
dainty,  that  is  so  amorously  taken  with  yoir  dit- 
ties. 

Ran.  Hur  wail »  m  woe,  bur  pluti^e  in  pain. 
And  yet  becat  her  do  not  naiiber;  Bapdals  wiU 
prove  hurself  Pntains  bonf  ai)4,,l6cause  bur 
understands  Ancients  wu  prave  iellows,  and 
great  travellers,  there  is  bur  box  for  mr. 

Anc,  I  thank  you.  .'  ^- 

Ran.  And  because  was  no  remidies,  before 
hur  all,  here  wUI  lUadals  embrace  Marys,  and 
takeapuss.  [^i^^ 

J^Hr  Jabvis  IriMe. 

Jarvis.  Save  you  galliiots^  do  'oii  want  any 
guest?  *  ^ 

Call  me  thy  coz,  and  carry  it  handsdmely, 

p/   ^  «ru   u  .  mtke  Widow. 

Blood.  Who  have  we  here^  trov  i 

Alex,  Dost  thou  know  the  gentbman  that  whim- 
pered to  thee? 

Wid,  Oh  wond'rous  well :  he  iiid  me  call  him 
coz,  and  carr^  it  handsomely. 

Jaryi$,  Widow,  would  I  were  off  again. 

Wid.  Enow  all,  this  gentlennn  has,  to  obtain 
his  lust,  and  loose  desires,  served  me  thb  aeveo 
months,  under  the  shape  und  same  of  Jarvis. 

OmHei.  Possible! 

Wid.  Look  well,  do  you  not  know  him  ? 

Blood.  The  very  face  of  Jarvis. 

Tim.  Aye,  truly,  father,  and  he  were  any  tliiitt 
like  him,  I  would  swear  'twere  he. 

Jarvii.  I  must  cast  my  skin,  and  am  catdi'L 

— Why.ees! 

Wid,  Cpme,  you're  cozen'd. 
And  with  a  aoWe  craft.    He  tempted  me 
In  mine  own  house,  and  I  bid  him  keep's  disguise 
But  till  this  morning  and  he  should  perceive 
I  loved  him  truly ;  mtending  here  before  you 


'*  Will  you  hear  a  noble  Pritain, 
How  hurjuU  an  Emglitk  F/aF?— These  lines  seem  intended  as  a  parody  do  the  begioning  of  the  old 
8ong«  called  The  SpanUh  Lady't  Love.  See  Dr  Percy's  Keliques,  Vol.  ll.  p.  233.  Ao  KnglUb  Flag  meant 
the  Ancient  f  a  name  which  was  formerly  used  as  synonymous  to  Emign, 

'7  jiUgant^.  e.  wioe  of  Alicaot.    See  note  4  to  The  Hone$i  Whore,  Vol.  I.  pi  5S|. 

'*  Bayard.— He  calls  him  so  ftom  the  celebrated  Bayardo,  who  was  blind  j  or  from  Baiardo,  the  horse 
of  Rioaldo  In  Ariotto.  S. 

5»  Hur  wat/,  &c.— -This  tune  is  mentioned  in  Eaitward  Hoe.    In  Gascoicne*s  works,  1587,  p  278,  is  the 
foUowiugliue: 

•<  I  wept  for  woe,  I  pined  for  deadly  pai'ae," 
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To  let  him  koow^c,  especialW  Fthe  presence 
Of  you,  sir,  that  inteod  me  for  your  wife. 

Anc,  What  should  this  mean  ? 

Alex.  Some  witty  trick,  I  warrant  diee :  pr'y- 
thee  dispatch  him  presently:  that  we  were  at 
diurdi! 

Wid,  First,  then,  know  you  for  trnth,  ur,  I 
mean  never  to  marry. 

ffood.  How,  woman? 

8ifL  She  has  dispatched  jou,  sir. 

Wd.  And  for  a  truth,  siTi  know  you,  I  never 
mean  to  be  your  whore. 

jl/tf.  This  is  strange. 

WU.  But  true,  as  she  whose  chaste  immaculate 
soul 
Retains  the  noUe  stamp  of  her  integrity, 
With  an  udefldd    perfecti(»n — perchance  as 

tieae. 
Kay,  oommtn  hmt  hath  scattered,  yon  concave 

m% 
Because  pal«  Jealousy,  Cupid's  angry  fool. 
Was  frequeit  lodger  at  that  sign  of  Folly, 
My  hnsbandl  soon  suspicious  heart,  that  I, 
In  a  close  doided  looseness,  should  expose  him 
To  that  despevte  distraction  of  his  fortunes, 
That  sent  hm:  to  the  sea,  to  nourish  her 
With  your  van  hope,  that  the  fame  of  frequent 

suitqv 
Was  but  a  nusk  of  loose  'scapes;  like  men  at 

lotteoes. 
Yon  thought  toput  in  for  one,  sir,  but  believe  me, 
Toil  have  drawl  a  blank. 

Ran.  Becat  lur  look  fery  blank  indeed. 

Wid,  Oh  my  beloved  husband, 
However  in  thy  life,  thy  iealousy 
Sent  thee  so  far  u>  find  death,  111  he 
Married  to  nothii^  but  thy  memory  I 

AUx.  But  shall  the  pyes  be  spoiled  then  ? 

Jarvii,  Let  her  alone,  if  her  husband  do  not 
know  thii 

Omneu  Ha,  ha,  ha,  ha,  ha ! 

Blood,  Her  husband !  I  told  yon  he  was  a  mad- 


Anc,  Why  her  husband's  dead,  sir. 

JarvU.  He  is  not  dead,  sir,  he  had  it  spread  a 
purpose :  he  is  in  England,  and  in  your  house: 
and  look,  do  you  not  see  him  ? 

Wid,  Where,  where? 

Jarvii,  Here !  here  he  is  that  hath  found  rash 
jealousy, 
Love's  joys,  and  a  wife  whose  discreet  durriage 
Can  intimate  to  all  men  a  fisir  freedom. 
And  to  one  be  faithfuL    Such  a  wife  I  prove 
Her  husband's  glory,  worth  a  wealthy  love. 

Wid.  You're  welcome  to  my  soul,  sir. 

Biood,  By  my  troth.  Master  Wagge,  this  was  a 
wag's  trick  mdeed;  but  I  knew  you,  I  remember- 
ed you  a  month  ago,  but  that  I  had  forgotten 
whm  I  saw  you* 

Sim.  I  knew  you  were  a  crafty  merduml,^ 
yon  helped  my  master  to  such  bairns  upon  the 
Eichai^  last  night ;  here  has  been  the  merrieit 
morning  after  it. 

Aiex.  My  pttchei^s  broke  just  at  the  well^iead ; 
but  give  me  leave  to  tell  you,  sir,  that  you  have  a 
noble  wife,  and  indeed  ^uch  a  one  as  would  wor- 
thily feast  the  very  discretion  of  a  wise  man's  de- 
sire ;  her  wit  ingeniouslv  waits  upon  her  virtue, 
and  her  virtue  advisedly  gives  freedom  to  her 
wit;  but  because  my  marriage  shall 'seriously 
proceed,  I  wed  myself,  ar,  to  obedience,  and 
filial  regularity,  and  vow  to  redeem,  in  the  doty  of 
a  son,  &e  affaction  of  a  father. 

Ran.  Becat  was  as  well  spoke  as  Randal  hmw 
self  could  talk. 

Blood.  All's  forgotten  now,  my  best  son  Alex^ 
ander;  and  that  thy  wedding  want  no  good  coin- 
panv,  I  invite  you  all. 

Jarvii.  Come,  my  deserving  wHe, 
Wisdom  this  day  re-marries  us.    And,  gentlemen. 
From  all  our  errors  we'll  eitract  this  truth — 
Who  vicious  ends  propose,  they  stand  on  wheels. 
And  the  least  turn  of  chance  throws  up  their 

heels: 
But  virtuous  lovers  ever  green  do  last. 
Like  laurel,  which  no  lightening  can  Mast 

[Exeunt  omnet.. 


^  Crafty  mercAaii<«-«-8ce  Mr  Stcevem's  note  on  Jtoneo  and  JulUtf  A.  2«  S.  4. 
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Hazailb,  tke  Omnnier. 
Wilding,  a  Rake. 
Delamobe,  •»  boe  miih  Jjtonortu 
BcAUMOKTi  t»  Une  with  Vi^lmite. 
AcKElxaty      1 

LiTTLESTOCKy  >  GffMtffrt . 
SSLLAWAT*      J 

Barnacle,  an  aid  Cit. 
Hi$  Ntpkem^  a  young  Cii* 
Sib  Richa&d,Uueby« 


Mn  Wilding,  Wilding's  Wyk. 

Penelope,  her  Cousin, 

Lbonoea,  (Sir  Richard  Hurr/s  Daughter)  in 

iove  with  Dilamore* 
Viola NTE,  in  lave  wUh  Beaumont > 

Page,  Dw  I M  dle.  Servant  m,  OfictrSj  Drawert,  JW- 
dter^  Surgeon,  Lord,  Knight,  and  Countrif 
Gentleman* 


ACT  t 


Enter  Mtoiter  Wilding  and  Mi$tre$$ 

Penelope. 

WikL  Whst  need  yott  be  to  odj  noff? 

Pene.  Pniy  ooUeet 
Yourself;  rememlMr  what  jou  are,  Nod  wliote. 
You  have  a  virtuous  gtatfewottant  Akk 
Upon  toor  faith  to  hot. 

WiUL  Think  of  a  fiddlMtidL  f 
While  jTou  put  me  in  the  miad  of  what  I  am, 
You  ooite  forget  jounelf.    My  wife  I  allow 
Your  tunswoman  far  off:  to  whom,  a  widow, 
Your  father  left  you,  with  a  handaome  fortune; 


Which,  by  her  marriage,  I  hate  hi  poaetiioo, 
And  you  too :  theiefeie,  at  you  hope  to  be 
lo  due  time  worth  a  husbaml,  think  upon't.  , 
I  can  deserve  respect;  theit  wisely  ttie  me, 
Ai  yott  wo*M  keep  me. 

Pene.  This  is  but  a  trial 
Of  my  strength;  for  I  know  yoo  hare  more  cha« 

rity. 
Should  I  consent,  than  shipwreck  your  own  ho< 

nour. 
Bat  take  heed,  sfa',  how  you  proceed  to  jest 
Whh  fraihy,  lest,  too  much  disordering 
Your  good  thodghtiy  you  forget,  and,  by  degrees^ 


•  Ungbalae  obserres,  that  ^  the  iairipe  between  WiUfaii  and  hit  kiarwemaii.  Mi  wife  and  Haaard, 
it  borrowed  from  DueenU  NtntefU  dd  Signor  CiKo  Maktpbd,  Moewnda  parte.  Nor.  M.  The  same  i lory 
if  io  Q.  Mergartt'i  NeveU,  Day  I ,  Merel  8,  -tboogh  managed  to  greater  ad? mNage  by  ear  peet.''-*'^ln 
the  year  17 1 1,  an  alteration  of  thiipUy  was  brought  on  the  stage  at  Dmrr  Laae«  by  Mr  Charlo  Jokmen, 
under  the  title  of  TAe  WifiU  Reli^;  or  the  Hushand*t  Cwre*  This  was  fa? earably  leceived,  and  used  to 
be  frequently  represented.  A  better  alteration,  with  the  orlghial  title,  was  predaoed  at  the  ii|aie  thea- 
tre, by  Mr  Garrick,  in  tke  year  1758  $  and  contlanci  to  be  performed  with  appUmse, 
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Lose  your  own  iooocence. 

WUdm  I  jett  ?  jou'd  bare  me  swear ;  and  jet 
yo^  should  not  think  it  such  a  wonder  to  love. 
Come,  shake  off  this  frost ;  it  spoils  thee :  jour 
nature  should  be  soft  and  flexible.  Perhaps  thou 
think*st  I  do  not  lore  thee  heartily.  I  know  not 
how  to  ^ve  thee  better  testiroonj,  than  by  oflfer^ 
ing  myself  to  thee.  If  my  wife  die,  as  ten  to  one 
she's  not  iroroo^,  we  may  couple  t'other  way. 

Peru.  What  argument  is  tto  to  assure  the 
truth  of  your  affection  to  roe,  that  break  your 
vows  to  her  ? 

Wild.  Oh !  f;reat  argument,  an*  you  obserre. 
She  was  a  widow  when  1  married  her :  thou  art 
•  young  maid,  and  handsome. 

Pent.  Can  you  lie  so  ungrateful,  to  punish 
whom  yeu  should  reward  ?  Remember  sir,  she 
brought  you  that  wealth  you  have ;  took  you  from 
nothing 

Wild,  There's  reason  then  for  nothing  I  should 
love  her.  Hang  her  estate !  I  was  held  a  proper 
man ;  and  iii  tlmt  point  deserved  her,  an*  she  had 
millions.  An'  I  were  (ret  again,  I  wouM  not 
draw  i'  the  team  of  marriage  for  ten  subsidies : 
not  to  command  a  province. 

Pcne.  Yet  you  said,  were  your  wife  dead,  you'd 
•mrry  roe. 

Wild,  Only  thee,  and  nb  body  else.  * 

Pent.  Twcre  dangerous  to  have  many* 

Wild,  To  have  one,  is  little  less  than  madness. 
Come,  wo*t  promise  ? 

Enter  Mrt  Wilding. 

Pene.  What? 

Wild.  A*course  you  know  my  meaning. 

Mrt  Wild.  I  do  not  like  this  whirring ;  why 
with  her 
So  close  in  parly  ? 

Wild.  Wo't  thoo  do  this  feat  for  me  f 
*Tis  finish*d  in  a  pair  of  minutes. 

Pene,  Yes,  upon,  one  condkion.- 

Wild.  What  condition  ? 

Pene.  That  your  wife  give  consent;  you  shall 
then  command  me. 

WiUL  I'll  undertake  to  go  a  pilgrimage 
To  Jerusalem,  and  return,  sooner.    Would 
I  did  not  love  thee,  love  thee  infinitelv ! 
That's  all:  'two'not  do— My  wife !  I  hope 

[Kxk  Penelope. 
She  has  not  eave^-dropp'd  us.    What  pity  'tis 
She  cannot  find  the  way  to  heaven !  I  should  not 
Trouble  her  in  haste.    These  wives  will  have  no 

conscience, 
But  stick  to  us  everlastin^y !    Now,  lady, 
How  did  your  monkey  rest  last  night  ?  you  look 
As  you  had  not  done*  your  prayers  yet ;  I  won't 
disturb  yon. 

Mrt  wad.  Pray,  sir,  stay ;  let  roe  but  know 
Some  reason  why  you  use  me  thus  unkindly. 
If  I  liave  been  guilty  of  offence,  I  am  not 
Past  hope,  but  with  the  knowledge  of  my  error 
TJs  possible  1  may  amend  and  please  you.* 


Wild.  T  do  not  like  you. 
Mrt  Wild.  Yon  did  marry  me. 
Wild.  Yes,  I  did  marry  you ;  berets  too  modi 
record  for't. 
I  would  there  were  a  parson  to  unmarry  us  f 
If  an^r  of  our  clergy  had  that  faculty. 
He  might  repair  the  old,  aud  build  !is  many 
New  abbeys  through  the  kingdom,  in  a  twelve* 

■  month. 
Shall  I  speak  truth  >    1  never  much  aflbcted  thee  s 
I  married  ihee  for  thy  soul's  sake,  not  thy  body. 
And  shall  as  soon  get  children  on't :  and  yet 
1  do  not  hate  thee.    Witness,  I  dare  kiss; 
Hold  thee  by  the  hand,  and  sleep  in  the  same 

house; 
And  in  t^y  bed  (sometimes)  something  has  beeik 
done. 
Mrt  Wild,  Within  the  memorv  of  man ;  but—* 
What,  sir? 

Wild.  You  have  a  fcorvy  qniility,  wife;'  I  told 

Tou  on't. 
Mrt  Wild.  Once  more;  and  I'll  correct  it 
Wild,  You  art  given  to  be  jealous,    I  cannot 
Ramble  abroad  in  gentlemen's  oompAiny 
Whole  days,  lie  out  a  nights,  but  you  suspect 
I  am  wanton.    Tis  ill  done;  it  beeomes  no  mo- 
dest 
Woman  that  loves  her  husband,  tb  be  jealous, 
Whate'er  she  sees  or  heart.    Mend,  mend  this 

fault  : 
You  do  not  know  how  it  may  work  upon  me. 
Some  wife  will  bid  her  husband's  leverets  wel* 

come; 
Keep  house  together,  and  provide  dean  sheets^  • 
And  cullises  to  fortify :  you  ne'er  did  it  : 
Know  lier  own  chamtx^r,  and  not  come  forth 
Till  she  be  sent  for;  if  her  husband  kiss  her 
Sometimes,  allow  her  clothes  and  other  trinkets^ 
Suffer  her  carve  at  table,  she  is  satisfied; 
And  none  o''the  parish  talk,  she  carries  it 
So  handsomely.    These  morals  I  hare  read 
Before  nOw,^  but  you  put  them  not  in  practice ; 
Nor,  for  aught  f  perceive,  have  disposition  ta't  r 
Therefore  TH  teke  my  coUrse. 

Mrt  WiUL  To  shew  I  can 
Be  obedient  to  my  griefs;  from  this  time,  sir, 
I  wo'not  urge  with  one  unwelcome  syllable 
How  nuidi  I  iim  noglected ;  I'll  conceal  it 
Too  from  ilie  world ;  your  shame  roust  needs  be 

mine. 
I  see  you  do  not  love  me;  where  your  heart 
Hath  placed  a  worthier  thought,  let  it  dwell  ever : 
Freely  pursue  your  pleasures;  I  will  have 
No  passion  that  shall  mutiny ;  you  are^ 
And  shall  be  lord  of  me  still. 

WHd.  I  tike  this,  if  it  be  no  dialtuiee. 
Mrt  Wild.  Do  not  suspect  me ; 
I  woolH  swear  by  a  kiss,  if  you  vouchsafe  it: 
You  shall  not  keep  a  servant,  tlmt  shall  l)c  mor« 
humbk. 
Wtld,  And  obedient  to  my  will? 
Mrt  Wild.  In  all  things. 
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Wild.  But  if  I  brine  home  a  mistress  ^— * 

Mrt  Wild.  Ill  call  her  sister. 

Wild.  What  if  there  be  one 
Already,  that  does  please  me?  will  you  not 
Ilepine,  and  look  awry  oport's^  when  we 
JVIake  much  of  one  another  ? 

Mrt  Wild.  So  you  will  but  sometimes  smile 
t>n  me  -too,  HI  endeavour. 

Wild,  W^U  said.;  this  may  do  good  upoo  me :  as 
f  find  yon  prompt  in  Ibis,  I  may  consider 
Other  matters :  -to  tell  you  true,  I  lore 
Your  kinswoman. 

Mrs  Wild.  HoYf  I 

Wild.  V  the  way  you  wot  on ;  but 
I  find  her  cold  and  peevish.    How  she  may 
Be  brought  about,  I  know  not,  Twould  shew  well. 
And  be  a  precedent  for  other  wives, 
If  you  would  put  your  help  to*t. 

Mrt  Wild.  Goodness  bless  me ! 

Wild.  One  woman  with  another  can  do  more, 
In  such  a  cause,  than  twenty  men.    I  do  not 
Wander,  you  see,  out  of  the  blood ;  this  will 
Be  a  Avay  to  justify  your  obedience. 

Mrt  Wild.  You  shew  a  tyraut  now ;  and,  stead 
of  framing 
My  soul  to  patience,  fsupder  both.  [Exit. 

Wild,  i  have  gQne  too  far  a'  conscience ;  thb 
may 
Spoil  all :  and,  now  I  think  upon*t,  I  was 
A  coxcomb  to  discover  any  party. 
I  must  denv*t  again ;  and  carry  things 
More  closely.  ■  How  now.  Will  ? 

Snter  Hazard* 

fiojT.  How  now.  Will  ?  is  that  all  ? 
Look  up,  and  ask  me  a  question  like  a  n^n. 
M^hat,  melancholy  ? 

Wild.  No,  no ;  a  toy,  a  trifle. 

Haz.  That  should  be,  a  woman ;  who  is't  thou 
art  thinking  on  ? 
*I  have  been  of  your  conosel  — 

WiUU  I  was  thinking o'  my  wife  ! 

^a9.  I  met  her  sad. 

Jf^i7rf.  1  cannot  blame  her; 
^e  have  had  a  dialogue :  come,  thou  know*st  my 
bosom. 

Haz.  When  do'st  mean  to  lie  with  her? 

Wild^  I  know  not;  but  1  have oiTer'd  fair  con- 
ditions : 
She  is  vei-y  confident,  I  do  not  doat 
Upon  her  beauty ;  I  have  told  her,  sirrah, 
I  love  her  kinswoman. 

Haz^  You're  not  so  mad  ? 

Wild.  The  worid's  deceived  in^er;  she^U  give 
me  leave 
To  amble  where  I  list ;  and  feed  upon 
tyhat  best  delights  my  appetite. 


Haz.  He  that  hu  « 

An  ambition  to  be  strang^led  in  his  ^eep, 
May  tell  his  wife  he  loves  another  woman. 

Wild.  But  I  was  not  content  -^ith  this.    Bc« 
cause 
The  other  wench  was  somewhat  obstinate, 
I  must  needs  urge  my  wife  to  mollify 
And  mould  her  fer  my  purpose. 

Httz.  A nd«he -consented  too? 

Wild.  Ne,  'twould  not  do.* 
This  went  ;igainst  her  stomach,  and  we  parted. 

Haz,  Next  time  you  see  her,  look  to  be  pre 
sented 
With  your  mistress*  nose  for  this*.    Do'st  think  a 

woman 
Can  be  so  patient,  to  know  her  rival 
I'  the  tame  roof,  and  leftve  her  eyes  to  see  thee 
Again  ?    I  am  sornr  for  thee. 

Wild.  1  am  confident 
Siie  dare  not  s  but  for  all  that,  would  I  had 
Been  less  particular. 

Haz,  Come,  I  love  thee  well ; 
Bui  not  thy  wit,  to  carry  things  no  handsomer: 
You  must  unravel  again,  and  make  your  wife     - 
Beiieve  you  did  but  try  her. 
How  now  !  what's  tl^  news  here? 

Enter  Officert  with  Dejlamore  roounded* 

lit  Offi.  Quickly  to  a  surgeon!    bear  liim 
gently. 

Haz.  What's  the  business? 

^d  Offi.  Nothing,  sir,  but  a  gentleman  is  kill'd; 
and  we  are 
Carrying  him  to  a  surgeon. 

Wild,  nis  Jack  Delamore ;  he  is  not  dead. 
Ha,  who  hurt  him  ? 

2(/  Offi  Master  Beaumont :  we  eannot  stay,  sir. 

Wild*  Why,  they  were  friends. 

^d  Offi.  But  wine  made  them  fall  out ;  some 
say,  about 
Their  mistresses.  [Exeunt. 

Wild*  I  did  expect  a  woman  at  one  end  on't. 
What  miserable  fools  are  men,  to  kill 
One  another  for  these  cockatrices !  * 

Haz.  1  am  sorry  for  poor  Beaumont. 

Wild.  It  would  be  long  ere  any  mistress  would 
Be  so  desperate  for  her  sen'ant;  this  is  valour. 
High  and  mighty  valour. 

2f(MEi  Men  must  presence 
Their  honours,  man ;  thou  dost  npt  know  their 
AuaireJ. 

Wild.  Thou  art  h«ld  a  piece  of  a  kill-cow  too ; 
look  to't,  before  the  sessions  take  an  order  w'^e. 
Ib't  n  >t  a  great  deal  safer  now,  to  skirmish  with 
a  petticoat,  and  touze  a  handsome  wench  in  pri- 
vate, Chan  be  valiant  in  the  sti-eeu,  and  kiss  the 
gallows  for*t!    Hang,  hang  this  foolery!    Le( 
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eentleiy^n  rather  live,  uid  pay  tbeir  tailon,  thao 
let  their  clotbet  enrich  the  bangtaan's  wardrobe. 
Hag,  But  tkirmiflbuigy  as  you  call  it,  with  the 
petticoat. 
Is  bv  some  held  a  way  to  this  preterment : 
Youri^CDches  ha'  been  sticklers^  *  and  some  men 
Dropt  in  their  quarrel. 

Wild.  Let  them  be  such  coulombs, 
They  cannot  die  too  soon.    Cannot  I  have 
A  lady  of  pleasure,  but,  to  please  her  humour, 
I  must  be  eiuaged  to  fi{^t  and  kill  men  for  her^ 
Because  herlMAlth's  refused :  another's  pose, 
Or  teeth  prefcrr'd?  substantial  grounds  for  mur- 
der! 
We  spend  our  blood  too  much  another  way : 
Consumption  take  me,  if  I  ight  for  one  of 'em ! 
I  will  dnok  single  beer  ^  first;  and  live  honest. 
Gentlemen  are  come  to  a  fine  pass  {  Do  not  you 
Think  but  'tis  possible,  I  may  ^t  fior  all  this  ? 
Hfu,  There  may  be  cymses^  &at  have  women 
in 'em: 
But  1  confess  no  polecats,  or  lewd  strompetSi 
Though  I  do  use  the  trick  o'  the  flesh,  slmli  drive 

Me  to  the  surgeon :  1  had  a  mother 

Wild,  And  I  have  a  wife ;  would  thou  bad*st 

her! 
Hnz>  No,  no :  she  is  well  as  she  is : 
There  may  be  honour  to  defend  these, 
r    Wild^  Sometimes. 

Haz»  But  there's  a  mischief  greater  than  all 
these; 
«A  ba^  and  sordid  provocation 
Used  among  gentlemen.    They  cannot  quarrel 
About  a  glass  of  wine,  but  out  flies  straight. 
Son  of  a  whore !  Pead  mothers  must  be  torn 
Out  of  their  gravei^  or  living  have  their  names 
Poisoo'd  by  a  prodigious  broith  :  it  were 
A  brave  and  noble  Taw,  to  make  his  tongue 
Be  cut  for't ;  it  would  save  much  blood  i'  the  year. 
That  might  be  spent  more  honourably. 
.    Wild.  The  lie  grew  a  dull  provocation;  this 
hasquicken'd  us.    But  leaive  this  common-place, 
thou  can'st  not  help  it;  let's  talk  of  sonethipg 
else.    Stay,  is  not  this  Beaumont  ? 

Enter  Beaumont  and  Officert, 

Haz,  Apprehended!   alas,  poor  grntleman! 

How  now, Ned? 
Beau.  As  you  see,  gentlemen ;  call'd  to  my  ao- 

'   count. 
Wild.  We  heard  a  piece  of  the  misfo^tun^; 
but 
fie  not  dejected,  he  may  live. 

Beav.  I  fear  it. 
Pray  lead  mp  where  you  please.  Alas,  Violant^ ! 


This  newt  will  wound  thee  to&f  [Exit. 

Wild  .111  with  him»  and  know  the  story.  [Eni. 

Hog.  Twill  but  trouble  me ; 
I  can  do  him  no  service,  beside  that 
I  am  eniaced  to  meet  old  master  Barnacle. 


Enter  Acreless,  Littlestock,  and  Sellawat. 

Whither,  whither,  gentlemen,  with  your  swonia 
drawn? 
Jcre.  Doeatootieeaeeiitleiiianledtoprison? 
We'll  reacue  him  from  the  officert:  come  join 

with  ns; 
We  shall  draw  more  to  the  caote. 

Hag.  You  do  not  mean 
This  rashness;  bide  your  awords^  be advisad  be^ 

ter; 
Dye  know  hit  fact? 
Lit.  He  has  slain  a  genlJemaa. 
SeL  They  say  he  it  not  dead;  the  wmuMra  not 

mortal. 
Mag.  And  will  yon  make  one  paat  cnra? 
Acre.  How  do*st  mean  ? 
Hag.  Upon  yoarselvets  coal  your  hot.  bloods 
a  little. 
No  mutiny,  my  countrymen !  remember. 
If  he  recover  that  b  hurt,  the  other 
Will  come  off  well  enoo^  without  your  vakmr. 
Breathe,  breathe  a  while !  you  may,  if  you  hate 

.   a  floind  to*t. 
Instead  of  rescuing,  betray  a  gentleman 
And  yourselves  too^  to  a  danger. 
Lit.  He  says  right. 

Hax.  'Tis  scurvy  wearing  h^mp^  if  you  Vcap^ 
killing. 
There  be  more  batchers,  than  sell  flesh;  mod  ci- 

tiient 
Have  no  mercy  in  their  dubs,  espedaliy 
When  gentlemen  have  so  little  wit,  to  bring 
Their  heads  to  th'  knocking  down,    ms  a  re- 
venge 
They  owe  you  for  tbeir  wives.    Oh,  take  hoed 

mainly 
Of  these  left-handed  halberdiers ! 
ilcre.  Confound  'em ! 

Hax.  How  many  will  you  kill,  widi  your  hudt 
spit  ? 
You  bave  more  legs  and  arms  at  home,  whicSi 


You  valiant.    I'll  not  pare  my  nails  to^iay ; 
And  yet  I  love  my  friend,  as  the  best  on  yon : 
You  know  I  dare  fight  too ;  but  in  this  cause 
You  must  needs  pardon  me.  I  believe  the  stoutest  , 
That  now  woulci  seem  all  fire  and  sword,  will  go 
With  as  ill  will  to  hai^inga  as  another; 
And  will  become  it  at  scurvily :  take  your  conrses. 


^  StickUn^^A  ttickler  was  a  sldcoBSn  to  a  fencer;  so  called  bf cause  he  carried  a  Bitch,  wbci«iiUh 
to  part  the  combatants. 
^  ^n^fe  »eer.—s«  e.  small  beer. 
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5eiL  I  UiiDk, 'til  beCM  •*-» 
Hat.  O'  the  twoy  to  go  to  eke  ttTern,  and  b# 
dnmk 
Inyoarowndefenoo:  a  wench  is  aoC  to  dai^er* 

ous; 
Nor  the  disease  that  waits  upon  bcr. 
Acre.  What  if  the  gentleaantba^s  hurt  should 
die? 

Then  there^s  no  hope  for  t'other. 

Hax,  JjBmforjoa; 
You  would  be  geikj  of  his  murder  too» 
And  snatch  him  from  the  law,  Whjfyimfmjdt/t; 
Tis  pi^r  but  the  goremmeirt  should  thank  jrou ; 
And»  if  yoift 'soipe  the  halter  for\  it  maj  be 
Another  man,  m  time*  may  cut  TOUT  tfuYMt  s 
And  there's  one  for  another,  paid  in  the  Mood. 
Come,  beToorselves!  these  are  not  actsofgen^ 

tlemen; 
Where  shame^  not  honour,  nusi  reward  your  da* 

ring. 
Though  M  be  wiki,  it  folbws  not  we  should 
Be  mad  out-right. 

Xi^.  I  was  ever  of  his  nund. 

Acre.  Come,  let's  to  the  tavern. 

Hag.  I  am  for  that  coast;  nowl  think  npon't, 
rU  meet  you  at  the  new  reademms  within 
This  half  hour.    I  expect  a  gentleman 
That  has  encaced  my  proause;  111  oome  to  ye 
Ere  you  be  half  druuk* 

&i;  Do  not  fail 

[ExOMt   SCLLAWAT,   LlTTLttTOCS,   aU^ 
AcaELEBS* 

Hag,  Drink  sack,  and  think  notoB*t  -«  MThat 
sboukibe 
The  business,  that  old  Bamade  has  desired 
My  conference?  'tis  not  to  lead  me  money  sure. 
He's*^ 


Enter  Master  Barnacle. 
Bar^  Master  Hazard  f 
Hag.  I  was  coming  tp  you,  sir. 
Bar.^l  am  fortunate  to  prevent  so  great  a 
trouble. 


There  is  »  buiinees,  sir,  wherein  I  must  desi}# 
your  favour. 

Hat.  Mine  ?  command  it,  sin 

Bar.  Nay,  Fii  be  thankful  too;  I  know  yen 
are 
A  gentleman. 

Hag.  That  should  incline  you  to  think 
I  am  not  mercenary. 

Bar.  I  beseech  you,  sn*. 
Mistake  me  not ;  rewards  are  doe  to  virtues,  . 
And  honour  mast  be  cherish'd. 

Hag.  What's  your  purpose  ? 
Prav  dear  my  understanding. 

Bar.  To  be  plain,  sir, 
You  have  a  name  t'the  town  for  a  brave  felk>w. 

Hag.  How,  sir,  you  do  not  come  to  jeer  me|f 

Ban  Patienee,  I  oMan  you  have  the  opinion^ 
06  a  valiant  gentleman ;  one  that  dares 
Fight,  and  mainlaia  your  honour  against  odds. 
The  sword-men  do  acknowledge  you;  the  bailies 
Observe  their  dismnce;  all  the  swaggering  pufl^ 
Strike  their  top-sails.    I  have  heard  'em  in  the 

streets 
Sav,  There  goes  daring  Hasard ;  a  man  careless 
Of  wounds ;  and,  though  he  have  not  hod  the  luck 
To  kill  so  many  as  another,  dares 
Fight  with  all  them  that  have. 

Hat.  You  have  heard  tliis? 

Bar,  And  more«  and  more ;  mistake  not, 
I  do*not  all  this  while  account  you  in 
The  list  of  those  are  called  the  blades,  that  roar 
In  brothels,  and  break  iraidows ;  fright  the  streets 
At  nudnight,  worse  than  constables;  and  some- 


Set  upon  innocent  bell-men,  to  beget 
Discourse  for  a  week's  diet;  that  swear,  dammed. 
To  pay  their  debts;  and  match  like  walking  ar- 
mories. 
With  poinard,  fMurtoU  rapier,  and  batoon, 
As  they  would  murder  all  the  king's  liege  people. 
And  blow  down  streeu :  no,  I  repute  you  valiant 
Indeed,  and  honoured ;  and  come  now,  without 
More  ceremony,  to  desire  your  favour ; 


^  O/aaiM^— 1«  «•  iht  npaUtmiu    So  again, 


•  my  nephew 


Is  raw,  and  wants  njrhiioii,  •&€.*' 

And  in  BcaoiiOBt  and  Fletcher's  Thierry  aad  Theodorett  vol.  I0«  p.  169.  edit.  1178. 

^  What  4pMim  wUI  the  managing 

Of  this  aflklr  briog  to  my  wlidom !  my  laventlon 

Tickles  with  apprebemioo  o*t  !*' 

JU  Two  noble  Kinmen,  vol.  10.  p«  T4. 

*'  Might  breed  the  ruin  of  my  name,  opinion  V* 

J^fcMft»A,l.8,7. 

**  He  hath  honoured  me  of  late ;  and  T  ha?e  boegbt 
Oolden  opinion*  from  all  sorts  of  people.** 


4^ 


THE  GAMESTER. 


[Anomtmovs, 


Which,  as  joa  mre  «  gentleouuii  I  ho|pe 
You*ll  not  deny  me. 

Haz.  Though  your  language 
Be  Boroetbiog  strange,  yet  because  I  think  yoq 

dare  not 
Tntend  ine  an  abuse,  I  not  question  it* 
Prav  to  the  point ;  I  do  not  think  you're  come 
To  have  roe  bo  your  second  ^ 

Bar,  1  am  no  fighter; 
Though  I  have  aeen  a  fence-school  in  my  day6> 
And  crack'd  a  cudgel ;  yet  I  crime  abou( 
A  fighting  business. 

Max.  You  would  have  me  b^at  somebody  fbl 

TOU. 

Bar.  Not  so,  noble  Hazard :  yet 
I  come  to  entreat  a  valiant  courtesy, 
IVhich  I  am  willing  to  requite  in  money; 
I  have  brought  gold  to  give  you  payment,  sir; 
nis  a  thing  vou  may  easily  oonseot  to, 
And  ^twill  oblige  me  ever« 

HoM,  Be  particular. 

Bar,  Then  thus;  }[ou  are  not  ignorant  I  have 
a  nephew,  sir. 

Jfox.  You  have  so. 

Bar.  One  that's  like 
To  be  my  heir;  the  only  of  my  name 
That's  left :  and  one  that  may  in  time  be  made 
A  pretty  fellow. 

Max.  Very  well ;  proceed. 

Bar.  Yon  know,  or  you  imagine,  that  I  Have 
A  pretty  estate  too. 

Haz.  You're  held  a  main  rich  man,  sir; 
'  In  money  able  to  weigh  down  an  alderman. 

Bar,  I  have  more  than  I  shall  spend :  aow  I 
come  close;  - 
i  would  have  this  nephew  of  mine  converse  with 
gentlemen. 

Has*  And  he  does  so. 

Bar.  1*11  not  pinch  hiijs  in's  allowance ; 
'The  university  had  almost  spoil'd  him. 

Ettz.  With  what? 

Bar.  With  modesty ;  a  thing,  yoo  know, 
Not  here  in  fashion :  but  that's  lUmost  cured, 
I  would  allow  him  to  be  druqk. 

Hwt.  Yoix  miiyf  sir. 

Bar.  Or  any  thing  to  speak  him  a  fine  gentlc- 


Haz.  With  your  favour,  sir,  let  me  be  bold  a 
little 
To  interrupt  you  ^  Were  not  you  a  citi^n  ? 

Bar.  Tis  popfess'd,  sjr. 

Hav.  It  being  a  thrivmg  way, 
A  walk  wherein  you  might  direct  your  nephew, 
Why  d'  ye  not  breed  him  so  ? 

Bar.  I  apprehend ; 
And  thus  1  satisfy  you :  We  that  had 
pur  breeding  from  a  trade;  cits  as  you  cnll  us; 
Though  we  hate  gentlemen  ourselves,  yet  nre 
Ambitious  to  make  all  our  children  gendf  men : 
In  three  generations  they  return  again ; 
fVe  for  our  children  purchase  land ;  they  brave  it 
y  thfe  pountry ;  beget  children,  and  they  sell,       J 


Grow  poor,  and  send  their  sons  up  to  be'^prentices. 
There  is  a  .whirl  in  fate.    The  courtiers  make 
Us  cuckolds ;  mark,  we  wriggle  into  their 
Estates;  poverty  makes  their  children  citnens; 
Our  sons  cuckold  them.    A  cireular  justice  ! 
The  world  turns  round.    But,  once  more,  to  the 
purpose.  • 
Haw.  To  your  nephew. 
Bar.  This  nephew  of  roin»  I  do  love  dearly ; 
He  is  all  my  care :  I  would  be  loath  to  lose  him ;. 
And  to  preserve  him  both  in  life  and  honour, 
I  come  to  you. 

Ha^  Now  yoQ  corae  to  me,  indeed,  sir. 
Bar.  What  shall  I  give  you,  sir,  to  let  him  — • 
Hat.  What? 

Bar.  Pray,  be  not  angry ! 
Haz.  By  no  means. 

Bar.  There  is  no  such  security  i'  the  world; 
I'll  pay  for'c  heartily. 
Hat,  For  what  ? 

Bar.  What  shall  I  give  you  troth,  and  let  hijn  *• 
Hat.  What? 
Bar.  Beat  you,  sir* 
Hat.  How  I 

Bar.  Nay  donot,  sir,  mistake  me;  for  although 
I  name  it  coarsely,  I  desire  it  should  be 
With  your  consent,  no  otherwise.    My  nephew 
Is  raw,' and  wants  opinion ;  ^and  <he  talk 
Of  such  a  thing,  to  beat  a  gentleman 
That  all  the  town*s  afraid  of,  would  be  worth,* 
In's  credit,  heaven  knows  what !    Alas,  yon  can<* 

not 
Blame  a  kind  uncle,  to  desire  all  means 
To  get  his  nephew  fame,  and  keep  him  safe ; 

And  this  were  such  a  way  ! 

£fas«  To  have  me  beaten  f 
Bar.  You're  i'  the  right;  but  do  not  misconceiTo 
me, 
Under  your  favour,  my  intention  is  not 
He  should  much  hurt  you  :  if  you  please  to  let  him 
Quarrel,  or  so,  at  tavern,  or  where  else 
You  shall  tliink  fit ;  and  throw  a  pottle-pot  *— > 
Hat.  At  my  head  ? 

Bar^  Yes;  or  say  it  be  a  quart,  still  under  your 
correction; 
Only  that  some  of  your  acquaintance  and 
Gentlemen  may  take  notice,  that  he  darea 
Affront  you,  and  come  off  with  honour , hand- 

Sfunely. 
Look,  here's  a  hundred  pieces !  tell  'em  i*  the  or- 

diuary ; 
Th'  are  weight  upon  tnjr  credit :  play  'cm  not 
Against  light  gold.    This  is  the  prologue  to 
My  thanks,  beside  my  nephew  shall  in  private 
Acknowledge  himself  beholden. 

Hat,  A  hundred  pieces !  I  want  money. 

Bar.  Right. 

Has.  You  elve  me  this  to  let  your  nephew  beat 

me  r  

Bar.  Pray,  take  me  with  ye :  I  do  not  mcafi 
h^  should. 
By  beating,  hurt  you  dangerously.    You  may 
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Contrive  the  quarrel,  so  that  he  may  draw 
Some  blood ;  or  knock  you  o'er  the  pste,  and  so 

forth; 
And  come  off  bravely :  this  ia  all. 

Hax.  Well,  sir; 
You  do  not  roeiUi,  you  say,  he  should  endanger 
M^  life  or  limbs ;  all  you  desire,  if  I 
Mistake  not,  is  to  get  your  nephew  credit ; 
Tliat,  being  flesh*d»  he  may  walk  securely ;  and  be 

held 
Valiant  by  gaining  honour  upon  me  ? 

Bar,  You  understand  me  right** 

Haz,  ril  put  it  up. 
Pray  send  your  nephetv  to  me :  we'll  agree. 

Bar.  Agree,  sir  r  you  must  quarrel,  and  he  must 
beat  you ; 
Else,  'tis  no  bargain. 

Hax.  Not  before 


We  have  concluded  how  things  Shall  be  carried. 

Bar.  I  must  desire  your  secresy,  and  — ^ 

Hat.  Here's  my  hand. 

Bar*  And  there's  my-nibney* 

Haz.  Your  nephew  shall  be  a  blade. 

Bar.  Why  there's  ten  pietes  Q|ore,  'causp  yin 
come  off 
So  freely.    Til  send  hiite  to  you.-  , 

Haz.  Do  so.    Why  this,  if  the  dice  favour 
me,  may  bring  all 
My  lands  agaio«    Be  sure  you  send  him ;  but 
No  words  1  for  your  nephew's  credit. 

Bar.  Mum — I  thank  you  heartily.  fExUi 

Haz.  Be  there  such  things  i'  tbe  world  I — ru 
first  to  the  tavern : 
There  I  am  staid  for :  gentlemen,  I  come« 
I'll  \)e  beat  every  day  for  such  a  sum.        [£irif. 
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Enter  Mistress  WiLtoiNo  and  tite  Page. 

Mrt  Wild.  Where  is  your  master,  boy? 

Page,  I  know  iK>r,  mistress. 

Mrt  Wild.  Come  nearer,  sirrah.    Yon  are  of 
your  master's 
Counsel  sometimes :  come,  be  true  in  what 
I  shall  desire,  and  I  shall  find  a  time 
For  your  reward. 

Page.  How  d'  ye  mean,  mistress  ? 
We  pages  meet  rewards  of  several  natures. 
This  great  man  gives  u^ gold;  tliat  ladv,  gloves; 
T'other,  silk  stockings,  roses,  garters :  but 
The  lady  and  mistress  whom  we  serve  inordinary, 
Reserves  another  bounty  for  our  closeness. 

Mrt  Wild.  I  see  you  can  be  a  wag;   but  be 
just  to  me,  and  secret. 

Pafe.  As  your  physician  or  your  lookmg-glass ; 
That  m  your  absence  cannot  be  corrupted 
To  betray  your  complexion* 

Mrt  wild.  What  private  mistresses  does  mas- 
ter Wilding  visit? 

Page,  Who,  my  master? 
Alas,  forsooth,  d'  ye  think  he  lets  me  know  ? 

Mrt  Wild.  Niiy,  nay,  dissemble  not. 

Page.  I  litre  a  coach 
Sometimes,  or  so ;  but  ride  always  i'  the  boott' 
I  look  at  no  body  but  the  passengers. 
I  do  not  sit  i'  the  same  box  at  plays  with  him. 
I  wait  at  taivem,  I  confess,  and  so  forth ; 
And  when  he  has  supp'd,  we  must  have  time  to 

eat  too : 
And  what  should  T  trouble  my  conscience 
With  being  too  officious  till  I  am  call'd  for? 
'Tie  true,  be  waits  uptm  the  ladies  home; 
But  'tis  so  dark,  I  know  not  where  they  dwell : 
And  the  next  day  we  Imve  new  eiies ;  1as>  mere 

strangers 
To  me ;  nnd  I  should  be  unmannerly 
To  catechize  'em.    If  now  and  tlien  there  be 
Any  superfluous  cast  waking- woman,/ 


^here  be  so  many  serving  men  about  her« 
I  cannot  come  to  ask  a  question ; 
And  how  should  1  know  any  thing  ? 

Mrt  Wild*  I  see  you  are  old  enough  for  vioe/ 

Page.  Aias,  forsooth. 
You  know  'tis  ill  to  do  a  thing  that's  wicked ; 
But  'ttvere  a  double  sm  to  tatti  on't  too, 
If  [  were  guiky :  beside,  forsooth,  I  know 
You  would  ne  er  trust  me  again,  if  I  should  tell 
you. 

JIfrs  Wild.  Thou  art  deceived;  it  shall  endear 
thee  more. 

Page.  I  must  beseech  you 
To  be  excused.    My  master  is  my  masted: 
My  feet  are  at  your  service,  not  my  tongue. 
I  would  not  forfeit  my  recognizance, 
And  shame  the  tribe.    Pages  and  midwivcs  arfr 
Sworn  to  be  close. 

Mrt  Wdd.  Hence,  thou  old  in  villainy ! 
But  'tis  in  vain  to  chicle.    Leave  me,  and  bid 
Mitress  Penelope  come  hither. 

Page.  Yes,  forsooth.  [Exit. 

Mrt  Wdd.  I  know  not  which  way  to  begin  %  W 
roe 
He  has  betrayed  he  loves  her.    She  is  present. 

Enter  Penelope. 
Pen.  Will  you  be  sad  staU,  cousin?  Why  d*ye 
grieve  ? 
Be  kinder  to  yourself.    Trust  mo,  I  weep. 
When  I  am  alone,  for  you. 
Mrt  Wild.  Sorrow  and  I 
Are  taking  leave,  I  hope ;  and  these  are  only 
Some  drops  after  tiie  cloud  has  wept  his  violence. 
Were  one  thing  fiiiish'd,  I  should  ne'er  be  sad 

more; 
And  I  cannot  despair  ta  know  it  done. 
Since  the  effect  depends  upon  your  love. 

Pen<  My  lore !  'tis  justice  you  command  tkj 
service: 
I  would  I  were  so  happy. 
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By  your  conMnt  to  my  deure. 
Pen,  Prmy  name  ic 
Mrs  Wild.  I  only  aik  yoor  love;  pray  prt  it 

me* 
Bm»  My  lovo!  why  do  you  mock  my  poor 
heart,  which 
Pours  all  it  has  upoo,  yD«?    Yott*rt  poaaeM^d  of 
that  already. 
Mr$  Wild.  You  examine  not 
The  extent  of  my  request;  for  whmi  yoo  have 
Given  what  I  ask,  your  love,  yoa  must  no  more 
Direct  it  as  yoo  please:  the  power's  in  me 
How  to  dispose  it* 

Fen.  And  you  shall  for  ever ; 
I  have  no^passkm  that  shall  not  know 
Obedieace  to  yoa- 

Mrt  WUd.  Your  love,  by  gift 
Made  mine,  I  give  my  liustMuid.    Do  yon  love 
him? 
Peru  I  always  did, 
Jlfrt  Wild.  But  in  a  nearer  way : 
Love  him  as  1  do^  wirb  a  resolution 
To  give  yourself  to  him,  if  he  desire  it» 

Pen.  I  understand  you  net;  or  if  you  do 
Suspect  I  chensli  any  lawless  flame-  ■■ 

idrt  Wild.  Thou  art  too  inooOent:  be  kss, 
and  do 
An  act  to  endear  us  both.  I  know  he  loves  thee ; 
Meet  it,  dc»sr  caz:  'tisaO  I  beg  of  thee.    * 
I  know  yon  think  it  a  most  strange  request ; 
But  it  will  make  me  fortunate. 

Fen.  Grief;  I  fear. 
Hath  made  her  vnld. — D*  ye  know  what  you  de- 
sire? 
Mn  WiUU  Yes,  that  you  Wve  my  hasband. 
Modesty 
Will  not  allow  mue  to  discoarse  my  wish 
In  caery  cifnuMiaacai  bat  think  how  desperate 
My  wound  is,  that  would  have  so  strange  a  cure. 
He'll  love  me  then ;  and,  tmst  me,  I'll  not  study 
Revenge,  as  other  wives  perhaps  ^^old  do, 
But  thank  thee :  and  indeed,  an  act  like  this. 
So  fuA  of  love,  with  so  much  loss  and  shame  too^ 
Faff  mine  and  bis  sake,  will  deserve  all  duty. 
Pea.  I  have  no  patience  to  hear  aaore;  and 
could  I 
Let  in  a  thought  that  you  meant  this  in  earnest^ 
I  should  forget  I  knew  yoo :  but  you  cannot 
Be  fallen  from  so  much  goodnesai    I  confess 
I  have  no  confidence  in  your  husband's  virtue : 
He  has  attempted  me;  bat  shall  hope  ! 
To  leave  a  stain  upon  the  san,  than  oriba 
Me  to  so  foul  a  guilt.    I  have  ao  life 
Without  my  imioceDce;  and  yoa  cannot  make 
Yoorself  more  miserable  than  to  wish  it  from  me. 
Gh,  do  not  lose  the  ment  ol  your  feitl^ 
And  truth  to  him,  though  he  forget  himself. 
By  thinking  to  relieve  yourself  thus  MnfuUy ! 
But  sureyoo  do  but  try  me  all  this  while. 
Ifff  WiUU  Aad  I  have  found  thee  pure  i  be 
still  preserved  so. 
But  he  will  straggle  farthori'"  ■  >■ 
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Pea.  Cherish  hope; 
He  rather  will  come  hock :  your  teara  and  prajfcrs 
Cannot  be  lost. 

Jlfri  Wild.  I  charge  tliee  by  thy  love^ 
Yet  be  ruled  by  me*    Fll  not  be  so  wicked 
To  tempt  thee  in  a  thou^  shall  bleansh  tfaee; 
But,  as  thou  wouhTst  demra  my  peaoe^  and  faia 
Converuon,  if  his  wantoaness  last  widi  hiss. 
Appear  mora  tractable;  allow  him  so  much 
Favour  in  smile  or  language,  that  he  may  not 
Think  it  impossible  to  prevail  at  last 

Fen.  This  may  engagaluni  ferther,  and  myself 
To  a  dishonour. 

Mr$  Wild.  It  shnU  work  our  happiness^ 
As  I  will  manage  thinga;  'tis  but  to  seem. 
A  look  will  cost  thee  nothing,  nor  a  qrllable. 
To  make  his  hopes  more  pleasing    On  ray  life^ 
Thou  shalt  be  safe  both  in  thv  nne  and  persoD. 
Will  you  do  this  for  my  sake  r 

Fen*  ni  refuse  no  danger,  if  I  su£fer  not  in  ho- 
nour. 
To  do  you  any  service. 

Mrt  Wild.  1  have  cast  it 
Already  in  my  brain ;  but  do  not  yet 
Enquire  my  purpose.    As  his  folly  leads 
Him  to  pursue  you,  let  me  knew ;  and  111 
By  feird^^reesacqoaiatyoa  withmy  plot;     • 
Which,  built  on  no  foul  ends^  is  like  to  prosper. 
And  see  how  aptly  he  presenta  himself ! 
Pr*ythee  seem  kiiid^  andl  leave  the  rest  to  me. 
He  shall  not  see  me.  [Exit. 

Enter  Mr  Wili>i«c. 


Wild.  How  oaw^  cuz.    Was  that 
My  wife  went  off? 

Fen.  Yes,  sh*. 

ITi/ci.  Let  her  ga.    What  smd  she  to  thee  ? 

Pen.  NothiQg. 

Wild.  Thou  art  treaUed ! 

Fen.  Proy,  ta  your  knowledga^  sir,  wherein 
havel 
Done  injury  to  you  or  bar  ? 

Wild.  Has  she  abased  thee? 
I'll  go  kick  her. 

Fen.  By  no  means,  sir.  I  steal  away  your  heart. 
And  meet  at  stolen  embraoes  I 

IFi/tf.  Does  she  twit  thee?    HI  kick  her  hl^e 
a  football. 
Say  bot  the  word. 

Fen.  By  no  maaas  think  opon't;  I  hare  fo^ 
given  her. 
You  sha'not,  sir,  so  mach  as  frown  upon  bar  s 
Fray  do  net,  as  yoo  leva  me;  we  mmj  study 
A  more  convenient  revenge. 

H^.  i^HT'sthis? 
I  pr'y  thee^  if  she  has  been  pevamptory. 
Which  was  none  of  our  articlesy  let  me  iaatmet 

thee 
How  we  shall  be  revenged. 

Pea.  Sir,  I  acknowM^ 
The  growth  and  expedatioo  of  my  foitane 
Is  in  your  love;  aad>  though  I  would  not  wn 
And  yet,  to  bare  my  ionocenoa  accused^ 
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l8  able  to  pervert  iL    Sir,  your  pardon : 
I  have  been  passionate.    Pray,  love  your  wife. 
Wild.  No,  no,  Til  love  thee ;  indeed,  indeed,  I 
will. 
Is  she  jealous  ? 
Pen^  You  know  she  has  no  cause. 
Wild.    Let  us  be  wise,  and  give  her  cause. 

.     8hairs,cuz? 
Pern  Sir,  if  I  be  a  trouble  to  your  house, 
Your  breath  shall  soon  discharge  me,     I  had 

thought 
The  tie  of  blood  might  have  gain'd  some  respect 
Wild.  Discharge  thee  the  house !  I'll  discharge 
her, 
And  all  her  generation,  thee  excepted; 
And  thou  shalt  do*t  thyself:  by  this,  thou  shalt. 
Ha,  she  kisses  with  more  freedom !  This  is  bet- 
ter [^'w'^- 
Than  if  my  wife  had  pleaded  for  me.    Pen, 
Thou  shalt  be  mistress.  Woo't  ?  Come,  thou  shalt. 
She's  fit  for  drudgery. 
Pen.  Oh,  do  not  say  so. 
Wild.  Then  I  wo'noi;  but  I  love  tliee  for  thy 
spirit, 
.  X^aose   thou  woo*t  be  revenged 
jealousy 
The  right  way :  when  'tis  done,  I  do  not  care 
To  tell  her :  it  may  kick  up  her  heels  too, 
Another  way. 

Pen.  Tell  her  what?    You  make  me  blush. 

Wild.  No,  no.  111  tell  nobody,  by  this  hand. 

Stay,  I  have  a  diamond  will  become  this  finger; 

Wear  it,  and  let  my  wife  stare  out  her  eyes  up- 

on't. 

Pen.  I  wo'not  take't  on  such  conditions. 
Wild.  Take  it  on  any.    §he  is  come  about. 

[Atide. 

Enter  Page^ 

Page.  Sir,  master  Hazard  desires  your  com- 
pany at  tavern.  He  says  there  are  none  but  gen- 
tlemen of  your  acquaintance ;  Mr  Acreless,  Mr 
Littlestock,  and  Mr  ScUaway,  the  three  game- 
sters. 

Wild.  He  must  ezcu%  me. 

Pen.  As  you  love  me,  go,  sir. 
Have  no  suspicion  that  I  wish  your  absence : 
I'll  wear  your  gift,  and  study  to  be  thankful. 

[Exit. 

Wild.  Well,  there's  no  great  hurt  in  all  this  yet : 
The  tide's  not  strong  against  me.    No  tolk  now 
Of  wife's  consent :  III  not  remove  mj  siege. 
She'll  study  to  be  thankful.    She's  mine  own, 
As  sure  as  I  were  in  her  maidenhead. 
Now  to  the  tavern,  boy,  and  drink  to  the  purpose. 

lExeunt. 

Enter  Hazard,  Acreless,  Littlestock,  Sell- 
AWAT,  at  in  a  Tavern.    Drawers, 

Is  not  this  better,  gentle- 


And  had  your  brain-pans  open'd. 

Acre.  Right  noble  Hazard, 
Here's  to  thee.  • 

Haz.  Let  it  come,  b(^ ;  fill  it  me  steeple  high : 
I  am  in  a  vein  of  mirth,  and  I  hV  cause, 
As  you  shall  see  in  due  time,  gentlemen. 
Mr  Littlestock,  thou  art  dreaming  o'  the  dice. 

SeL  He  is  melancholy. 

Lit.  Who,  I  ? 

Hast.  Fll  play  the  farrier,  then,  and  drench  thee 
for  the  sullens.  A  health  to  all  our  mistresses : 
we  have  had  't  m  single ;  let's  shuffle  'em  now  to- 
gether.   Mr  Acreless 

Enter  Fiddler. 

Fid.  Will  you  please,  gentlemen,  to  have  a  song  ? 
Ha2.  You  have  not  wash'd  to-day.    Go,  get 
clean  manners. 

[Flinging  a  glast  of  wine  in  his  face. 
You  rascal,  we  have  no  wenches. 

Fid.  I  see  nff>body,  sir;  you  have  washed  my 

eyes  out. 
Hat.  It  is  not  necessary  thou  should'st  have  any. 
Fill  me  again. 

Acre.  This  fellow  would  ha'  t'other  cup. 
Fid.  I  have  had  a  cup  too  much  already, ^n- 
tlemen.  '[Exit. 

Has.  Let  it  go  round ;  and  then,  in  hope  you 
may 
Look  double,  I'll  shew  you  a  sight.    I  wonder 
Jack  Wilding  stays. 

Enter  Mr  Wilding  and  Page. 


Haz.  More  wine! 
men, 


Than  spitting  constables  ?  You  would  have  fought 
now 
VOL.  II. 


He's  come  i'tlie  nick. 

Wild.  Save,  save  you,  gallants.    May  a  man 

come  i'the  rear  ? 
Haz.  Give  him  his  garnish. 
ITtYf/.  You're  not  prisoners  for  the  reckoning, 

I  hope. 
Hag.  For  the  reck'ning!  Now  you're  all  to- 
gether, gentlemen, 
I'll  shew  you  a  wonder;  but  come  not  too  near; 
Keep  out  o'  the  circle,  whatsoever  you  think  ou't. 
This  is  a  hundred  pound  !  Nay,  not  so  close : 
These  pictures  do  shew  beat  at  distance,  gentle- 
men. 

You  see  it.    Presto f  Putting  it  up  again. 

Wild.  Nay,  lei's  see't  again. 
Ha2.  Like  to  your  cunning  juggler,  I  ne'er  shew 
My  trick  but  once :  You  may  hear  more  here- 
after. 
What  think  you  of  this,  Mr  Acreless,  Mr  DttJe- 

stock, 
And  MrSellaway? 
Acre.  We  do  not  believe  'tis  gold. 
Haz.  Perish  then 
In  your  infidelity. 

Wild.  Let  me  but  touch  ir. 
Haz.  It  will  endure,  take  my  word  for't.  Why, 
look  you, 
For  your  satisfactions;  no  gloves  off: 

3r 
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You  have  devices  to  defalk ;— ^»preier?e 
Your  talons,  and  your  talents,  till  jou  meet 
With  more  convenient  gamesters* 
Lit.  How  cam'st  bv  it  ? 
Wild.  Thou'dst  little  or  none  this  morning. 
Hax,  I  have  bought  it,  gentlemen;  and  jon  in 
a  mist 
Shall  see  what  I  paid  for  it«  Thou  bast  not  drank 

yet: 
Ne*er  fear  the  reck*nin|^  man. — More  wine,  you 

varlets! 
And  call  your  mistress,  your  scolopendra : ' 
If  we  like  her  complexion,  we  mav  dine  here. 
Wild.  But  hark  thee,  bark  thee,  Will;  did'st 

win  it? 
Hat.  No ;  but  I  may  lose  it  ere  I  go  to  bed. 
Dost  think't  shall  musty  ?  What'sa  hundred  pound? 
SeL  A  miracle !  But  they  are  ceased  with  me. 
Acre,  And  me  too.    Come,  let's  drink. 
Wild.  No  matter  bow  it  came,  Will :  I  con- 
gratulate 
Tby  fortune,  and  will  quit  thee  ndw 
With  good  news  of  myself.  My  cuz,  I  told  thee  on, 
Js  wheelM  about :  slie  has  took  a  ring  o'  me. 
We  kiss'd  and  talk'd,  time  out  o'  mind. 

Haz.  I  know  it : 
My  almanack  says  'tis  a  good  day  to  woo  in ; 
Coniirro'd  by  £rra  Pater,  that  honest  Jew  too. 
V\l  pledge  thee. 

Enter  Drawer^ 

Draw.  Silr  Hazard,  there  are  two  gentlemen  be- 
low 
Enquire  for  you« 
Mat.  For  me  ? 

Draw.  One's  somewhat  ancient :  I  heard  him  call 
The  t'otlier  nephew. 

Ha*.  Say  I  come  to  *em  presentlj. 
Gentlemen,  I  do  caution  you  before. 
To  be  fair  oondition'd.  One  of  tbem,  the  nephew, 
Is  of  a  fiery  constitution, 
And  sensible  of  any  affit>nt    Let  this 
Character  prepare  him  for  you. 
Wild,  mag  him  not  hither. 
Haz.  There  is  a  necessity  in't.    I  would  net 
for 
A  hundred  pound  but  entertain  him,  now 
He  knows  I  am  here.  [Exit, 

Enter  Master  Hazard  again  with  Babmacle, 
his  NepheWf  and  Dwindle. 

Wild.  This  is  old  Barnacle. 

Acre.  One  that  is  to  fine  for  alderman. 

Lit.  And  that's  his  nephew :  I  have  been  in's 

company. 
Sel.  Is  this  the  youth  Hazard  prepared  us  for  ? 
How  busy  they  are ! 


Hat.  You  could  not  wish  better  <qiportaintj : 
These  are  all  gentlemen  of  quality. 
I'll  call  him  cousin,  if  it  please  you. 
To  endear  him  to  their  acquaintance. 

Bar.  I'll  not  be  a  witness  of  your  pniMUfcos 
myself;  these  will  report  as  much  as  I  desire. 
Sir,  if  yon  be  beaten,  I  am  satisfied. 

Neph,  But  d'  ye  hear,  uncle ;  are  yon  sore  yoa 
have  made 
Your  baig»in  wisely  ?  They  may  cot  my  throat 
When  YOU  are  gone;  and  what  are  yoa  the  wiser  i 
Dwindle,  be  yon  close  to  n»e. 

Haz.  I  warrant  you,  we  shall  do  things  with 
discretion. 
If  he  has  but  grace  to  look  and  talk  courageously. 

Bar.  He  may  be  valiant  for  aught  I  kiww: 
Howsoever,  this  will  be  a  secore  way 
To  have  him  thought  so,  if  he  beat  yon  soundly. 

NepK  I  do  not  like  the  company ; 
But  I  have  drank  wine  too,  and  that's  the  best 

on't : 
We  may  quarrel  on  even  terms.    Look  to 
Thy  basket-hUt,  Dwindle,  and  have  a  stool  resdy. 
Dwin.  I  will  give  your  worship  a  stooL 
HoM.  As  I  am  a  gentleman,  be  confident; 
111  wait  on  you  down,  sir. 
Bar.  By  no  means;  let  him  beat  yoa  to  par- 
pose,  sir. 
NepK  'Bye,  uncle.  [Exit  Baritaclc 

Haz.  Come,  sir.     Pray,  gentlemen^  lad  my 
kinsman  welcome ; 
A  spark  that  will  deserve  your  knowledge. 
Wild.  His  kinsman !  you  are  w^come. 
Acre.  He  has  power  to  conrnuind  your  wel* 

come. 
Lit.  If  I  mistake  not,  I  have  had  the  hapi^ess 
To  ha*  been  in  your  company  afore  now. 

Neph.  Mine,  sir  ?— D'  you   hear,  what  if  I 
quarreH'd  [Aside  to  Hazabd. 

With  him  first  ?  'twill  prepare  me  the  better.  % 

Haz.  Do  as  you  please;   that's  without  ny 

conditions. 
Neph.  I'll  but  give  him  now  and  dien  a  touch : 
rUdose 
Well  enough,  I  warrant  yoo^— Yoa  bec^  in  my 
Company,  sir  ? 

Lit.  Yes,  and  at  the  tavern. 
NepL  1  paid  the  reck'ning  then. 
Lit.  You  came  into  our  room- 


Neph.  Tell  me  of  coming  into  your  room ! 
ru  come  again.    You  are  a  superflnoas  gentle- 
man. 

fFtTi.  How's  this? 

Haz.  Let  him  alone. 

Lit.  Sir,  remember  yourself, 

Neph.  ru  remember  what  I  please :  ni  for- 
get what  I  remember.    Tell  me  of  a  reck'ning ! 


cclk^triZ'^cT^'^^^  tcoli^peadro^ls  a  venomoos  serpent.    It  was  common  formerly  to  call  misticsics» 
^  igares  of  the  Scolopcttdra  JgnoHca  Scutata,  are  In  Ha'sted's  History  of  Kent,  VoL  L  p.  160. 
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ivhat  is't  f  ID  pay't :  no  man  shall  make  an  ass  of 
me,  farther  than  I  list  myself.  I  care  not  a  fiddte- 
scick  for  any  man's  thundering.  He  that  affronts 
me  is  the  son  of  a  worm,  and  his  father  a  whore. 
I  care  not  a  straw,  nor  a  broken  point,  for  you. 
If  any  man  dare  drink  to  me,  I  wo  not  go  behind 
the  door  to  pledge  him. 

Acre,  Why,  here's  to  you,  sir. 
Neph,  Why  there's  to  you,  sir- 
Twit  me  with  combg   mto  a  room !  I  could 

find  in  my  heart  to  throw  a  pottle-pot, --I 

name  nobody.  I  will  kick  any  man  down  stairs, 
that  cannot  behave  himself  like  a  gentleman. 
None  but  a  slave  would  offer  to  pay  a  reckoning 
before  me.  Where's  the  drawer  ?  There's  a  piece 
at  all  adventures.  He  that  is  my  friend,  I  care 
not  a  rush :  if  any  man  be  my  enemy,  he  is  an 
idle  companion,  and  I  honour  him  with  all  my 
heart. 

Wild,  This  is  a  precious  humour.    Is  he  used 
to  these  mistakes  ? 
Lit.  Your  kinsman  gives  him  privilege. 
Neph,  I  desire  no  man's  privilege.    It  skills 
not  ^  whether  I  be  kin  to  any  man  living. 

Haz.  Nay,  nay  cousin ;  pray  let  me  persuade 
you. 

Neph,  You  persuade  me  !  for  what  acquaint- 
ance r  Mind  your  business,  and  speak  with  your 
tailor. 
Haz,  An'  you  be  thus  rude— 

N^h.  Rude,  sir !  what  then,  sir  ? ^Hold 

me,  Dwindle. 
jPwin,  Are  you  read;^  to  have  a  stool,  sir  ? 
Wild.  Nay,  nay,  Will,  we  bear  with  him  for 
your  sake ; 
He  is  your  kinsman. 

Haj,  1  am  calm  again. 
Cousin,  I  am  sorry  any  person  here 
Hath  given  you  onence. 

Neph.  Perhaps,  sir,  you 
Have  given  me  offence.    I  do  not  fear  you. 
I  have  knock'd  as  round  a  fellow  in  my  days. 
Hax.  And  may  asain— 
Wild.  Be  knock'd !  A  pox  upon  him ;  I  know 
not  what  to  make  of  him. 

Bag.  Let  me  speak  a  word  in  private,  nr. 
Nepk,  I  can  be  as  private  as  you,  sir. 
Haz.  Strike  me  a  box  o*the  ear  presently. 
N^h.  There's  my  hand  on't. 
Wtid.  Nay,  nay,  gendcmen— 
Acre.  MrWildinc — 

Nqth.  Let  him  call  me  to  account :  the  redLOn- 
ing*s  paid. 
Come,  Dwindle.  *  [Esit. 

Sek  I  did  not  think  the  fool  durst  ha^  done 
this. 
Tis  a  strange  jouth. 

Has.  You  shall  hear  more  to-morrow* 


Draw.  All's  paid,  and  yon  are  welcome,  gentile^ 
men.  [Exeunt^ 

Enter  Leonoea,  Violante. 

Leon.  Why  should  not  we  two  live  together, 
being 
So  equal  in  our  passions  ?  Oh,  Violante, 
Our  knowledge  grew  from  cluldren,  and  our  loves 
Ally  us  in  oar  natures. 

VioL  Tls  my  wish 
To  dwell  with  thee.    I  never  knew  that  woman 
In  whom  I  took  more  pleasure  to  converse  with. 

Leon.  But  I  have  a  father;  and  remembering 
him, 
A  sorrow  steals  upon  me,  to  betray 
My  hopes  of  blessmg;  for,  although  he  loves  me. 
And  dearly,  as  he  says,  (for  children  mtist  not 
Dispute  with  fathers,)  he  afiects  not  him 
In  whom  I  place  all  thoughts  that  can  delight  me ; 
He  loves  not  Delamore ;  and  what  to  me 
Is  all  the  world  without  him  ?  I  shall  never, 
I  fear,  have  his  consent  to  be  made  happy 
In  marriage :  and  this,  although  our  thoughts 
Reflect  with  equal  honour  on  our  loves. 
Makes  the  distinction,  and  concludes  me  miser- 
able. 
Thy  will  depends  upon  no  rigid  parent ; 
Thy  path  is  strew'd  with  roses,  while  I  climb 
A  ragged  cUS,  to  meet  whom  I  aflfect. 

VioL  Indeed,  Leonora,  I  much  pity  thee. 

Leon.  I  pr'ythee  counsel  me^  how  shall  I  wrestle 
With  my  sad  destiny,  and  yet' preserve 
My  filial  obedience  ?  I  must  lose 
A  father  or  a  husband. 

Fio^  Would  1  knew 
Which  way  to  bid  thee  steer !  but,  lesson'd  by 
My  own  affection,  I  would  have  thy  mind 
Constant  to  him  thou  lov'st.    Time  may  correct 
A  fother's  harahoese :  and  be  confident, 
If  poor  Violante  have  a  power  to  serve  diee. 
She  will  forget  her  own  heart  ere  prove  false  to 
thee. 
Leon.  Oh,  my  dear  soul,  I  know't. 

Enter  Servant. 

Serv.  Oh  mistress ! 

Leon,  What's  the  matter  ? 

VioL  This  face  betrays  some  miserable  acci- 
dent. 

Leon.  Speak,  and  assure  us  what  disaster  makes 
Thy  countenance  to  wild. 

Serv.  A  friend  of  yours—— 

Leon.  Is  sick,  is  dead  {  what  more  ?  and  yet  I 
have 
So  few,  I  can  spare  none. 

Serv.  Is  dead;  since  yon  appear  so  fordfied. 

Leon.  Is  my  father  living,  and  Delamore  I 

Serv^  Yoar  father  is  in  health ;  but— > 


<  U  lUOt  fiol.*»See  note  40  to  Akmmier  md  Campasge,  Vol*  I.  p.  154. 
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Leon.  StBy,  as  thou  would'st  preserve  thy  mis- 
tress in 
The  Domber  of  the  living. 

Viol.  How  my  fears  increase  ! 

Leon,  Except  Violante,  whom  I  see 
Enjoys  her  healthy  I  have  no  friend  but  Dela- 

more: 
I  hope  he  is  not  dead  ! 

Serv,  Your  Delamore  is  dead.        [She  fainti. 

VioL  Friend  !  Leonora  ! 
Twas  indiscreetly  done  to  open  sorrow 
So  like  a  torrent    Leonora  1  friend ! 

Leon.  Why  do*st  thou  call  me  fiom  him  ?  Sure 
I  was 
Going  to  meet  my  Delamore. 

VioL  Give  not  such  . 
Belief  to  this  sad  news,  until  you  hear  it 
Confirm'd.    Did'st  see  him  dead  ? 

Serv,  I  did  not  see  him. 

Vioi.  Have  comfort  then;  this  may 
Be  checked  again. 

Leon.  Would  I  could  hope  it 

Viol.  Have  more  courage,  friend. 
Did'st  hear  the  circumstance  ? 

Serv,  He  was  slain,  they  say. 

Viol,  Nay,  then  believe  it  not    He  was  so  iu- 
nocent, 
He  could  provoke  no  angry  sword  against  him. 

Serv*  I  wish  your  confidence  were  not  deceived. 
The  last  part  of  my  story  will  concern 
Your  faith  and  sorrow. 

Viol.  Mine  \  in  her  I  share 
Too  much :  hut  pr'y  thee,  since  thou  hast  not  been 
Slow  to  wound  her,  let  me  know  my  afSiction. 

Serv.  The  general  voice  is^  Mr  Beaumont  slew 
him, 
Your  servant,  lady. 

Viol.  Tell  the  general  voice 
It  lyes.    My  Beaumont  prove  a  murderer ! 
And  of  his  friend !  He  would  not  kill  an  enemy. 

Serv.  All  I  can  say  in  proof  of  this,  I  saw  hmi 
Guarded  to  prison.    Pardon  my  relation. 

VioL  If  thou  believ^st  thy  eyes  abused  thee  not. 
Thou  mighl'st,  with  one  breath,  spoken  'em  both 

dead ; 
For  the  survivor  lives  but  to  give  up 
Hjs  life  with  more  shame.    All  my  comfort  is, 
I  shall  not  live  to  see  it.    Oh,  Leonora, 
Who  is  most  wretched  now  ?  Let  thou  and  I, 
The  few  days  that  we  have  to  live,  be  friendis. 
And  die  in  perfect  charity.    I  must  leave  you 
To  manage  your  own  grief :  I  have  enough 
To  break  my  poor  heart  too.  \ExU» 

Leon,  What  seas  break  in 
Upon  us  !  I  that  could  have  died  within 
A  gentle  wave,  now  struggle  for  my  life. 
]Vly  father ! 

Enter  Sir  Richard  Hurry. 

Sir  Rich.  What,  it  seems  you  heard  the  news: 
Come,  let  your  sorrows  dry  up ;  you  may  see 
What  'tis  to  be  so  rash.    When,  you  chuse  next, 
you'll  consult  me;  I  hope.  Wipe,  wipe  your  eyes, 

5 


Your  tears  are  vain :  I  could  say  more. 

Leon.  What,  sir  ? 

Sir  Rich.  They  are  more  than  he  deserved: 
and  yet  'tis  better 
Thou  should'bt  bestow  thy  tears  upon  his  funeral. 
Than  I  sigh'd  at  thy  marriage.  Come,  Heaven  bat 
Been  kind  in  this  divorce ;  preparing  thus 
Thy  better  fortune,  and  preserving  mine. 
I  am  sorry  for  the  gentleman  that  kiJI'd  him. 

Leon.  Oh  murderer ! 

Sir  Rich,  You  are  a  fool,  and  know  not 
His  provocation.    In  ray  youthful  days 
I  was  not  patient,  when  affronts  wereofier'd  me; 
Nothing  more  dear  to  gentlemen  than  honour. 

Leon,  Honour  in  murder ! 

Sir  Rich.  This  was  otherwise : 
In  mv  own  defence  I  would  kill  a  family. 
He  shew'd  his  generous  spirit;  all  the  town 
6peak  nobly  of  him,  pity  him,  and  pray  for  him; 
And,  were  he  not  desertful.  by  this  time 
The  general  vote  had  hang'd  him. 

Leon.  Oil,  my  fate! 

Sir  Rich,  T'other  a  loose  and  inconsiderate  man. 
Lost  in  estate,  and  would  ha'  married  thee, 
To  ha'  squeez'd  mine;  'tis  better  as  it  is. 

Leon,  Good  sir,  be  charitable  to  the  dead. 

Sir  Rich.  Be  you  first  charitable  to  the  living. 
Speak  well,  and  think  so  too;  you  do  not  know 
What  benefit  may  follow ;  and  howe'er 
Your  womanish  sorrow,  for  the  present,  may 
So  mist  your  eyes,  they  will  hereafter  open. 
To  see  and  thank  my  care. 

Leon.  Indeed  your  language, — 
Pardon  my  boldness,  sir,— is  dark  and  mystical. 

Sir  Rich,  You  have  your  wit  to  apprehend, 
sometimes ; 
But  'lis  not  passion  must  excuse  vour  duty  to  me. 

Lson.  I  hope — —  " 

Sir  Rich.  Your  hopes  may  fail  you,  if  you  do : 
Be  obedient  hereafter,  if  you  please, 
And  love  my  directions. 

Ijeon.  I'll  not  have 
A  thought  shall  dbobey  you ;  and  if  ever 
I  love  again- 

Sir  Rich,  If  ever  !  why,  suppose 
I  should  propound  one  to  you,  now  i'  the  heat 
Of  this  misfortune,  can  your  heart  be  obstinate 
10  me  and  your  own  good  ? 

Leon,  This  is  too  soon 
A'  conscience,  sir;  before  his  blood  be  cold. 
To  whom  I  profest  love,  to  like  another ! 
The  world  would  much  condemn  me. 

Sir  Rich,  Is  the  world 
Or  1 16  be  preferrW  this  makes  the  act 
Of  your  obedience  perfect;  and,  because 
1 II  have  assurance  of  what  power  I  hold. 
This  minute  I'll  prefer  one  to  your  thoughts- 
Dispose  your  heart  to  love  the  gentleman 
That  s  now  in  prison. 

Leon.  Whom  dy'e  mean,  dear  sir  ? 

Sir  Rich.  He  that  kiU'd  Delamore,  Mr  Beao- 
roont.  — ^"w 

Do  not  suspect  I  trifle  ;  he  is  of     ' 
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A  noble  house,  o{  a  fair  expectatipD, 
Handsome  in  evA-y  part 

Leon,  Shall  not  he  suffer 
For  the  dark  deed  already  done  ? 

Sir  Rich.  Compose 
Yourself  to  love  him :  ni  find  a  way  how 
To  secure  his  life,  and  bring  him  freely  off. 

Leon.  Oh  consider !  ere  you  move  too  far, 
If  having  slain  my  comfort,  for  I  must 
Give  it  no  other  name,  call  not  your  justice 
To  my  revenge ;  yet  let  me  not  be  forced 
To  have  a  thought,  so  full  of  shame  to  women, 
That  he  should  be  my  husband :  'tis  a  stain 
Time  uor  repentance  can  wash  off.    I  know 
You  cannot  mean  so  cruelly ;  beside 
I  shall  commit  a  sin,  foul  as  his  murder, 
Upon  poor  Violante,  and  rob  her. 
Their  hearth  love  hath  seal'd  up  i*the  eye  of 
Heaven; 


Twere  sacrilege  to  part  them:  she*s  my  friend 

too, 
One  that  will  rather  die  than  iniure  me : 
And  he  will  rather  suffer,  if  he  be 
Noble  as  you  profess  him,  than  consent  to 
So  foul  a  guilt 

Sir  Rich.  Let  me  alone  for  that; 
If  he  refuse  this  offer  for  his  life. 
Why  let  him  die :  I'll  put  him  to't.    Consider, 
In  this  I  shall  behold  thy  naked  soul : 
Be  ruled,  and  prosper ;  disobey,  and  be 
Thrown  from  my  care  and  blood.     At  better 

leisure 
ril  tell  you  more.  [Exit. 

Leon.  Has  Heaven  no  pity  for  me  ? 
What  killing  language  doth  a  father  speak  ! 
Poor  hearty  prevent  more  grief,  and  quickly  break, 

[Exit. 


ACT  III. 


Enter  Matter  Wilding  and  Pevslopb. 

Wild,  This  humour  does  become  thee ;  I  knew 
when 
Thou  didst  consider  what  was  offered  thee. 
Thy  suUenness  would  shake  off.  Now  thou  look'st 
Fresher  than  morning ;  in  thy  melancholy, 
Thy  clothes  became  thee  not. 

Pen.  You're  i'  the  right ; 
I  blamed  my  tailor  for't,  but  I  find  now. 
The  fault  was  in  my  countenance.    Would  we 

had 
Some  music ;  I  could  dance  now ;  la,  la,  la,  bra, 
&c. 

Wild.  Excellent !  an'  she  be  a-bed  but  half  so 
nimble, 
I  shall  have  a  fine  time  on't :  how  she  glides ! 
Thou  wot  not  fail  ? 

Pen,  This  night— 

Wild,  At  the  hour  of  twelve. 

Pen.  But  you  must  be  as  punctual  i'the  con- 
ditions, 
For  my  vow's  sake ;  not  speak  a  syllable. 

Wild,  I'll  rather  cut  my  tongue  out  than  of- 
fend thee ; 
Kissing  is  no  language. 

Pen.  If  it  be  not  too  loud. 
We  must  not  be  seen  tooetber,  to  avoid 
Suspicion ;  I  would  not  tar  a  world  my  cousin 
Should  know  on't. 

Wild.  She  shall  die  in  ignorance* 

Peni  No  piece  of  a  candle. 

Wild.  The  devil  shall  not  see  ut 
With  his  sawcer  eyes :  and  if  he  stumble  in 
The  dark,  there  sha'not  be  a  stone  i'the  chamber 
To  strike  out  fire  with's  horns.  All  things  shall  be 
So  close,  no  lightning  shall  peep  in  upon  us. 
Oh,  hAw  I  long  for  midnight ! 


Pen,  1  have  a  scruple. 

Wild.  Oh,  by  no  means,  no  scruples  now ! 

Pen,  When  you 
Have  your  desires  upon  me,  you  will  soon 
Grow  cold  in  your  affection,  and  neglect  me. 

Wild,  Why,  hang  me  if  I  do,  I'll  love  thee  ever. 
I  have  cast  already :  to  preserve  thy  honour. 
Thou  shalt  be  married  in  a  fortnight,  cuz ; 
Let  me  alone  to  find  thee  out  a  husband. 
Handsome  and  fit  enough ;  we  will  love  then  too. 

Pen.  When  I  am  married  ? 

Wild.  Without  fear,  or  wit; 
Cum  privilegio :  when  thou  hast  a  husband. 
Dost  tliink  1  will  forsake  thee,  Penelope  ?  'twere 

pity 
O'  my  life,  sweet    Oh,  there  is  no  pleasure 
To  those  embraces !  I  shall  love  thee  better; 
And  the  assurance  that  thou  hast  two  fathers 
Before  thou  hast  a  child,  will  make  thee  spring 
More  active  in  my  arms ;  and  I  tell  thee, 
Tis  my  ambition  to  make  a  cuckold ; 
The  only  pleasure  o'  the  world :  I  would  not 
Wish  to  enjoy  thee  now,  but  in  the  hope 
Of  t'other  harvest,  and  to  make  thy  husband 
Hereafter  cuckold ;  that  imagination 
Sweetens  the  rest,  and  I  do  love  it  mainlv.  mainlr 

Pen.  'lis  double  sin.  ^  ^' 

Wild.  Tis  treble  pleasure,  wench. 
But  we  lose  time,  and  ma^  endanger  thus 
My  wife  into  a  jealousy,  if  she  see  ut. 
Farewell,  farewell,  dear  Penelope :  at  night,  re- 
member; 
I  wo'not  lose  my  sport  for  half  the  country. 

[Exit. 
Enter  Mrs  Wildimg. 

Mrs  Wild-  Thou  hast  hit  my  instmctiont  e«« 
celleDtly. 
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Pen.  I  hare  made  work  for  somebody:  700 

have  put  ine 
Upon  a  desperate  service ;  if  you  do  not 
Relieve  me,  I  am  finely  served. 
Mrs  Wild.  All  has  succeeded  to  my  wish :  thy 

place 
I  will  supply  to-night :  if  he  observe 
All  the  conditions,  I  may  deceive 
My  husband  into  kindness ;  and  we  both 
live  to  reward  thee  better.    Oh,  dear  cuz ! 
Take  heed  by  my  example,  upon  whom 
Thou  placest  thy  affection. 

Enter  Hazabd. 

Pen,  Master  Hazard. 

Haz.  Save  ye,  Mistress  Wilding. 

Mrs  Wild.  You  are  welcome,  sir. 

Pen.  He  is  a  handsome  gentleman. 

Haz*  Gone  abroad  ? 

Mrs  Wild.  I  am  not  certain,  FU  enquire. 

[Exit- 

Haz,  Your  servant. — 
Ha !  this  is  the  frosty  gentlewoman !  in  good  time; 
I  care  not  if  I  cast  away  some  words  on  her. 
And  yet  she's  so  precise  and  over  honest, 
I  had  as  good  ne'er  attempt  her.*— -Your  name  is 
Penelope,  I  take  it,  lady. 

Pen.  If  you  take  it, 
I  hope  you'll  give  it  me  again. 

Haz.  What  again  ? 

Pen,  My  name. 

Eaz.  What  should  I  do  ynth  it^ 
No,  no,  keep  thy  name ; 
Howe'er  thou  dost  thy  maidenhead. 

Pen,  Can  you  tell  lue 
Of  any  honest  man,  that  I  may  trust  with  it  ? 

Haz.  Ill  tell  thee  a  hundred. 

Pen,  Take  heed  what  you  say,  sir ; 
A  hundred  honest  men !  Why  if  there  were 
So  many  i'  the  city,  'twere  enough  to  forfeit 
Their  charter;  but  perhaps  you  live  in  the  suburbs. 

Hat.  This  wencn  will  jeer  me. 

P€ii«  I  hope  you  are  not  one,  sir. 

Haz.  One  of  what? 

Pen.  One  of  those  honest  men,  yon  talk'd  of  so; 
One  to  whose  trust  a  virein  might  commit 
A  maidenhead,  as  you  c^l  it. 

Haz,  Yes,  you  may  trust  me ; 


I  have  possessed  a  hundred  maidenheads. 
Pen.  How  long  ? 

Bat.  Nay,  nay ;  they  are  no  commodities  to 
keep. 
No  fault  of  ours :  truth  is,  tli'  are  not  worth 
Preserving ;  some  of  your  own  sex  acknowledge  it  i 
And  yet,  by  your  complexion,  you  have  yours  still ; 
Away  with't,  and  in  time. 
Pen.  Why,  you  are  modest. 
Haz.  Y  have  hit  me,  lady ;  come,  I  give  thee 
counsel ; 
And  more,  I'll  help  thee  to  a  chapman  too ; 
Besides,  whate*er  he  pays  for't,  shall  be  at  charge 
To  mould  it  of  himself.    How  ligbt  thou*lt  be 
Without  thy  maidenhead  1  does*t  not  spoil  tbj 

sleep. 
And  breed  the  night-mare  ? 

Pen.  Who  can  help  it  f  you 
Gentlemen  are  such  strange  creatures^  so  muiap 

tnral. 
So  infinitely  chaste,  so  mortified 
With  beef  and  barle.v-water;  such  strange  dis- 
cipline 
And  hair-cloth — 

Haz,  Who  wears  haiiKilotfa,  gentlewoman  ? 
Pen,  Such  severe  ways  to  tame  your  flesh  ;. 
such  friends 
To  Fridays,  Lent,  and  ember-weeks;  such  enemies 
To  sack  and  marrow-pyes,  caudles  and  crabs. 
Fiddlers,  and  other  warm  restoratives, 
A  handsome  woman  cannot  reach  your  pity. 
We  may  e'en  grow  to  our  pillows  ere  you'll  com- 
fort us : 
This  was  not  wont 

Haz.  Not  wont  to  be,  in  my 
Remembrance,  lady. 

Pen.  Yon  are  a  handsome  gentleman ; 
Why  may  not  you  drink  wine  sometimes,  or  eat 
Sturgeon,  or  forage  in  your  lusty-pye 
Of  artichoke  ^  or  potatoe  ?  or  why  may  not 
Your  learned  physician  dictate  ambergrease,* 
Or  powders,  and  yon  obey  him  in  your  broths F 
Have  you  so  strange  antipathy  to  women  ? 
To  what  end  will  gentlemen  come  to. 
If  this  frost  hold! 

Haz.  Yon  are  witty. 
But  I  suppose  you  have  no  cause  of  such 
Complaint ;  however  some  men  do  want  beat. 


7  O/«nic%o(0.— How  nrach  potatoes  were  held  to  be  incentives  to  veoery,  may  be  seen  In  Mr  ColUns's 
note  to  Troflui  and  Cresfrda,  so  often  referred  to.  Artichoket  were  also  lopposed  to  possess  the  Uke  qoa- 
lltles.  Moffat,  who  wrote  in  the  time  of  Queen  EUzabeth,  says,  **  Artichokes  grew  somethnes  only  io 
the  itle  of  Sicily ;  and  since  my  remembrance  they  were  so  dainty  in  England,  tint  osaany  tbey  were  sold 
for  crowns  a-ptece :  Now  iadii^tTy  and  skill  lialk  made  them  so  comnoa,  lliat  the  pooreit  aMm  is  pooes- 
sed  of  princes  dainties, — Julius  Capitolious,  in  the  life  of  Pertinax ;  and  Pliny  likewise,  In  the  19th  book 
of  his  Natural  History,  reports  artichoket  to  have  been  of  such  estimation  ia  Carthage  and  Cordaba,  that 
there  were  sold  as  nimy  artichokes  in  one  year,  as  eane  to  €000  serstities,  which  maketh  dO,OOOi«  ster- 
Ihig.  The  first  sprouts  of  articb(»ke-leaves,  l>eing  sodden  in  good  broth,  with  hotter,  do  not  only  noarisb. 
but  also  mightily  ttir  up  lu$t  of  the  body  both  in  men  and  women;  the  young  headt  of  them^  eaten  raw  tnth  pepper 
mnd  Mit,  do  the  Uke,  &c."    Healik't  improvement,  by  Moffat,  HM,  12mo.  p.  312. 

f  Ambergrease,^mSee  note  S8  to  The  Antiguary, 
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There  is  oo  general  winter :  I  know  a  gentlemao 
Can  drink  and  cat,  and  bear  tou  company 
A-bed,  for  all  your  jeering :  do  not  think 
Tis  I :  thou  shalt  recant  this  f^rofane  talk. 
And  woo  ine  for  a  kiss^  ere  Til  stoop  to  thee. 
Here's  none  but  friends ;  if  master  Wilding  ha*  not 
Told  you  already,  I  will  justify 
lis  possible  you  may  be  got  with  child. 

Pen*  By  whom? 

Hag*  By  him ;  you  are  but  cousins  afar  off; 
If  you  allow't,  he  need  not  travel  far 
For  other  dispensation  :  What  say  to  him  ? 

Peru  Was  this  at  his  intreaty  ? 

Haz*  My  own  mere  motion 
And  good-will  toward  him,  'cause  I  know  his  mind. 

Peru  You  are  a  fine  gentleman ;  where's  your 
land? 
You  may  be  kni^t  o*  the  shire  in  time;  farewell, 
sir.  [Exit, 

Haz*  Iknownotwhattomakeof  her;  she  may  be 
A  tumbler,  for  all  this :  Fll  to  her  again.    [Exit. 

Enter  Old  Barnacle  arul  Leonoea. 

Bar.  Nay,  nay,  be  comforted,  and  mistake  me 
not; 
I  did  not  mention  Delamore  to  provoke 
These  tears:   he's  gone;  think  on  your  living 
friends. 

Learu  If  you  be  one,  good  sir*— — 

Bar*  YeSf  I  am  one ; 
And  yet  mistake  me  not,  I  do  not  come 
A  wooing  for  myself;  I  am  past  tilting  i 
But  for  my  nephew ;  oh  that  nephew  of  mine ! 
I  know  Sir  Richard  Hurry,  your  wise  father. 
Will  think  well  of  him.    Nay,  nav,  weeping  still ! 

Leoru  It  is  too  soon  to  think  of  any  other. 

Bar.  Too  soon  to  think  of  any  other !  why, 
What  woman  of  discretion  but  is  fumish'd 
With  a  second  husband,  ere  the  first  be  cofiin'd  ? 
He  that  stays  till  the  funeral  be  past. 
Is  held  a  modest  coxcomb ;  and  why  should  nut 
Maids  be  as  early  in  their  provision  ? 

Le<nu  I  blush  to  think  my  father  of  his  mind ; 
Distressed  Leonora !  Good  sir,  lose 
No  more  breath ;  I  am  resolved  to  die  a  virgjm : 
I  know  not  what  love  is. 

Bar.  And  yet  these  tears 
Are  shed  for  one  you  loved. 

Leon.  He  that  was  all 
My  treasure  living,  being  lost,  must  needs 
Be  a  great  part  of  sorrow ;  but  my  eyes, 
Though  they  can  never jpav  too  many  drops 
To  tl^  sad  memory  of  Delamore, 
Shed  not  all  these  for  him :  there  is  another 
That  makes  me  weep. 

Bar.  Another  whom  you  love  ? 

Leofu  Heaven  knows,  I  never  let  into  my  heart 
Afieciion  to  a  second.    I  am  so  far 
From  loving  him,  I  wish  we  may  ne*er  meet; 
I  am  not  safe  in  my  own  bosom,  while 
I  think  upon  him :  it  begets  new  springs 
Within  ray  eyes,  which  will  in  little  time 
Rise  to  a  flood  and  drown  me. 


Bar.  I  conceive 
This  is  no  friend  of  yours;  come,  I'll  relieve  you. 
Nay,  and  there  be  any  man  that  troubles  you. 
If  there  be  any  you'd  have  ta1k*d  withal, 
I'll  rid  you  of  tliat  care.    He  that  shall  ofier 
But  to  disturb  you  in  a  thought,  d*ye  mvk  me, 
ril  take  an  order  with  him. 

Leoru  What  will  you  do  ? 

Bar.  Donot  mistake  me  neither;  I'll  do  nothing 
But  send  my  nephew ;  he  shall  top  him, 
And  top  him ;  and  scourge  him  like  a  top  too. 
You  kiK>w  not  how  my  nephew  is  improved 
Since  you  last  saw  him.    Valiant  as  Hercules,     • 
He  has  knodi'd  the  flower  of  chivalry,  the  very 
Donzel  del  Phebo  of  the  time,  and  all 
The  blades  to  reverence  him.    I'll  say  no  more ; 
Name  but  the  man  whom  you  do  frown  upon, 
And  let  me  send  my  nephew  to  him« 

Leon.  It  sha'not  need. 
I  have  no  enemy  to  engage  his  sword; 
My  discontents  flow  from  a  nearer  person ; 
I  grieve  to  sav,  my  fathei*. 

Bar.  How?  your  father ! 
Say  but  the  word,  and  I  will  send  my  nephew 
To  him;  an  he  were  ten  fathers,  he  can  mollify  him 
To  please  j[ou,  lady;  my  nephew  will  never  spare 

him. 
Oh,  had  you  seen  him  baffle  a  ^squire  this  morning! 

Leoru  Pray  no  more:  You  shall  do  me  a  nobw 
office 
To  leave  me  to  myself. 

Enter  Servant. 

Serv.  BUstress  Violante 
Is  come  to  visit  you. 

Leon.  I  wait  upon  her. 
Your  gentle  pardon.  [Exit, 

Bar,  Would  mv  nephew  had  her. 
She  is  Sir  Richard's  heir,  and  here  he  is. 
Sir  Richard ! 

Enter  Sir  Richaed  Hueet  and  Surgeon. 

Hur.  Oh,  master  Bamade,  I'll  wait  upon  you. 

Bar.  That's  master  Probe,  the  surgeon. 

Hur.  No  more ;  yon  know  my  meaning. 

Probe^  Yes,  sir. 

Hur.  Let  him  be  buried. 

Probe.  I  understand  you,  sir.  [Exit. 

Bar.  1  have  been  discoursing 
With  your  fair  dauEhter. 

Hur.  Where  is  Leonora? 

Serv.  She's  within,  sir. 

Hur.  Bid  her  come  hither. 
Master  Barnacle,  I  am  something  troubled 
About  a  gentleman. 

Bar.  And  I  am  glad  I  met  with  you  : 
If  you  be  troubled  with  any  gentleman, 
I'll  send  my  nephew  to  him. 

Hur,  To  whom,  or  whither? 

Bar.  To  anv  man  alive;  I  care  not  whither. 

Hur.  Send  him  to  Jerusalem. 

Bar.  That's  something  o'  the  farthest;  I  shall  be 
Unwilling  he  should  travel  out  o'  the  kingdom; 
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Enter  Leonora,  Violante  aloof. 

Sir  Rkfu  Leonora !  Nearer-*— 

Bar.  Who  is  that  ? 
A  pretty  gentlewoman !  save  you,  mistress, 
M^'hat  is  your  name,  I  pray  ? 

VioL  I  am  cali'd  Violaote. 

Bar.  Are  you  a  maid  ? 

VioL  I  should  be  sorry  else. 

Bar.  D*  y*  know  ray  nephew  ? 

VioL  Not  I,  sir. 

Bar.  Not  my  nephew !  how  have  you  been 
bred? 
Why,  he's  the  only  ffallant  o'  the  town ; 
Please  you,  I'll  send  him  to  you. 

VioL  What  to  do,  sir? 

Bar.  He  shall  do  any  thing;  the  town's  afraid 
on  him. 

VioL  Oh  !  pray  keep  him  from  me  then. 

Bar.  He'll  hurt  no  women ;  but  for  the  men — 

VioL  There's  one  has  hurt  too  much  alread?. 

Bar.  What  is  he  ?  I'll  send  my  nephew  to  hmi, 
lady  5 
If  you  have  any  occasion,  oever  spare  him. 

rtoL  Not  1,  sir. 

Sir  Rich.  Look  to't,  and  correct  this  humour ; 

[7b  Leonora. 
1*11  to  him  presently.    Master  Barnacle, 
Let  me  intreat  your  company  to  a  gendeman ; 
I'll  wait  as  much  on  you. 

Bar.  You  shall  command  me : 
If't  be  any  man  you  care  not  for, 
We'll  take  my  nephew  along. 

Sir  Rich,  It  sha'not  need. 

[Exeunt  Sir  Uichard  and  Barnacle. 

Leon.  Oh,  Violante  !  I 
Must  now  require  some  fruit  of  all  thy  promises. 

VioL  You  hold  me  not  suspected  ? 

Leon^  Leonora 
Cannot  be  so  ungrateful ;  but  we  ha?e 
Small  limit  for  discourse :  My  father  means 
To  Tisit  Beaumont,  now  in  pnson ;  thou 
Wilt  hear  too  soon  the  story,  and  without 
Prevention,  find  thyself  more  miserable. 
Oh  Violante !  I  will  suffer  with  him, 
Rather  than  injure  thee.    I  pi^yth^  go. 
Visit  thy  frienJ,  not  mine ;  and,  as  thou  lowest  me. 
As  thou  lovest  him,  or  thy  own  life,  Violante, 
Bid  him  be  constant  to  thee  :  tell  him  what  fame 
Dwells  upon  noble  lovers,  that  have  seal'd 
Faith  to  their  mistresses  in  blood  :  What  glory 
Can  peijured  men  expect,  that  lose  their  honour 
To  save  a  poor  breatli  ?  Bid  him  be  assured. 


If  for  the  hope  of  life  his  soul  can  be 
So  much  coirupted  to  embrace  a  thought 
That  I  shall  ever  love  him— 

VioL  You,  Leonora? 

Leon,  Never,  oh  never ;  tell  him  so :  by  virtue^ 
And  the  cold  blood  of  my  slam  Delamore, 
Although  my  father  threaten  death—— 

rio^  Your  father? 

Leon.  Make  haste,  sweet  Violante,  to  the  prison; 
There  thou  shalt  know  all;  there  thou  shah  have 

proof 
How  much  thou  art  beloved ;  and  by  my  death, 
If  he  prove  false  to  thee,  how  much  I  love  thee. 

[Exit. 

VioL  I  am  amazed;  and  my  soul  much  distracted 
*Twixt  grief  and  wonder.    It  grows  late  i'  the 

morning ; 
ril  visit  the  sad  prisoner :  my  heart  trembles ; 
More  can  but  kill  me  too.    I'm  fit  to  die ; 
And  woes  but  hasteu  immortality.  [Eiit^ 

Enter  Hazard  and  a  Box-keeper. 

HaZn  How  now  ?  what  gamesters  ? 
Box-keep.  little  to  any  purpose  yet;  but  we 
Expect  deep  play  to-night. 

Enter  Wilding. 

Wild.  Will  Hazard,  I  have  been  seeking  thee  this- 
Two  hours;  and  now  I  have  found  thee,  avoid  me  I 

Haz»  ThouVt  not  infectious  ? 

Wild.  No,  but  I  swell  with  imaginations, 
Dke  a  tall  ship  bound  for  the  Fortunate  Islands;  * 
Top  and  top-gallant,'^  my  flags  and  my  figaries 
Upon  me  with  a  lusty  gale  of  wind, 
Able  to  rend  my  sails ;  I  shall  o^ei^run 
And  sink  thy  little  bark  of  understanding 
In  my  career,  boy. 

Haz,  Pray  Heaven  rather 
You  do  not  spring  a  leak,  and  forfeit  your 
Ballast,  my  confident  man  of  war;  I 
Have  known  as  stout  a  ship  been  cast  away 
In  Slight  o*  the  harbour. 

Wild.  The  wench,  the  wench,  boy  ! 

Haz,  The  vessel  you  have  been  chasing- 

Wild.  Has  struck  sail ; 
Is  come  in ;  and  cries,  aboard  my  new  lord  of 
The  Mediterranean  !  We  are  agreed : 
This  is  the  precious  night.  Will ;  twelve  the  hoar. 
That  I  must  take  possession  of  all. 
Of  all !  there  are  some  articles  agreed  on. 


Enter  a  Lord  and  Sella  way. 


Who's  this? 


^  Fortunau  hlandt.-^li  Is  generally  imagioed,  that  the  Madeira,  Canary,  and  Cape  dc  Vcrd  tsiaiMU 
with  the  adjacent  coast  of  Africa,  are  those  which  the  uncients  confounded  together  under  the  name  ©f 
The  Fortunate  hiandt. 

*°  Top  and  top-ffallant,  &c — ^Thcse  are  terms  which  will  be  better  understood  by  referrlo|c  to  the  efc?- 
vation  of  a  ship,  than  by  any  explanation  whatever.  Ihe  reader  who  contults  the  plate  prefixed  to  Fal- 
conerV  poem,  entitled.  The  SnirwRicK,  9^o,  1764,  will  see  at  one  view  what  parts  of  a  vessel  ibcte 
tcimi  were  mteoded  to  describe.  *^  *«s« 
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fi«c.  Oh,  tbe^MMstert  now  come  in  s 
That  |roT  CDMi  Is -a  lord,  and  with  )Min  Seilsway. 
Wild'.  They  are  well  coupled;  a  lord,  and  SeU- 


Hax.  He  wears  good  dotket  yo«  see, 
«He  street 
More  look'd  at  than  the  pogeaaU ;"  4m  will  ImUl 
IMe. 

WW.  To  ^uTOoso. 

M^iz.  Right ;  4ie  caoMt  wdk 
Oat  of  hn  sinoo-paoe,  and  no  oian  earnot 
I«gB  more  in  tune.    He  is  danced  now  from  his 
semfjsiress. 

Wild.  A  man  much  bound  to  his  tailor. 

fioff.  And  his  barker; 
He  has  a  notaMe  bond. 

WUd.  Of  h«r,^oa  inean*«t 

HoM,  Which  is  sometime  hung  in  mone>brido- 
laces 
Than  wen  woald  furmshoot  twooovntry-woddings. 

Wild.  Is  he  a  scholar  ? 

Hax.  |ris  notoecessarjr: 
He  is  neither  scholar,  nor  a  courtier, 
if  report  wrong  him  «ioC 

Wild.  Will  he  play's  money  frooly? 

Mtu.  Wich  more  piido  «hija4ie  wears  emhsoid- 
erjr. 
'Tts  his  '•oarbition  to  iose  that  s  and 
A  wenoh  viaiotaans  his  swearing :  let  kim  pass. 

Wild.  What's  nest? 

Enifir  a  Knight  and  Acreless. 

Haz.  A  kniglit,  jand  Acreless. 

Wild.  Good  again^  a  knight  and  Acreless: 
Wb«c'«  bis  condition  f 

Hag.  A  gamester  both  ways. 

Wild.  Where  be  his  spurs? 

flof .  Hung  in  his  mblress's  poMiooot;  4or  whick 
he  pawned 
His  knighthood  too,  till  a -good  band  redeoo^  it 
He  will  taHc  yen  nothing  but  postilions, 
Embroideries  for  his  coach,  and  Flanders  mares ; 
What  several  suits  for  the  twelve  datsat  Christmas; 
How  many  ladies  doat  upon  his  physiognomy : 
U»tb«  is  limited  but  a  bundied  popnd 
A  month  for  diet;  which  will  scarce  maintain  hiip 
In  .pheasant  eggs  and  tuckey.    For  bis  motion, 
Now  does  kis  bar^  attend  bim,  if  he  came 
By  water;  but  if  the  dice  chance  to  run  counter, 
lf£  Stays  ,tiU  twelve  in  anger ;  devours  smoke ; 
And  desperately  will  shoot  the  bridge  at  midnight, 
Without  a  waterman. 

Wild.  The  houM  fills  apace : 
What  are  these,  ha? 

£nt€r  A  Country  Qess^Umtn  a?ii  Xim^E^rocK. 

Hbx,  A  country  gentleman,  and  Dttlestock. 
Wild.  A  country  gentleman  ?  I  bare  seen  him 
sore, 


Appear  in  other  shape.    Js  he  a  Christian  ? 

Haz.  Why  dost  thou  doubt  lum? 

Wild.  'Cause  1  have  n^et  bim  wit^  »  turbant 
once. 
If  I  mistake  not ;  but  bis  Uaen  wm  uQt 
So  handsome  altogether  as  the  Turks : 
In  quirpo  with  a  crab-tree  cudgel  too, 
Walking  and  canting  hrokc^i  Dutch  for  farthmgs, 

Haz.  The  apparition  of  ^  angel  once, 
Broui^ht  him  to  this. 

Wild^  Dost  caU  hiw  country  gentleman  f 

Haz*  His  generation  is  not  known  i  the  town. 
You  see  what  dice  eao  do :  now  )Aeh  admired. 

TTi/c^  Forwhat,Ipryh^?  ^    .      ,    ^ 

Haz.  For  talking  noosen^.    W  hen  he  has  loftt 
his  money,  ,. 

You  shaU  meet  Um  going  up  and  down  the  ordi- 
nary 
To  borrow  money  ufop  bis  ,head. 

Wild.  His  head  !  .  , 

Will  he  -^o  upon  his  bead,  or  will  be  pawn  it  f 

Haz.  Pawn  it,  if  any  man  w^  lend  him  money 
on*t; 
And  sayo  Vis  good  security,  because 
He  owioot  be  Jong  witbout  it :  Thev  j^all  have 
ThewUforBbeuaciQO.   ^e  will  talk  desnerately, 
And  swear  he  is  the  father  of  all  tlie  bulls 
Since  Adam.    If  aM  Cail,  he  k^  a  project ; 
To  print  liis  jests. 

WiU.  His  bulk,  you  uM9an« 

Hflf.  You're  rigjht; 
And  dedicate  '«n  io  tb«  gameste».    Yet  he  wm 
vSeem  wise  sometimes ;  deliver  bis  opinions 
As  on  the  bench,    in  beer,  he  utters  sentences ; 
AndaAorsaok,.pbilo«Qpby>  .,   ,.         „_. 

WUd.  Let's  Bot  be  iroubled  wxth  bun.    Who 
OM  these? 
Young  Barnacle !  , 

Jointer  Nephew  and  Dwindle. 

Will  you  endure  ^bin? 

Haz.  Yes,  and  the  vin^|wr-bottle,  his  man,  tooi 
but  now  I  think  on't,  be-shi^l  excuse  me :  rll  lo&e 
no  time.  If  I  win.  I  sbnll  hw^e  less  cause  to  re- 
pent :  if  I  lose,  by  these  hih;^,  I'll  make  him  the 
cause,  and  be^  bim- 

Enter  Sei,laway. 

Are  they  at  pUy  ?  , 

SeL  Deep,  deep.giwaQlrtfJW- 

Haz.  Then  hick  jwiih  |i  hundred  pieces. 

Wild.  I'll  follow.  Hownaw,Erank?  What,  m 
the  name  ^f  foUy,  is.  be  seft4ing  ? 

Neph.  Save  you,  gentlemen !  save  you,  noble 
gallants ! 
May  a  man  lose  any  iMmey?  I  bonour,  sir,  your 
shadow. 

SeL  This  is  another  humour. 

Neph.  D'ye  hear,  the  nows,  j^naopnen  f 


"  Pageantt.^y^  hlch  used  to  be  exhIbHed  to.  puMk  view  on  the  daytke  J^ord  ^^yQt  was  sworn  iolo 
kit  ofike. 
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Wild,  What  news,  I  pray  ? 

Neph,  The  ne«r  curranto. 

S^L  Good  sir,  impart. 

Neph.  Be  there  no  more  gentlemen  to  hear  it 
here  r  *tiseiirm ordinary  fine  newsy  in  hUck  and 
white,  from  Terra  incognita.  - 

Wild.  Terra  incognita  ? 

Neph,  Ay,  sir,  the  quintessence  of  the  world  : 
for  our  four  parts,  Europe,  Asia,  Afric,  and  Ame- 
f  ica,  are  as  the  four  elements ;  and  this,  as  the 
^earned  geographers  say,  is  like  Coeluro,  a  fifth 
essence  or  quintessence  of  the  world. 

Wild,  Pray,  sir,  what  news  from  this  quintes- 
sence ?  It  must 
Needs  he  refined  novelties. 

Neph„  From  Sclavonia. 

Wild.  That's  no  part  of  Terra  incognita ;  we 
know  that. 

Neph.  But  you  do  not  know  that  Sclavonia  1 
mean:  'tis 
Inhahited  hy  a  nation  withont  a  head. 

Dwin,  Without  a  head  1  In  what  part  are  their 
eyes? 

N^h.  Peace>  Dwindle  r— a  cnrsed  kind  of  peo- 
ple, tnat  have  neither  law  nor  religion^  but  for 
their  own  purposes.  Their  countiy  is  somewhat 
low,  and  open  to  the  sea. 

«S^^  t)o  they  not  fear  drownrog  ? 

Neph.  The^  are  safest  in  a  tempest:  if  they  be 
taken  at  any  time  by  their  enemies,  and  cast  over^ 
board,  they  turn  other  creatures;  some  rocks, 
Some  sharks,  some  crocodiles,  and  so  retain  part 
of  their  former  nature. 

Wild.  What  do  those  that  dwell  fk-sbore  ? 

Neph,  They  follow  their  work,  and  make  nets, 
not  oAly  to  catch  fish,  but  towns  and  provinces. 
The  Jews  are  innocent  to  'em,  and  the  devil  a 
dunce;  of  whose  trade  they  are. 

SeL  A  dangerous  generation. 

Neph.  In  Perrwiggana,  a  fruitful  Country,  the 
moon  shines  all  day,  and  the  sun  at  night. 

SeL  That's  strange: 
He  has  a  moral  in't:  hate  not  we,  gentlemen, 
that  sit  up  all  night  a-drinking,  and  go  to  bed 
when  the  sun  rises  ? 

Neph,  In  this  province,  the  king  never  comes 
out  of  his  palfice. 

Wild,  How  does  the  court  remove  there  ? 

Neph,  When  he  does  purpose  to  change  the 
air,  he  has  an  elephant  richly  trapped,  that  car- 
ries the  court  upon  his  back  into  what  part  of  the 
kingdom  he  pleases. 

Wild.  I  have  heard  of  elephants  that  have  car- 
ried castles. 

Neph.  Snails,  snails  in  coniparison :  and,  to  in- 
crease yonr  wonderi  this  beast  does  never  drink. 

Wild,  I  would  be  loth  to  keep  him  company. 
SeL  How  then? 

Neph,  Eat,  eat  altogether;  and  what?  nothing 
but  men :  and  of  what  rank  or  condition  ?  none 
but  great  men,  and  the  fattest  nobility;  but,  like 
your  good  Monsieur,  he  cares  for  nothing  but  the 
head;  and,  it  b  confidently  reported,  he  has  de- 1 


voured  more  within  this  tbree  last  years,  dian  die 
elephant  we  had  in  England  eat  penny-loaves  is 
seven. 

Dain.  The  devil  choke  him !  Would  he  had 
London-bridge  in  his  belly  too. 

Neph.  The  subjects  of  the  great  ddie  of  Ld^ 
berland  have  been  lately  in  rebellion. 

Wild.  I  am  sorry  it  will  be  inconvenient  to  hear 
out  your  curranto :  I  am  weary  of  a  little  money: 
when  that's  lost,  I  may  be  a  suitor  for  the  rest  0( 
your  news :  and  so  I  commend  me  to  aU  your 
friends  in  Lnbberiand.  [ksit. 

Neph.  Dwindle,  did'st  hear  this?  Now  could  I 
be  angry !. 

Dwin.  Go  to  play  then,  sir :  if  tob  lose  your 
money,  you  may  talk  roundly  to 'em;  for  tbey 
cannot  lie  so  uncivil,  as  not  to  give  loten  leave 
to  speak. 

Neph.  But  if  I  win 

JDwin.  Why  then  you  may  be  dnmk  to-ni^b^ 
and  111  hold  the  caster  to  you. 

Enter  LiTTLEisTocK  and  Aceeless. 

Lit,  A  curse  upon  these  reeling  dice !  That  last 
ih  and  m 
Was  ont  of  my  way  tea  pieces*    Can'st  lend  me 

any 
Money  ?  How  have  the  cards  dealt  with  thee  ? 
.  Jcre.  Lost,  lost !  Dice,  I  defy  tkeo.    If  my 

knight  recover  not, 
I  most  be  sober  to-morrow. 
Lit.  Oh,  for  a  hundred,  and  all  mmie  now ! 

Enter  Sella WAr. 

SeL  Vender's  Haaard  wins  ^rannically,  without 
mercy ;  he  came  in  but  with  a  hundred  faeces. 

Lit.  I'll  get  a  fancy  presently. 

Acre.  And  bow  thrive  the  b<mes  with  his  lord- 
ship? 

SeL  His  lordslnp's  bones  are  not  well  set :  they 
are  maliciously  beat  against  him :  they  will  run 
him  quite  out  of  all. 

Enter  Nephew  and  Dwiudle. 

Neph.  More  money !  Dwindle,  call  my  imcile! 
I  must  have  it,  for  my  honour.  Two  biuidred 
fueccs  more  will  serve  my  turn*  In  the  mean- 
time, I  will  play  away  my  cloak,  and  sooie  sa> 
perfluoos  things  about  me. 

Da'i'n.  By  that  time  you  are  come  to  jwxt  Mt\ 
I  shall  be  here. 

SeL  He's  blown  up  too. 


[JBam. 


Enter  Hazard. 


Hat,  So  so,  the  dice  in  two  or  three  soch  ingjbts 
will  be  out  of  my  debt,  and  I  may  live  to  be  a 
landlord  again. 

SeL  You  are  Fortune's  minion,  master. 

Has.  You  would  seem  to  be  no  fool,  becmse 
she  duats  not  upon  you.  Gentlemen,  I  mttat  take 
my  chance :  'twas  a  lucky  hundred  pound* — Jack 
Wilding ! 


Ahontmous.] 


THE  GAMESTER. 


507 


Enter  Wilding,  gnawing  m  Box. 
What,  eating  the  boxes  ? 

Acrt.  Let  as  in  again. 

Wild,  Chewing  the  cud  a  little.  I  have  lost  all 
my  money,  Will.  Thou  hast  made  a  fortunate 
night  on't.    Wo't  play  no  more  ? 

Box.  *  Hs  the  first  t'mie  I  had  the  grace  to  gire 
off  a  thinner.    I  wo' not  tempt  the  dice. 

Wild,  What  hast  won? 

Hat,  You  do  not  hear  me  complain.    I  have 
not  been  so  warm  this  ten  weeks. 
Enter  Acreless. 

Wild,  Tis  frost  in  my  breeches. 

Acre.  Master  Hazard,  I  was  afraid  you  bad 
l>een  gone;  there's  a  fresh  gamester  come  in, 
with  his  pockets  full  of  gold :  he  dazzles  the  game- 
sters, and  nu  man  has  stock  to  play  with  him. 

Wild,  What  is  he? 

Acre.  A  merchant  he  seems.  He  may  be  worth 
your  return. 

Has,  Not  for  the  Exchange,  to-night.  I  am  re> 
solved. 

Wild,  Temptation!  Now  have  I  an  infinite  itch 
.  to  this  merchant's  pieces. 

Hau  If  thou  wo't  have  any  money, 
3peak  before  I  laurtoh  out,  and  command  it. 

Wild.  A  hundred  pieces. 

Haz.  Call  to  the,  master  o*  the  house  by  this  to- 
Iten        thou  wo't  venture  again  ihen  ? 

Wild,  They  may  prove  as  lucky  as  thine— But 
what  do  I  forget?  the  wench,  the  fairy  at  home, 
that  expects  me. 

Haz*  I  had  forgot  too :  you  wo'not  play  now  ? 

WUd.  ^is  now  upon  the  time. 


Haz*  By  any  means  go. 

Wild,  iluml  1  ha'  lost  my  money,  and  may 
recover  a  pretty  wench.  Which  hand  ?  Here  co- 
vetousness,  this  lechery :  money  is  the  heavier. 
Will,  do'st  hear  ?  1*11  requite  thy  courtesy.  Thou 
hast  lent  me  a  huudred  pounds;  I'll  pay  thee 
again;  and  thou  shalt  have  for  the  use,  the  flcs*h- 
device  at  home,  that  expects  me.  Thou  shalt 
supply  my  place,  Will. 

Uax.  Yoa  wo' not  lose  this  opportunity,  and 
fool  yourself? 

Wild*  I  am  resolved:  Five  hundred  pieces !  Say 
I'll  come  to  him.  [£xiY  Acreless.]  You  love  the. 
sport  as  well  as  I.  To-morrow  you  shall  thank 
mc  for*t.  Be  secret ;  she*ll  never  know  thee,  for 
our  conditions  are  to — [Whispering  him.] — nei- 
ther light,  nor— and  she  must  needs  conceive  *tis  f. 

Hau  Are  you  in  earnest? 

Wild.  Have  you  wit  to  apprehend  the  courtesy? 
Let  me  alone ;  the  weoch  and  I  shall  meet 
Hereafter,  and  be  merry :  here's  my  key. 
The  merchant's  money  cools :  away ;  be  wise. 
And  keep  conditions:  touse  her  at  thy  pleasure. 
There  will  be  enough  for  me.    Nay,  no  demurs; 
You  have  not  lost  your  stomach  to  this  game  ? 
Howe'er  I  speed  to-night,  we'll  laugh  to-morrow 
How  the  p6or  wench  was  cozen'd. 

Ha««  But  wouldst  ha'  me  ko? 

Wild*  I  would  ha'  thee  ride,  boy.    I  must  to 
the  gamester. 
Farewell.    Remember  not  to  speak  a  word ;  but 
Kiss  and  embrace  thy  belly-full. 

Hax»  If  I  do  not, 
The  punishment  of  an  eunuch  light  upon  me  ! 

[Exeunt, 


ACT  IV. 


Enter  Hazaed  and  Wilmvo. 


Wild.  How  now,  Will !  thoa  look'st  desperate- 
ly this  morning. 
Did'st  sleep  well  to-ni^ht  ? 

Has.  Yes,  'tis  very  kke 
I  went  to  sleep:  bat  such  a  bed-fellow ! 

Wild.  What  ails  she?  was  she  doU? 

Hau  Do  not  enquire. 
But  curse  yourself  till  noon.    I  am  charitable ; 
I  do  not  bid  thee  bang  thyself;  and  yet 
I  have  cause  to  thank  thee.  I  would  not  have  lost 
The  turn,  for  all  the  money  I  won  last  night,  Jack. 
Sucli  a  delicious  theft ! 

Wild.  I  think  so. 

Hax,  1  found  it  so,  and  dare  make  my  affidavit. 

WUd.  Thou  did'st  not  see  her  ? 

Haz»  Nor  speak  to  her;  to  what  purpose? 
She  was  so  handsome  i'  the  dark  (you  know 
My  meaning)  't  had  been  pity  any  light 
Or  voice  should  interrupt  us. 

lFiW.NowdoI 
Orow  melancholy. 

Hag,  If  tbott  do'f t  enfy  me. 


There  is  some  reason  for't.    Thou  do'st  imagine  • 
I  have  had  pleasure  in  my  days ;  but  never, 
Never  so  sneet  a  skirmish !  How  like  ivy 
She  grew  to  my  embraces !  not  a  kiss 
But  bad  Elysium  in't. 

Wild.  I  was  a  rascal! 

Hax.  If  thou  did*st  know  but  half  so  much  as  I, 
Or  could'st  imagine  it,  thou  would *st  acknowledge 
Thyself  worse  man  a  rascal  on  record. 
I  have  not  words  to  express  how  soft,  how  boun- 
teous, 
How  every  thing  a  man  with  full  desires 
Could  wish  a  lady.    Do  not  question  me 
Farther;  'tis  too  much  liappiness  to  remember* 
I  am  sorry  I  have  said  so  much. 

WUd.  Was  not  I  cursed, 
To  lose  my  money,  and  such  delicate  sport  ? 

Haz.  But  that. I  love  thee  well|  should^st  ne'er 
enjoy  her. 

WW.  Why? 

Haz.  I  would  almost  cat  thy  throat. 

Wild.  You  would  not  ? 

Haz.  But  take  her !  and  if  thou  part'st  with 
her  one  night  morei  for  leee  than  both  the  Indi^ 
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tl^ou*lt  lose  by  her :  she  fiu  paid  me  for  ntj  ser- 
vice; I  ask  nothing  else. 

Wild,  If  slie  be  such  a  precious  armfoly  Will^ 
I  thick  you  may  be  satisfied* 

Haz,  Take  heed, 
And  understand  thyself  a  little  better ; 
I  think  you  may  be  satisfied  !  with  what? 
A  handsome  wench  !  'tis  heresy ;  recant  it : 
I  never  shall  be  satisfied. 

Wild,  You  do  not  purpose 
A  t^w  encounter  ? 

floi.  For  thy  sake, 
Tis  possible  I  may  not :  I  would  have 
My  i;ame  kept  for  me.    Whht  1  have  done, 
Was  upon  your  6ntreatyj  if  you  have 
The  like  occasion  hereafter,  I 
Should  have  a  hard  heart  to  deny  thee,  Jack. 

Wild,  Thou  hast  fired  myblood  !  Ibat  I  could 
call  back  time, 
To  be  possebt  of  what  niy  indiscretion 
Gave  up  to  thy  enjoying  !  but  I  am  comforted  i 
She  thinks  ^tw&s  I ;  and  we  hereafter  may 

Be  free  in  our  delights. Now,  sir,  the  news 

With  you  ? 

Enter  Page. 

Page.  My  rolistr^ss  did  coibmand  my  dilieencc, 
To  find  you  out,  abd  pray  you  come  to  speak  with 
'  her. 

Wild,  When  I  am  at  leilure. 

Page.  Tis  of  consequence. 
She  says,  and  mudi  concertis  you. 

Wild.  Is  Penelope  with  her  f 

Page.  Not  when  she  sent  me  fbrtb. 

Wild,  Let  her  expect :  wait  you  on  me. 

Haz.  I  spy  my  blust'ring  gamester. 

Wild.  The  younger  ferret  ? 

Haz.  I  care  not  if  I  allow  thee  a  fit  of  mirth ; 
But  your  boy  must  be  is  the  concert. 

Enter  Nephew  and  Dwindle. 

I>s7«fi.  Pray,  sir,  do  not  behave  yourself  so  fu- 
riously : 
Your  breath  is  able  to  blow  down  a  house,  tkr. 

Neph,  My  uncle  shall  buiki  it  up  again.    Oh, 
Dwindle, 
Thou  do'st  not  know  whtit  honour  'tis  to  be 
So  boisterous :  I  wtaM  ttke  the  wall  now 
Of  ttky  lord  nmyor's  giants ! 

Wild,  Do  as  I  bid  you,  sirrah. 

Page,  Alas,  tk,  \nr\\  devout  me ! 


Haz.  He  aha'aoi  bort  tVwe. 

Page.  Be  at  my  back  then,  pray,  sir ;  sow  I 
think  oivt. 
I  have  the  beard  here  too,  with  which  I  fritted 
Our  maids  lasl  night. 

Dwin.  You  know  these  gentlemen. 

Neph.  Hazard  and  Wildmg*  how  is't?  how  ia't» 
Bulchins?'^ 
Would  ye  had  been  with  us !  I  ba'  so  manlM  a 

captain 
O'  the  traiu-band  yonder. 

Page.  Is  not  your  name  Barnacle? 

Haz.  Ancient  Petarre. " 

A^*.  What's  this? 

Wild.  The  admiration  of  the  town. 

Neph.  for  what? 

Wild.  For  valour. 

Neph.  I1iis  inch  and  a  half? 

wild.  There's  the  wonder ;  oh  the  spirit,  die 
tall  spirit 
Within  him  !  he  has  the  soul  of  a  giant. 

Neph,  He  has  but  a  dwarf's  body ;  Andeot 
Petarre ! 

Page.  Sirrah,  how  dare  yon  name  a  captain  ? 
Thou  tun  of  ignorance !  he  shall  eat  my  pistol. 
And  save  me  the  discharge. 

Neph.  Tell  me  of  a  tun?  I'll  drink  twenty  timt 
to  thy  health.  Who  shall  hinder  me,  if  I  have  a 
mind  to't?  Your  pistol's  a  pepper-corn;  I  will 
eat  up  an  armory,  if  my  stomach  serve,  so  long 
as  I  have  money  to  pay  for^;  an  you  were  as 
little  again  as  yon  are.  Fright  me  with  your  pot- 
guns  !  my  name*s  Barnacle,  sir,  call  me  what  jrcm 
please ;  and  my  man's  name's  Dwindle,  an  joa 
go  there  too.  Do  not  think  but  I  have  seen  fire- 
drakes  afore  now,  though  1  never  talk'd  on't;  and 
rockets  too,  though  my  man  be  a  coxcomb  here; 
and  balls  of  fire,  no  dispraise  to  you :  d*ye  think 
to  thunder  me  with  your  pick-tooth  by  your  side  ? 

Page.  Let  mj  sword  shew  him  but  one  flash  of 
lightning. 
To  singe  the  hair  of  his  head  off! 

Hot.  Good  Ancient  Petarre. 

Uwin.  'Tis  a  very  devil  in  decimo  tetto :  Peter 
d'ye  call  him  ? 

Page.  Thou  dog- bolt,  and  cbnsin-g^rman  te 
Cerberus. 

Haz.  Two  heads  onceremored,  he^i  loaiewlmt 
like  him. 

Neph.  I  begin  to  think 

Dwin.  Aud  I  begin  to 


»4— ff^«  u'U  IButchifis  ;— A  hulchin  seettis  to  be  e  ffoung  mdlt  caf.    So  in  ike  Vntrvmng  (ftkt  Bvm^ 
rout  Poet,  by  Dekker,  Tucca  tey<«. 


'  — <lo"«t  roar,  bulchin  f  dos^  roar  ?" 
^gaio,-in  Vl&r^tmt  Dutch  Citrtetm,  A.  12.  S.  i. 

*<  J  was  al  sepper  iBttt  nlglit  %IMi  a  nfew-wean'd  hulekin.** 
■'  JneieKt  Petarre,-^ A  name  a41opted  to  vesemble  that  of  Ancient  PIsfoh 
kiad  of  sum  mnftm  employed  in  forctag  open  tie  fates  of  towns  besieged* 


Apelvar  pBtevi  %» 
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pM«.  Again? 

wild.  He  ikiet  bot  ihnk. 

Page.  He  think !  is  this  a  place  for  him  to 
think  in  ? 
Miniature,  vanish  immediately :  or  I  will  shoot 

death 
From  my  muMaclrioes,  and  kill  thee  Kke  a  porcu- 
pine. 

Neph.  Ancient  Petarre,  I  know  tby  name,  and 
I  honour  it;  thoo*rt  one  of  themott  vain-glorious 
pieces  of  fire-work  that  ever  water  wet.  1  am  a 
gentleman;  and,  if  I  have  said  any  thing  to  dis- 
gust thee,  I  can  ask  thee  forgiveness,  as  well  as 
the  proudest  vassal  on  'em  all.  Extend  thy  paw, 
thou  invincible  epitome  of  Hercoles ;  and  let  thy 
servant  kiss  it. 

Wild.  Come,  pray  sir,  be  reoonoiled;  he  sub- 
mits. 

Page.  I  see  thou  bast  something  in  diee  of  a 
soldier,  to  no  purpose ;  and  I  will  oberisb  it  Thou 
art  a  rascal  in  thy  understanding;  thou  sbalt  ex- 
cuse me,  Turk,  in  honourable  love :  I  remember 
thy  great  grand-father  was  han^d  for  robbing  a 
pedier-woman  of  six  yards  of  mkle ;  and  thou 
ma/st,  (mauger  the  herald)  in  a  right  line,  chal- 
lenge the  gallows  by  his  copy.  Mongrel,  of 
Monerel-hall,  J  am  thy  humble  servant;  and  will 
cut  the  throat  of  any  man  that  says  tfaoa  hast 
either  wit  or  honesty  more  than  is  fit  for  a  gentle- 
man. Command  my  sword,  my  lunos,  my  life ; 
thou  art  a  puff,  a  muUigmb,  a  metaphysical  cox- 
comb, and  I  honour  you  with  all  my  heart. 

JVepA.  I  thank  you,  noble  Ancient,  and  kind 
gentlemen : 
Come,  Dwindle,  we^l  eo  roar  somewliere  else. 

Wild.  Was  ever  sudi  an  oaf?  [Exeunt. 

Haf.  The  boy  did  hit  his  humour  excellently : 
Here,  cherish  thy  wit. 

Page.  Now  shall  I  tell  my  mistress,  youll 
to  her? 

Wild.  How  offidous  you  are  for  year 
sirrah! 
What  sfcid  she  I  came  not  home  all  aight? 

Page.  Nothing  to  me;  but  my  eyes  neW  be- 
held 
Her  look  more  pleasantly. 

Eat.  Now  farewell.  Jack ;  I  need  not  urge  your 
secresy 
Touclhng  year  mistress  I  have  mounted  for  you : 
Only  I'll  caution  you,  look  wlien  joq  meet 
That  von  perform  your  business  hnndeomely, 
I  ha'  begun  so  well ;  she  may  suspect  else, 
And  put  thee  out  of  service :  if  she  do, 
You  know  your  wages ;  I  shall  laugh  at  thee. 
And  heartily  :  so  farewell,  farewell  Jack;  [Exit. 

.  WiU.  To  say  tlie  trutb,  I  have  shewed  myself 
aooicomb. 
A  pox  a'  play  i  that  made  me  double  loser. 
For  a«cbt  1  know,  she  may  admit  me  never 
To  such  a  turn  a^ain ;  and  then  I  kh*  pnnith'd 
Ifjwelfingemousriy. 


Enter  Mixtren  Wilding,  Peitelope,  and  Mix* 
tress  LEONoax ;  a  servant  waiting  on  them. 

My  wife! 

Page.  My  mistress,  sir. 

Wild.  Keep  you  at  distance. 
She's  as  the  boy  reported,  something  more 
Pleasant  than  ordinarv. 

Mrs  Wild.  Tis  he! good  cousin. 

Pretend  some  business;  offer  at  some  wares. 
Or  ask  the  goldsmith  what  your  diaiaondV  worth; 
SomethioK  to  trifle  time  away ;  while  I 
Speak  wim  my  husband  a  few  words. 

Wild.  She  comes  toward  me. 

Mrs  Wild.  T  can  contain  no  longer. 
How  d'ye,  sweetheart  ? 

Wild,  Well;  but  a  little  melancholy. 
You  look  more  sprightfully,  wife;  something  has 
pleased  you. 

Mrs  Wild.  It  has  indeed ;  and  if  it  be  no  stain 
To  modesty,  I  would  enquire  how  you 
Sped  the  last  night. 

Wild.  I  lost  my  money. 

Jf rj  Wild.  I  do  not  mean  that  geme. 

Wild.  I  am  not  betray'd,  1  hope !  I  do  not 
mean  that  game  ? 

Mrs  Wild.  You're  a  fine  gentleman ! 

Wild,  ^is  so;  could  she  not  keep  her  own 
counsel  ?  [Aside. 

Mrs  Wild.  And  have  behaved  youitelf  most 
wittily. 
And  I  may  say  most  wrongfully ;  diis  will 
Be  much  for  your  honour,  when  'tis  known. 

Wild.  What  wUl  be  known? 

Mrs  Wild.  Do  you  not  blush?  oh  fie! 
Is  there  no  modesty  in  mab  ? 

Wild.  What  riddle 
Have  you  fpt  now  ?— I  wo'  not  yet  seem  oon- 


Mrs  Wild.  'TIS  time  then  to  be  plain;  it  was  a 
wonder 
I  oould  be  so  long  silent :  did  you  like 
Your  last  night's  lodgine? 

Wiid.  Very,  very  weU; 
I  went  not  to  bed  all  nifbt, 

Mrs  WUd.  You  did  not  lie  with 
Mistress  Penelope,  my  kinswoman  ? 

Wild.  RaAise  me,  if  I  did 

Mn  Wild.  You  need  not  suftear; 
But  'twas  no  fault  of  yours ;  no  fault,  no  virtie : 
But  'tis  no  place  to  expostulate  Uiese  action^ 
In  brief,  know  'twas  my  plot ;  for  I  observel 
Whidi  way  your  warm  aflboooB  voweu   and 

wrought 
So  with  my  honest  cousin  to  supply 
Her  wanton  place,  that,  with  some  sbtn^  at  last 
I  might  deceive  your  hard  heart  into  kiidness. 

Wild.  That,  that  again,  sweet  wife  -  and  be  a 
little 
Serious :  Was  it  vour  plot  to  excuse  ^r  cousin, 
And  be  the  bedfellow  ? 
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Mrt  Wild.  HeaTcn  knows,  'tis  truth. 
WiltL  I  am  fitted,  fitted  with  a  pair  of  horns 
Of  my  own  making ! 

Mrt  Wild.  Thank,  and  think  upon 
That  providence,  that  would  not  have  you  lost 
In  such  a  forebt  of  loose  thoughts;  and  be 
Yourself  again;  lam  your  hand-maid  still; 
And  have  leam'd  so  much  piety,  to  conceal 
Whatever  should  dishonour  you. 

Wild.  It  buds, 
k  buds  already :  I  shall  turn  stark  mad» 
Horn  mad ! 

Mn  Wild.  What  ails  you  ?  are  you  vci'd  be- 
cause 
Your  wantonness  thrived  so  well  ? 
Wild.  Well,  with  a  vengeance. 
Airs  WikL  1  did  expect  your  thanks. 
Wild*  Yes,  I  do  thank  you,  thank  you  heartily ; 
Most  infinitely  thank  you. 

Mn  Wild.  Doth  this  merit 
No  other  payment  but  your  scorn  ?  then  know, 
Bad  man,  'tis  in  my  power  to  be  revenged; 
And  what  I  had  a  resolution 
Should  sleep  in  silent  darkness,  now  shall  look 
Day  in  the  face ;  Fll  publish  to  the  world 
How  I  am  wrong*d,  and  with  what  stubbomneu 
You  have  despised  the  cure  of  your  own  fame; 
Nor  shall  mj  cousin  suflfer  in  her  honour. 
I  stoop  as  low  as  earth  to  shew  my  duty ; 
But,  too  mueh  trampled  on,  I  rise  to  teM 
The  world,  I  am  a  woman. 
Wild.  No,  no ;  took  you, 
I  do  not  mock  you.    I  am  taken  with 
The  conceit.    What  a  fine  thing  1  have  made 

myself ! 
Ne'er  speak  on't,  tliy  device  shall  take;  I'll  love 

thee. 
And  kiss  thee  for*t ;  thou'st  paid  me  handsomely : 
An  admirable  plot,  and  followed  cunningly. 
I'll  see  thee  anon  again ;  and  lie  with  thee 
To-night,  without  a  stratagem.  The  gentlewomen 
Expect  thee ;  keep  all  close ;  dear  wife,  no  sen- 
tences.— 
I  am  trick'd  and  trim'd  at  my  own  charges  rarely! 
ril  seek  out  somebody  again.  [EifiL 

Mn  Wild.  I  have  presumed  too  ranch  upon 
your  patience; 
1  ^ave  discovered,  and  I  hope  'Cwill  take. 
Ptffi.  I  wish  it  may. 
^r«  Wild.  You  are  sad  still,  Leonora. 
Remove  these  thoughts:  come,  111  waitonyoo 

now 
To  theExchange :  some  toys  may  there  strike  off 
Their  s^d  remembrance. 
Leon.  I  attend  you. 
Mn  Vild.  Farewell.  [Exeunt 

Euer  Beaumont  and  hi$  Keeper, 

Keep,  I^e  gentleman,  that  was  yesterday  to 
sfeak  with  you, 
Is  come  agan  to  visit  you. 
Bean.  Sir  Richard  Hurry? 
Keep.  The  same,  8ir« 


Beau.  You  may  admit  him ;  men  of  his  qwlitf 
Do  seldom  court  affliction ;  tins,  I  must 
Allow,  is  a  most  noble  gratitude 
For  tliose  good  offices  my  fisther  did  hiou 

JEuter  Sir  Richard  Hueet. 

Hur.  Sir,  the  respects  I  owe  you,  make  mm 
again 
Solicitor  for  your  safety ;  and  although^ 
On  the  first  proposition,  it  appear 
Strange  to  you,  and  perhaps  incredible^ 
Whicn  might  dispose  you  to  the  slow  embrace 
Of  what  I  tendered ;  yet  again  brought  to  you. 
After  a  time,  to  examine  and  consider 
What  most  concerns  you,  I  am  confident 
You  will  accept,  and  thank  me. 

Beau.  Noble  sir. 
You  do  express  so  rare  a  bounty,  men 
Will  slowly  imitate :  I  am  not  so 
Lost  in  my  wild  misfortune,  but  my  reason 
Will  guide  me  to  acknowledge,  and  pay  back 
My  service  and  myself,  for  so  much  cWity 
As  you  have  pleased  to  aiiew  me. 

Enter  Violante. 

VioL  Here*s  for  thy  pains :  they  are  the  same  > 
make  good 
Thy  word,  and  place  me  where  I  may  onseen 
^Hear  their  discourse. 

Keqf.  This  way. 

Beau.  But,  with  your  pardon, 
I  would  desire  to  hear  again  how  much 
I  shall  be  obliged,  that,  knowing  the  extent 
Of  your  desert,  I  may  pay  back  a  duty 
That  may,  in  every  circumstance,  beoMne 
My  fortune  and  the  benefit. 

Hur.  Then  thus: 
You  are  a  prisoner ; 
That  alone  is  misery ; 

But  your's  the  greater,  in  that,  guilt  of  Wood, 
Not  sums  that  may  be  recompeoced,  det^n  yon. 
m  not  dispute  tlie  circumstance :  Delamore 
Slain  by  your  hand. 

Beau.  I  have€on£est; 
Tlie  first  jury  having  found  it  murder. 

Hur.  His  blood  calls  to  the  law  for  justice; 
and  you  cannot. 
Left  to  yourself,  and  looking  on  the  fact. 
Expect  with  any  comfort  what  must  follow. 
Yet  I,  in  pii^  of  your  sufferii^ 
In  pity  of  your  youth,  which  would  be  else 
Untimely  bhuted,  offer  to  renfove 
Your  sorrows,  make  you  free  and  right  agftio. 
With  clear  satisfaction  to  the  law. 

Beau.  Good  sir. 
Pray  give  que  leave  to  doubt  here.    I  see  noCy 
HoweW  your  will  and  charity  may  be  active 
In  my  distress  toMve  me,  that  you  can 
Assure  mjf  life  and  freedom ;  since,  in  causes 
Of  such  mgh  naturOj  laws  must  have  their  course^ 
Whose  stream  as  it  were  wic|^edness  to  pollute. 
It  were  vanity  for  an^  private  man 
To  think  be  could  resttt.    X  spe^  not  tiua. 
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To  bate  yon  imagine  I  despise  my  life, 

But  to  express  ray  fears,  your  will  does  flatter  yon 

^BoTe  what  your  power  can  reach, 

Hur,  For  that,  I  urge  not 
My  being  a  commissioner  alone 
To  do  you  service,    I  hate  friends  in  oonrt. 
And  great  ones,  when  the  rigour  of  the  law 
Hath  sentenced  you,  to  mediate  your  pardon: 
Nor  takes  it  from  the  justice  of  a  prince. 
Where  provocation,  and  not  malioe,  makes 
GuiUjT,  to  sav^  whom  the  sharp  letter  dooms 
Sometimes  to  execution.    I  am  so  far 
From  doubting  your  discbarge,  that  I  dara  forfeit 
My  life,  if  I  securie  not  yours  from  any 
Danger  for  this  ofience. 

Bern,  You  speak  all  comfort ! 
Which  way  can  I  deserve  this? 

Har.  Tliat  1*11  shew  you  :— 
I  had  an  obligation  .to  your  father; 
Whose  love,  when  all  my  fortunes  were  i*the  ebb, 
And  desperate!?,  relieved  me  with  large  sums; 
By  whose  careful  manage  I  arrived  at  what 
I  am ;  and  I  should  be  a  rebel  to 
Nature  and  goodness,  not  to  love  the  son 
Of  such  a  friend,  by  bis  misfortune  made 
Ripe  for  my  gratitude. 

Beau.  You  speak  your  bounty ; 
But  teach  not  sii  this  while  how  to  deserve  it 

Hur,  *Ti»  done,  by  your  acceptance  of  my 
dani^ter  « 

To  be  your  bnde. 

Bemu  To  be  my  bride !  Pray  tell  me, 
Is  she  deformed,  or  wanton  ?    What  vice  has  she  ? 

Hur»  Vice,  sir!  she  will  deserve  as  good  a  bus- 


She  is  handsome,  though  I  say*t,  and  sbaU  be  rich 
too. 

Beau*  She  is  too  good,  if  she  be  fair  or  vir- 
tuous. 
Pardon,  I  know  she  is  both :  but  you  amaze  mo  ! 
I  did  expect  conditions  of  danger : 
A  good  wife  is  a  blessing  above  health. 
You  teach  me  to  deserve  my  life  first  from  you, 
By  ofifering  a  happiness  beyond  it. 

Hur.  If  you  find  love  to  accept,  'tis  the  re- 
ward 
I  look  for.    Leonora  shall  obey, 
Or  quit  a  father. 

Beau.  Ha  1  goodness  defend  ! 
I  know  you  do  but  mock  me,  and  upbraid 
My  act,  that  kill'd  her  servant    Wound  me  still ; 
I  have  deserved  her  curse*    I  see  her  weep, 
And  every  tear  accuse  me* 

Hur,  May  I  never 
irtme  in  my  prayers  to  Heaven,  if  what  I  ofier 
{  wyi  oflt  heartily  oonfirm'd. 

Beau.  I  now 
Suspect  yott  are  not  Leonora's  father* 


Twere  better  you  tlissembled,  than  made  her 

So  past  all  hope  of  being  cured  agaiq. 

I  viarry  Leonora !  Can  her  socd 

Think  on  so  foul  a  rape !    She  cannot^  sure; 

Hur,  She  shall :  I  command. 

Beau.  By  virtue,  but 
She  shall  not;  nor  would  I,  to  grasp  an  empire. 
Tempt  her  to  so  much  stain.    Let  her  tell  dowo 
Her  virgin  tears  on  Delamore's  cold  marble^ 
Si|^b  to  his  dust,  and  call  revenge  upon 
His  head,  whose  anger  sent  him  to  those  shades 
Prom  whence  she  ne'er  must  see  him.  This  will 


She  loved  the  dead*    It  were  impiety 

One  smile  should  bless  his  murderer :  and,  how- 

e'er 
You  are  pleased  to  compliment  with  my  afflie- 

tion, 
I  know  she  cannot  find  one  thought  within  her 
So  foul,  to  look. upon  me. 

Hur.  Let  it  rest 
On  that.    Will  you  consent,  and  timely  make 
Provision  for  your  safety? 

Beau.  For  my  life. 
You  mean,  now  on  the  dtance.   Then  I  may  live, 
You  are  confident ;  and  think  it  not  impossible 
Your  daughter  may  afiect.    There's  at  once 
Two  bleanngs:  are  they  not?  and  mighty  ones, 
Considering  what  I  am,  bow  low,  how  lost 
To  the  common  air — 

Hur.  Now  you  are  wise. 

Beau.  But  if 
Your  daughter  would  confirm  this,  and  propound 
Herself  my  victory—— 

Hur.  What  then? 

Beau.  I  should  condemn  her,  and  despise  the 
conquest. 
These  things  may  bribe  an  atheist,  not  a  lover : 
But  you  perhaps  are  ignorant  I  have  given 
My  ffiith  away  irrevocably.    'TIS 
The  wealth  of  Violante,  and  I  wo'not 
Basely  steal  back  a  thought;  and  yet,  I  thank 

you, 
I  am  not  so  inhuman. 

Hur.  Will  you  not  prefer 
Your  life  to  honour  and  religion  ? 

Beau.  For  shame,  be  silent.   Could  you  make 
me  lord 
Of  my  own  destiny,  and  that  Leonora 
Had  empires  for  her  dower,  and  courted  me 
With  all  the  flatteries  of  life,  to  quit 
My  vows  to  Violante,  I  wuuld  fly 
Upon  her  bosom  to  meet  death. 

Hur.  And  death 
You  must  expect,  which  will  take  off  this  bra- 
very. 

Beau.  And  I  will  kiss  it;  kiss  it  like  a  bride*  '^ 

Hur*  So  resolute ! 


'^  Jnd  I  wiU  ki$i  U  f  kis$  it  like  a  drufe.^Iinitated  f^oni  Shakespeare's  Measure  for  Meanire.  A.  S.  S.  1« 
*'  I  will  encoaoter  darkaesi  as  a  bride^ 
And  bog  it  in  oiy  araii.'* 
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Bmv.  And,  if  I  ramot  hm 
My  ViolaottV  I  will  die  h«r  sRcrifice. 
Good  sir,  no  mofe ;  you  4m  not  me\{  to  tvavUt 
The  quiet  of  a  prnoiier  tiMM,  Ibat  'Oaoaot 
Be  a  too  careful  ftaimni  fif  choie  vuuiates 
Left  him  to  make  his  peace.    Teoipc  me  no  far- 
ther. 
Tbe<eanhi8iiotaoiuLMasny  reeohrea, 
Rather  «a  tlie,  than  in  ene  thengkt  tmnaptont 
My  love  from  Viobnte. 

Hur,  Be  ooieiie ! 
And  «hb  ccmtemyt  iImH  iiastea  ^e  dtvoFce 
Of  soul  and  love.    Die,  and  be  acma  forgotten. 

J&iter  VieLAVVB. 

Beau.  My  Violante  I  if  there  can  be  any  joy 
'Neighboor  to  so  much  KneT,  1*11  pour  it  ««t 
To  pay  thy  bounteous  visit :  if  my  eyes 
Admit  no  fellowship  in  weeping,  'tis 
Because  my  heart,  which  saw  thee  first,  wovld 

bid 
Thee  welcome  l9rither,  scommg  to  acknowledge 
There  can  be  any  thing  but  joy  wticre  cheu-ait. 

Vio^  But  sadness,  my  dear  BeaofDOiM,  while 
there  is 
A  cause  t)mt  maflies  thee  prisoner.    I  meat  weep, 
And  empty  many  springs.    My  eyes  are  now 
Ko  prophets  of  thy  sorrow,  but  the  witnefs ; 
And  when  I  think  of  death,  that  waits  open  ttiee, 
I  wither  to  a  ghost. 

Beau.  Why,  Violante, 
We  must  all  die.  —  Restrain  these  weeping  Feun- 

tains. 
Keep  them  till  I  am  dead ;  dispense  ihemthen 
Upon  my  grave,  and  I  shall  grow  again ; 
And,  in  the  sweet  disgarse  of  a  fair  garden. 
Salute  the  spring  that  gave  me  -green  and  odour. 
Why  should  not  love  transform  tt9  .^ 

Vios  Be  not  lost 
In  these  imaginations. 

Beau,  Or  perhaps 
Thou^ast  ambition :  she'in^ose  love  oiade  ep 
A  wonder  to  the  world,  beside  thef^ledgo 
Of  duty  to  her  lord,  famed  Artemisia,  ^' 
Shall  be  no  more  in  «tory  for  her  tomb; 
For  on  the  earth  that -weighs  my  body 'down, 
'When  I  am  dead,  thy  tears, 'by  the  celd  breath 
Of  heaven  congeal'd  to  Beaumont'^  memory, 
Shall  raise  a  monument  of  peari,  to  otft-Ao 
The  great  Mausolus'  sepulchre. 

Vio.  No  "more 
Of  this  vain  language,  if  you  have  any  pity 
On  tlie  poor  Violante. 

Beau,  I  had  done. 
Afnd  yet  now  I  am  going  to  a  long  silence. 
Allow  my  sorrow  to  take  leave,  Violante. 


Vio,  It 4baU  be  «0: — be  valiant,  qiy  heMt. 
BeaeaMmt,  I  coom  net  to  teke  kave  of  tbo^ 

Beau.  Perhaps  yoa*U  see  nei^aiii. 

Vio.  Again,  and  oftee. 
Thy  stars  are  gentle  to  thee;  esaaydan 
Andyaart  aae  yet^twesB  thee  and  jUiwtiiMB 
That  nbnealens  leas  of  bre«rii.  See,  I  can  «h» 
DiaMiee  the  devds  sate  beai^  en  my  brow. 
And  wipe  ikemMme  benoe:  *<iis  day  m^tn 
Take  hmtm  iirto  thy  egre,  aftd  ^  4ihees  aiok 
Upon  ibyhetter  fortune.  Live,  4ive  haffUf. 

Beau.  Is  Deianore  aline  i 

Vio.  Dead,  and  intarr'^. 

Beau,  FffttB  what  can  thk  4ape  rifef 

Vio.  From  thyself,  Beaamonc, 
If  thou  wilt  save  thvedf.  I  fawe  ktmd  aU$ 
And,  by  the  duty  ef  my  ian,«a  beand 
To  chide  your  resokitioa:  eaa  you  be 
So  merciless  «>  Taunelf  to  reline  life, 
Whea  it  ia  offered  with  4lK  best  advsni 
In  Laoaora's  l«f  e?  a  prise  that  ihaalri 
Buy  vaa  from  aH  the  warM.  Be  ooaoseU'd,  air  ^ 
Oh,  do  not  lose  vottraelf  in  a  ^n  9 


For  thought  of  me !  I  cancel  aU  ywr  l , 

And  giee  you  back  year  iieart;  be  free  a^uiu 
If  you  will  promise  me  to  live  tm^Xam^ 

Beau,  Leonora? 

VUl  That  best  of  womankiod ;  a  mme  Mfmmmtr 

»     Beau.  But  can  you  leave  me  then  i 

Vio,  1  justify 
Thychoioeef  meinAat;  tfiat,  ta  presaive  Aee, 
Dare^ivethee  back  again.  Be  Leonera^; 
For  *Bing  suae,  thanVt  iost  to  aU  the  worid. 
Better  a  thousand  times  thou  be  nade  her*s, 
%an  we'faoth Jose,  illpawo  q^^HAiehe^iofe 

thee, 
ril  ba  content  to  ^aar  oiy  Beanaom^s  weU, 
And  visit  thee  sometimes,  like  agM«i8ter, 
Andnereriiegakiss:  kitiflweep 
At  any  time,  when  we  ane  tagetber. 
Do  not  brieve  'tis  sorrow  aaabes  ayeyes 
80  wat,  hilt  jay  to  see  aiy«caumont  bvtng 
As  It  IS  now,  ti»  hope-— 

Soau.  If  Ihou^oftt  mean  thus, 
Thou  dost  the  more  inflame  me  to  be-oensunt. 
Be  not  a  miracle,  and  I  nay  be  tempted 
To  love  my  life  above  thee ;  by  this  kiss— 
Oh,  give  me  but  another  in  my  death. 
It  will  restore  me  ]  By  this  innocent  hand. 
White  as  I  wish  ray  eoal,  f  wo'not  leave  thee 
For  theworld*s  kingdom. 

Vio,  But  you  must,  unless 
You  change  for  Leonora.  Think  of  that: 
Th«k,^re  you  be  too  rash. 

Beau,  ril  think  of  thee; 


«s  yrfrtemMia.— Artcmiila  the  wife  of  Mausolus,  kiog  of  Carta,  who   on-tfae  death  Af  i.«r  k»j^  j 
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And  hoDOor  to  be  read  I  loved  Violante, 

But  never  coald  deserve  ber.  Dve  thou  happy. 

And  by  thy  virtue  teach  a  nearer  way 

T6  heaven.  We  may  meet  yonder !  Do  not  make 

me 
More  miserable  than  I  am,  by  adding  perjury 
To  my  bloody  sin.  The  memory  of  thee 
Will,  at  my  execution,  advance 
My  spirit  to  a  pitch,  that  men  shall  think 
I  have  changed  my  cause  for  martyrdom. 


thee, 
and  be 


Vio.  Then  here, 
As  of  a  dying  man,  I  Uke  my  leave . 
Farewell,  unhappy  Beaumont !  Til  pray  for 

Beau,  Tis  possible  I  may  live  yet,  an 
thine. 

np.  These  tears  embalm  thee  ! 
If  in  this  world  again  we  never  meet, 
My  life  is  buried  in  thy  winding-sheet 

Beau.  This  exceeds  all  my  sorrow  !    [Exeunt. 


ACT  V. 


Un/cr  WiLDiKC. 


Wild^  I  am  justly  punished  now  for  all  my 

tricks. 
And  pride  o'  the  flesh  !  I  had  ambition 
To  make  men  cuckolds;  now  the  devil  has  paid 

roe. 
Paid  me  i'  the  same  coin ;  and  Fll  compare 
My  forehead  with  the  broadest  of  my  neighbours : 
But,  ere  it  spreads  too  monstrous,  I  must  have 
Some  plot  upon  this  Hazard.    He  supnoses 
He  has  enjdy'd  Penelope,  and  my  trick's 
To  drive  .the  opinion  home,  to  get  |>im  marry 

her, 
And  make  her  satisfaction^  The  w^nch 
Has  oft  commended  him :  he  may  be  won  to't. 
I  never  meant  to  p^rt  will  all  her  portion : 
Perhaps  he'll  thaqik  me  for  the  moiety ; 
And  this  disposed  on,  she's  conjured  to  silence, 
Jt  must  be  so. 

£}ifer  Hazard, 

Haz.  Jack  Wilding,  how  is't,  man  ? 
How  goes  the  plough  at  home  ?  what  says  the  lady 
Quinever,'^  that  was  humbled  in  your  absence  f 
You  have  the  credit  with  her,  all  the  glory 
Of  my  night's  work  :  does  she  not  hide  her  eyes, 
And  blusb,  and  cry  you  are  a  fine  gentleman  { 
Turn  a  one  side,  or  drop  a  handkerchief, 
And  stoop,  and  take  occasion  to  leer 
And  laugh  upon  thee  ? 

Wild.  Nothing  less :  I  know  not 
What  thou'ast  done  to  her,  but  she's  very  sad. 

Has.  Sad !  111  be  haiig'd  then. 

Wild.  Thoa  must  imagine 
I  did  the  best  to  comfort  her. 

Has.  She's  melancholy 
For  my  absence,  man ;  111  keep  her  company 
Again  to-qight. 

Wild.  She  thinks  'twas  I  enjoyed  her.  . 


Haz.  Let  ber  thiok  whom  she  will,  so  we  may 
couple. 

Wild.  And  nothing  now  bot  sighs,  and  cries  I 
have 
Undone  her. 

Ha*.  She's  a  fool,  I  hurt  her  not; 
She  cried  not  out,  I  am  sore ;  and  for  my  body, 
I  defy  the  collie  of  physicians; 
Let  a  jury  of  virgins  search  me. 

Wild.  To  be  pUin, 
Although  she  has  no  thought  but  I  was  her  bed-« 

fellow. 
You  are  the  only  argument  of  her  sadness. 

Hat.  How  can  that  be  ? 

mid.  When  I  had  merrily 
Excused'  what  had  been  done,  she  fetched  a  sigh. 
And  with  some  tears  revealed  her  love  to  you ; 
That  she  had  loved  you  long,  but  by  this  act 
Of  mine,  d'ye  miM^,  she  was  become  unworthy 
To  hope  for  so  good  a  fortune.  I  cannot  tell, 
But  she  is  strangely  pasnonate, 

Ha%.  Forme? 

Wild.  For  you :  but  thou  art  soft;  and  tender^ 
hearted. 
And  in  that  confidence  I  did  forbear 
To  teU  ber  who  had  done  the  deed. 

HoM.  You  did  so  ? 
Twas  wisely  done.  Now  I  collect  myself, 
She  has  sometimes  smiled  upon  me. 

Wild.  Nay,  believe  it. 
She  is  taken  with  thee,  above  all  the  world. 

Haz.  And  yet  she  was  content  you  should— 
'Bove  all  the  world. 

Wild.  But'twas  your  better  fate 
To  be  the  man ;  it  was  her  destiny 
To  have  tlie  right  performance :  thou  art  a  gen- 
tleman. 
And  cans't  not  but  consider  the  poor  gentlewo- 
man. 

Haz.  What  woold*st  ha'  me  do  ? 

Wild.  Make  her  amends,  and  marry  ber. 


"*  Ladv  Galnetjer.— Guioever  was  the  wife  of  king  Artbor,  a  lady  who  is  by  no  means  celebrated 
from  her  chastity.  See  the  ballad  of  The  Boy  and  the  MantU — Percy's  Reliques  of  Ancient  Poetry,  voi, 
3.  p.  S38. 
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Haz.  Marrj  a  stnin»^  ^ 

Willi,  You  had  fint  posacsuon, 
Aod  tii*adit  baea  niarrisd  earlieri  coold'st  but 

had 
Her  maidenhead;  beaidiMi  Dobodj  knows 
But  we  ouraelvet. 

Has.  Be  not  abMed,  I  bad 
No  imidenbead. 

Wild.  My  greater  torment ! — Come,  come,  thou 
art  modest ; 
Heaven  knows  she  may  be  desperate. 

Haz.  A  fair  riddance ; 
Wc  have  enough  o'  the  tribe :  I  am  sorry  I  ckn* 

not 
FtiniMi  her  exp«ditiiNi  widi  •  ptir 
Of  my  own  garters. 

Wi'kL  l-^  Athens  growti; 
I  know  thou  art  more  charitable :  ibtt  may  provtf 
A  hnppy  wife.  What  woman  but  has  (rMhff 

Hat,  Let  bcr  niak«  tfc#  bc«t  dii*t :  stt  tip  shop 
Ttlio  Suramly  or  Weltnifister ;  sbt  may  have  cHs< 

tom, 
And  come  to  spMk  iBOft  learnedly  i*  the  noM* 
Bid  her  keep  quarter  witb  the  constable 
And  jiiscice  s  ckrk,  and  she  in  ti»e  may  ptir« 
chase. 

WUtU  9b«  has  a  dortion  will  matntaiii  heflSk^ 
A  gentlewoman,  and  yCMir  wife. 

Hflx  Where  ist^ 

Wild.  In  roy  potMsmon ;  and  1  had  rath«r  thDU 
Shoald'st  have  it  than  anothar. 

Hez,  Thank  you  heartily  s 
A  single  lif^  has  single  eafe ;  pmy  keep  it 

Wild,  Come,  thou  shall  know  I  lov«  tbeet 
thou  shaft  have 
More,  by  a  thousand  pound,  than  %  retolfed 
To  part  with,'eatiie  1  would  call  thee  eousin  too. 
A  brace  of  thousands,  Will,  she  hat  to  her  por* 

tion ! 
I  hoped  to  put  her  off  wHh  half  the  mm ; 
That's  truth:  some  younger  brollier  would  ha* 

tliankVI  me, 
And  given  rayqtiietttsw'^  Tiish,*tis  fV«(|tiant 
With  men  thnt  are  so  tttifced.  Is'c  a  match  f 

Hat.  Two  thoosafld  pound  will  make  a  maitten- 


Thai's  crooked,  straight  again. 

Wild.  ThouVt  in  th«  r^ht; 
Or  for  the  better  w>ond,  as  the  grammarians 
819, 1  wilt  call  it  twantv  huadred  pound. 
ByV  lady,  a  pretty  stock :  enough,  an*  need  be, 
Tif  bay  up  half  the  maidenliends  in  a  eoanty. 

Haz.  Here's  my  hand ;  Til  consider  on't  no  fai^ 
ther. 
Isslki  prepared^ 


WiU  Leave  that  ta  me. 

Hat.  No  more 

Wild.  rU  instantly  about  it.  [£»#. 

H<ix.Ha,ha! 
The  prqjea  moves  better  than  I  etpected. 
What  paint  be  takes  ont  of  his  igoonmoe ! 

.Eafer  BiattAOLa. 

Bar.  Oh !  sir,  1  am  glad  I  ba'  found  yoo. 

Hat.  I  was  not  lost. 

Bar.  My  nephew,  sir,  my  nephew ! 

Haz.  What  of  him? 

Bar.  He's  undone,  he's  nndooe !  yoa  have  un- 
done him ! 

Haz.  What*s  the  matter? 

Bar.  You  have  made  hnA,  sir,  so  valiant,  I  am 
afraid 
He's  not  long-tived :  be  qulurels  nOw  with  every 

And  roars  and  domineers,  and  shakes  tha  pern- 
houses. 
A  woman  that  sold  pudding-pies,  bnt  took 
The  wait  on  him,  and  he  trips  up  her  heels; 
And  down  fell  all;  the  kennel  ran  pare  white- 

What  shaftVdo  ?  I  fear  he  will  be  killed. 

I  take  a  little  privilege  myself, 

Because  1  threaten  to  dismherit  him ; 

But  nobody  else  dares  talk,  or  meddle  with  him. 

Is  there  no  way  to  take  him  down  again. 

And  make  Kim  coward  ? 

Hax,  There  are  ways  to  tame  him. 

Bar.  Now  1  wish  heartily  yon  bad  beaten  Iiim 
For  tlie  hundred  pound. 

Hax,  That  may  be  dune  yet 

Bar.  Is*t  not  too  late?  But  do  yon  think  'twill 
humble  him  ? 
I  expect,  every  minute  he**  abroad, 
To  hear  he  has  killed  sotaebody,  or  receive  hiia 
Brought  home  wHh  half  Ms  brains,  or  but  eae 

le^ 
0<k)ds{rl-^ 

Hat.  What  wmikl  yoa  ha««  ma  dof 

Bar.  Ill  pay  yon  ft>r% 
If  you  will  beat  him  90»»dly,  ah-,  and  lee«e  bhu 
But  as  you  found  him :  for  if  be  eMtimie 
A  blade,  and  bfc  not  killed,  he  won't  ^ 
The  gallows  long;  and  ^tis  not  for  aay  ] 
He  should  be  kang'd. 

Haz.  I  shall  deserva  a»  nmdi 
To  allay  this  metal,  as  I  did  td  ^iektfti  H. 

Bar.  Nay,  'tis  my  maafthfg  to  contant  yoo,  mr ; 
AndlshaNtakeitasafkt^rton, 
If  for  the  same  price  you  made  hhn  vtttiiuit. 
You  will  onblade  him.  Heme's  the  tteney,  air. 


«7  QuKliti  is  a  Wotdascdtay  the  Clerk  afthePl^aiid  AadMait  oribc  £xebc^aer,  in  iteiv  ^a 

res  or  discbarges  given  to  accoontants;  usually  conclndinc  with  abinde  rccessit  auietug  s  wki^ws* 
jaietiM  ett.    Sec  also  note  to  HamUt,  A.  3.  S.  1.  1      ^i  wnicnM 


AllOliTMOVi.} 


THUQAMESTBa 


ai^ 


As  waig^ij  gpU  9M  t'otbec ;  'auiM  jou  abovld  not 
l4^  U  on  Tightly  t  break  no  limfc^  and  bruiae  bim 
Three  quarters  dead,  I  care  not :  he  may  Uve 
Many  a  fair  day  after  it. 

U^s,  You  sbew 
An  uncle's  love  in  this:  tmst  xm  to  ciue 
His  Talour. 

Bar^  tie's  here;  do  but  obsanroy 

Enter  Nephew, 

And  beat  him,  sir^  acoording^y* 

Nepk.  How  now,  uncle  ? 

Bar*  Tboo  art  no  nepbaar  of  miiie»  thgu'rl  a 
rascal! 
Ill  be  at  no  mora  chai^a  to  maka  thee  a  g^tlfr- 


Pay  for  your  dice  and  drinkiogi:  I  shall  bave 
The  saraeons  bills  brought  sbcmly  home  to  ma| 
Be  troubled  to  bail  thee  from  the  sessions ; 
And  aftemardt  make  friends  to  tba  raoordar 
For  a  reprieve :  yes,  I  wifl  see  thee  bang'd  first. 

NepL  And  ba  at  tba  chaii»  ^  V^^^  ^ba  gaW 
lows  too. 
If  I  have  a  mindy  die  waits  shall  play  bafora  me, 
And  ru  be  bang'd  ia  state  thraa  stories  bigbt 

undei 
But  first  V\\  cat  your  throat. 

Bar.  Bless  ma!  deA?adiBal 

Enter  Aceelkss,  Sbllavat,  LiTTtcsrocs. 

Acr€.  How  nowy  what's  tba  mattar  I 

SeL  Master  Barnacle ! 

Bar,  There's  an  oi^iracious  bird  of  mine  OMrn 


Will  murder  me. 

lAt,  He  wo'not  sure  ? 

Has.  Put  up^ 
And  ask  your  uncle  presently  foryivaoass ; 
Orlwillbafftbec. 

NepK  Huff  me  ?  I  will  pot  up 
At  thy  entrea^.  v 

Haz,  Gantlemany  yon  ramawbar 
This  noble  gallant. 

Acre,  Cousin  of  yours,  I  take  it. 

Has.  Cousin  to  a  killing;  in  your  company 
Lent  mo  a  box  o'  the  ear. 

Nepk,  No,  no^  I  gave  it; 
I  gave  it  freely ;  keep  it,  never  think  on't ; 
1  can  make  bold  with  thee  another  time, 
Woolct't  had  been  tweaey. 

Haz*  One's  too  much  to  keep. 
1  am  a  gamester,  and  remembcnred  always 
To  pay  the  box :  there's  first  yonr  principal, 
Tiike  that  for  the  use.  [Beat$  hm> 

Neph.  Use  ?  would  thon^dst  given  it  my  ancle. 

Bat,  They  have  cost  him  already  two  botadred 
pounds, 
And  upwards,  shotten  herring,  thmg  of  noise ! 

Neph,  Oh,  for  my  man  Dwindle, 
And  his  basket-hilt  now  !  My  unde  shai)  rne  this. 

Haz,  Down  presently,  and  befbre  these  gentle- 


Desire  his  pardon. 

Ncph,  How  !  desire  his  pardon  ? 

Haz,  Then  let  this  gp  round*         [Kiikt  him, 

Neph.  I  wilt  ask  his  pardon.    I  be&eeob  you, 
uncle— 

Haz.  And  swear. 

Neph*  And  do  swear. 

Haz.  To  be  obedient;  never  more  to  quarrol. 

Nephi  Why,  look  you,  gentleman,  I  hope— I 
hope — you  are  persuaded* 
By  being  kicked  so  patieotly>  that  I  am 
Not  over  valiant. 

Bar.  I  suspect  him  still. 

Neph.  For  more  assurance,  do  you  kick  me 
too.  [Bah.  kkki  him. 

Am  not  I  patient  nnd  obedient  now  ? 
Will  you  have  aagr  more,  gentlemen,  before  i 
j  rise  ? 

Bom*  If  ever  ha  prove  rebellious,  in  act 
Or  languigi^  lat  ma  know  it^ 

Neph,  Will  you  not  give 
Me  leave  to  roar  abroad  a  liltla^  Un 
My  credit? 

Bar.  Never,  sirrah ;  turn  I'll  tame  you. 
I  thank  youi  geatlemea ;  cumaiand  me,  for 
This  courteayu 

Neph.  'lis  possible  I  may, 
With  lets  iMMse^grow  more  valiant  hereafter : 
Till  then,  I  am  in  all  your  debtSi 

Mm-,  Be  ruled» 
And  be  my  nephew  again  r  this  #asmy  love. 
My  love,  dear  nephew. 

Neph.  If  your  love  constit 
In  kicking,  uncle,  let  me  love  yon  again^ 

Bar.  Follow  me,  sbrak  \ Exeunt. 

Acre.  Then  his  uncle  paid  Cor't? 

Haz.  Heartily,  heartily; 

Lit,  I  thought  there  was  some  trick. 

Hag,  And  whither  are  you  going,  gentleman  i 

SeL  We  are  goiag  to  visit  Beausaont  in  the 
pnsoo. 

Haz,  Tis  charity;  but  that  I  have  deep  en- 
gagements, 
rd  wail  opoo  you ;  but  cammenri  my  service  to 

him: 
I'll  visit  him  ere  ni^.  Yoa  saw  not  Witdinji^ 

Acre,  Lit.  Sel.  We  saw  hb  wife  and  kinswo- 
man enter 
Sir  Richard  Horry*s  half,  an  baur  aga 

Haz,  His  kinswoman  ?  I  thank  yon. 
You  have  saved  me  travail  x  Farawell,  gentlemen. 
Farewell.  [Ereimt, 

Enter  Leovora  aa^  Violante,  Afri  Wilding 
And  Penelope. 

Le&n*  My  ftitber  has  some  design,  and  bade  me 

send  for  thee. 
Mn  Wild.  You*re  both  too  sad:  come,  we 
muse  divert 
This  melancholy. 

Fiei  I  beseech  your  pardon ; 
But  is  my  Beaumont  sent  for } 
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LeoH,  Yes,  we  are 
Too  private. 

Fio.  I  much  fear  Leonora  now ; 
She  looks  not  sad  enough :  although  I  could 
Resign  my  interest  freely  to  preserve  him, 
I  would  not  willingly  be  present  when 
They  interchange  hearts ;  she  will  shew  too  much 
A  tyrant,  if  she  be  not  satisfied 
With  what  was  mine,  but  I  roust  be  motted 
To  be  their  triumph. 

Enter  Hazard. 

Mrs  Wild.  Mr  Hazard ! 

Uaz.  All  things 
Succeed  beyond  your  thought.    Pray  give  me  a 

little 
Opportunity  with  your  kinswoman* 

Leon.  We'll  withdraw. 

[Eseunt  Mn  Wild.  Leon.  Vio. 

Hast.  I  know  not  how  to  woo  her  now*— Sweet 
lady! 

Pen .  Your  pleasure,  sir  ? 

Hcur.  Pray  let  me  ask  you  a  question. 
If  yon  had  lost  your  way,  and  met  one, 
A  traveller  like  myself,  that  knew  the  coast 
O'  the  countrvy  would  you  thank  him  to  direct 
your 

Pen.  Inat  common  manners  would  instruct 

Hag.  I  think  so. 
But  there  are  many  ways  to  the  wood :  and  which 
Would  you  desire ;  the  nearest  path  and  sAifest, 
Or  that  which  leads  about  f 

Pen.  Without  all  question, 
The  nearest  and  the  safest* 

Htfs.  Can  you  love  then  ? 

Pen.  I  were  a  devil  else. 

Hag.  And  can  you  love  a  man  ? 

Pen.  A  man !  what  else,  sir? 

Haz.  You're  so  far  on  your  way.    Now  love 
but  me, 
You*re  at  your  journey's  end.    What  say  you  to 
me? 

Pen.  Nothing,  sir. 

Hag.  Thars  no  answer;  you  must  say  some- 
thing. 

Pen,  I  hope  you'll  not  compel  me. 

Hag.  D'ye  hear,  lady  ? 
Setting  this  foolery  aside,  I  know 
You  cannot  chuse  but  love  me. 

Pen.  Why? 

Hag.  I  have  been  told  so. 

Pen.  You  are  easy  of  belief: 
I  think  I  should  be  best  acquainted  with 
My  own  thoughts,  and  I  dare  not  be  so  desperate 
To  conclude. 

Haz.  Come, you  lie:  I  could  have  given' t 
In  smoother  phrase :  you're  a  dissembling  gentle- 
woman. 
I  know  your  heart :  you  have  loved  me  a  great 

while. 
What  should  I  play  the  fool  for  ?  If  you  remem- 
ber, 
X  jrged  some  ivikl  discourse  in  the  behalf 


Of  your  lewd  kinsman ;  'twas  a  trial  of  thee. 
That  humour  made  me  love  thee ;  and  since  that 
Thy  virtue. 

Pen.  Indeed,  sir  ? 

Has.  Indeed,  sir !  Why  I  have  been  contract- 
ed to  thee. 
Pen.  How  long  ? 
Hau  This  half  hour :  know  thy  portion,  and 

shall  have  it. 
Pen.  Strange ! 

Hag.  Nay,  I'll  have  thee  too. 
Pen.  You  will? 

Hag.  I  cannot  help  it;  thy  kind  cousin  will 
have  it  so. 
'Fis  his  own  plot,  to  make  thee  amends :  Is't  not 
Good  mirth  ?  but  'tb  not  love  to  thee,  or  me. 
But  to  have  me  possest  be  is  no  cuckold. 
I  see  through  his  device,  thou  art  much  beholden 

to  him. 
He  meant  to  have  put  thee  off  with  half  thy  por- 
tion ; 
But  that,  if  thiugs  come  out,  we  should  keep  covn- 

sel. 
Say,  is't  a  match?  I  have  two  thousand  pound  too^ 
I  thank  the  dice.    Let's  put  our  stocks  together. 
Children  will  follow  He  is  here  alr^y. 

Enter  Wilding. 

n^.  So  close !  I  am  glad  on*t;  this  prepares 
Will  Hazard 
And  my  young  cousin^  A  word,  Penelope. 

Haz.  Now  will  he  make  all  sure. 

Wild.  You  used  me  coarsely; 
But  I  have  foigot  it.    What  discourse  have  you 
With  this  gentleman  ? 

Pen.  He  would  seem  to  be  a  suitor. 

Wild,  Entertain  him,  d'ye  hear ;  you  may  dm 
worse. 
Be  ruled.    'Twas  in  my  thought  to  move  it. 
Does  he  not  talk  strangely  ? 

Pen.  Of  what? 

Wild.,  Of  nothing ;  let  me  counsel  you 
To  Jove  him ;  call  him  husband. 

Pen.  I  resolve 
Never  to  marry  without  your  consent. 

Enter  Aceeless,  Littlestock,  Sellawat. 

Hag.  Gentleooen,  welcome. 

Pen.  If  you  bestow  me,  sir,  I  will  be  confident 
I  am  not  lost :  I  must  confess  I  love  him. 

Wiid.  No  more  then ;  lose  no  time. Kind 

gentlemen. 
You're  come  most  seasonably  to  be  the  witneaaea 
Of  my  consent ;  I  have  examined  both 
Your  hearts,  and  freely  give  thee  here  my  kins- 
woman : 
No  sooner  shall  the  church  pronounce  you  marriedi 
But  challenge  what  is  hers. 

Halt.  Two  thousand  pound; 

Wild.  I  do  confess  it  is  her  portion. 
You  sha'not  stay  to  talk ;  nay,  gentleooen. 
Pray  see  £hc  bubiiiess  finished. 
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Acre.  Ut.  Sel  We  attend  you. 

[Exeunt  Hazard,  Pbhblope,  Acbelkss, 

LlTTLESTOCK,  SeLLAWAY. 

Wild.  Soy  so;  this  will  confirm  him  in  the  opi* 
nion, 
Penelope  was  the  creature  he  enjoy'd. 
And  keep  off  all  suspicion  of  mj  wife ;    ' 
Who  is  sdll  honest,  in  the  imagination 
That  only  1  embraced  her:  all's  secure, 
And  my  brow*8  smooth  again.  Who  can  deride  me. 
But  I  myself?  Ha,  that's  too  much,  I  knQw  it ; 
And,  spite  of  these  tricki^  am  a  Cornelius. 
Cannot  I  bribe  my  conscience  to  be  ignorant  ? 
Why  then  I  ha*  done  aothing :  yes,  adfanced 
The  man  that  grafted  shame  upon  my  forehead : 
Vexation  !  patted  witli  two  thousand  pound, 
And  am  no  less  a  cuckold  than  before : 
Was  I  predebtmed  to  this  shame  and  mockery  ? 
Where  were  my  brains?  yet  why  am  I  impatient? 
Unless  betrayed,  he  cannot  reach  the  knowledge ; 
And  then  no  matter— —ves,  I  am  curst  again ; 
My  torment  multiplies ;  now  can  he  think 
He  play'd  the  wanton  with  Penebpe, 
When  be  finds  her  a  maid  ?  that  ruins  all : 
I  would  she  had  been  strumpeted ;  he  knows 
My  wife's  virginity  too  well.    I  am  lost. 
And  must  he  desperate^kill  him  ?  no,  my  wife. 
Not  so  good— -—death  is  over  bhick  and  horrid ; 
And  I  am  grown  ridiculous  to  myself. 
I  must  do  something. 

Enter  Sir  Richard  Hurry. 

Htir.  Master  Wilding,  welcome ; 
You've  been  a  great  stranger. 

Wild.  Do  you  know  me  ? 

Hur.  Know  you ! 

Wild,  They  say,  I  am  much  altered  of  late. 

Hur.  There  is  some  alteration  in  your  fore- 
head. 

Wild.  My  forehead ! 

Hur,  Tis  not  smooth  enough,  you're  troubled : 
Your  wife's  within. 

Wild.  She  lovefr  your  daughter,  sir. 

Hur.  When  saw  you  Biabter  Beaumont  ? 

Wild.  Not  to-day. 

Hur.  I  have  sent  for  him ;  pray  stay  and  wit- 
ness 
His  farther  examination.  I  propounded 
A  way  to  do  him  good,  but  he  is  obstinate. 

Wild,  Would  I  could  change  condition  with 
him ! 
He  is  not  troubled  now  with  being  a  cuckold ! 

[Aiide, 
You  shall  command. 

Enter  Mn  Wilding  and  a  Servant. 

Hur.  Your  husband,  lady. 

Wild.  Wife,  you  are  a  whore ! 
You  slmll  know  more  hereafter; 
I  must  go  live  i*the  forest. 

Mrs  Wild,  And  I  i'the  common. 

Wild.  Shc'U  turn  prostitute. 

13 


flan  Attend  him  liither.   Master  Beanau>at*s 
come: 
Nay,  you  shall  favour  me  so  much,  here's  the  gen- 
tleman 

Enter  Master  Beaumoht,  mith  Officers. 

Already. 

Beau,  Sir,  your  pleasure  ?  By  your  command  I 
am  brought  hither; 
I  hope  you  have  no  more  to  charge  me  with 
Than  freely  I  have  confesL 
Hur.  Yes. 

Beau.  I  must  answer. 
You  can  have  but  my  life  to  satisfy; 
Pray  'speak  my  accusation. 

Uur.  Besides  the  offence  known  and  examined, 
Yuu  are  guilty 
Of  that  whith  all  good  natures  do  abhor. 

Beau.  You  have  a  privilege ;  but  do  not  make 
me. 
Good  sir,  to  appear  monstrous:  who  are  my 
Accusers? 

if  Mr.  I  am  one. 
Beatu  And  my  judge  too  ? 
I  have  small  hope  to  plead  then :  but  proceed. 
And  name  my  trespass. 

Hur.  That  which  includes  all 
I  That  man  should  hate — ingratitude. 

Beoti.  You  have 
I  Preferred  a  large  indictment,  and  are  the  first 
That  ever  charged  me  with't :  it  is  a  stain 
My  soul  held  most  at  distance.  But  descend 
To  some  particular :  this  offence  doth  rise 
Or  fall  in  the  degree  or  reference 
To  persons  sin'd  against :  to  whom  havb  I 
Been  so  ingrateful  ? 

Hur.  Ingrate,  as  high  as  murder. 
Beau,  To  whom? 

Hur,  Thyself;  to  whom  that  life  thou  oughrst 
to  cherish, 
Thou  hast  undone. 

Beau.  I  am  not  so  uncharitable, 
HoweVT  you  please  to  m^e  it:  but  I  know 
Why  you  conclude  so.  Let  me,  sir,  be  honest 
To  heaven  and  my  own  heart ;  and  then,  if  life 
Will  follow,  it  shall  lie  welcome. 

Hur.  Still  perverse  ? 
Stand  forth,  my  Leonora — look  upon  her. 

Beau.  I  see  a  comely  frame,  which  cannot  be 
Without  as  fair  a  mind. 

Hur,  With  her  I  make, 
Once  more,  a  tender  of  my  wealth  and  thy 
Enlargement. 

Wild,  How  can  you  discharge  him,  sir  ? 
Hur.  Take  you  no  care  for  that;  it  shall  be 
secured, 
If  he  accept:  'tis  the  last  time  of  asking; 
Answer  to  purpose  now. 

Beau.  There  shall  need  none. 
Sir,  to  forbid  this  marriage  but  myself: 
My  resolution,  but  warm  before. 
Is  now  a  flame.  I  honour  this  fair  virgin, 
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not 
toy  liii  wilk  «»aMKli  iIimm:  I  am  V\f^M(i$\ 
My  last  breath  thall  coofirm  it. 

Wild,  Beaumont,  thiok  on*t 
A  little  baiaer;  benotiMdi  if  Hm be  poMible, 
Embrace  her  instantly. 

Xkm.  She  docft  aot  Uiok 
With  any  countenanoe  of  lo?e  apo*  Qt- 
See,  «he  does  wee|^ 

Wild.  SbeUl  love  thee  aftenraitb; 
An*  she  do  Aot,  she  can  but  cuckold  tbet : 
There  be  more  7the  parish,  man. 

Iftff .  Since  you  ar9  90  peremptory, 
So  peremptory,  here  receive  your  leBtfiwe; 
Live^  and  leve  hi^j^iUv. 

Fio.  My  dearest  Beaumont ! 

Wild.  To  what  pnHMNie  if  thia?  ho  mwt  be 
l^ng*d 
For  Delamore. 

Bur.  Uere*8  one  can  dear  the  dw^iptn 

Wild,  The  surgeon !  did  not  you  say  he  was 
dead? 

Sur.  I  did,  to  senre  bis  cudst  which  yiw  see 
noble: 
Delamore  is  past  danger,  but  wants  strength 
To  come  abroad. 

Leon,  You  ave  me  another  life. 

Hur.  I  see  Heaven  has  decreed  him  for  thy 


And  shalt  have  my  consent  too. 

Leon.  Now  you  bless  me ! 

Hur.  I  wished  to  call  thee  son;  pardon  ipy 
triaL 
Joy  ever  ip  your  bosoms ! 

Beau,  I  reel  a  blessing 
That  only  can  be  thought :  silence,  my  tongue 
And  let  our  hearts  discourse, 

£a/er  Hazard*  Pcn  elope,  Acbeiess,  Littee- 
STOCK,  and  Sellawat. 

Ifax.  Your  leaver  gisntlefblks:  who  wishes  joy, 
And  a  bundle  of  boys  the  isst  night  ? 

Hur.  Married? 

Pra.  Fast  as  ih^  prittst  could  tie  us; 

Acre.  SeL  Lit.  We  are  witnesses. 

Haz.  Cousin,  two  thousand  pound !  and*  lady, 
now 
I  awst  thaiik  you  for  this,  among  the  rest 


*Tb  time  to  clear  aU. 

WUrilba 
Wife,  you're  a  wimra. 

ifas.  iio,ihem,Mbu^eHs.  Goass, 
We  must  tell  something  in  your  ear  1  be  onerry; 
You  are  naaodiold,  n«ke  ■•  aaiet  I  kaaw 
That's  it  oflands  year  staasach. 

Wild.  Hal 

Has.  I  iaached  nar  bar,  oor  tbi%iiilb  «m 


Weil  lalkiie  ciiewnstance  wbea  joai 

Your  wife  eipacted  you,  hut  wbea  I  < 

She  had  prepared  lif^t^  and  her  coMia  bem» 

To  have  asadeyao  Uash,  and  abide  yea  iMo  ho« 

aeslyi 
Seeing  their  elMMSa  stnuplkky,  I  wtts  woB 
To  silence^  whieb  bmif^  en  my  batter  ferttUM. 

Wiid.  Can  this  be  real? 

MnWiid.  Bymyhepesof peaca 
I'tbe  other  world,  yoa  haaa  no  injury : 
My  plot  was  only  to  betray  yea  10 
Love  and  fapantaneiw 

Pen.  Be  qo|  iroobled,  sir; 
I  am  a  witness  of  aqrcoasto^s  trath; 
And  hopeyou*U  maba  all  p  rasper,  in  reaowing 
Your  faith  to  bar. 

Has.  Bo  wise,  and  no  ama  wards  i 
Thau  hast  a  treaanre  iathywils;  make  ausc^Gya 

her. 
For  any  act  of  mine,  she  is  aa  ehasta 
As  when  she  was  new-born.  Love,  love  her,  Jack« 

Wild.  I  am  ashamed :  pray  ^ve  me  all  for^ve- 


I  see  my  follies:  heaven  lovilaaiaagaBt^ 
To  thy  diaste  bed.  Be  tboa  again  my  dtaroal; 
Thy  virtue  shall  instruct  me.  Joy  to  alt 
Hera  be  morad<^Dehimore  ia  liviag^ 
And  Lsaaoia  BMurked  to  ei^oy  him : 
Violante  is  ptissessed  of  Beaumont  toa. 
Hag.  These  be  Love*s  misaolca:  a  spcing-ttde 

In  every  bosom. 

Hur.  This  dM»  let  oas  feaat  yon  a 
Anon  wa^il  visit  Delamore. 

Leon.  My  soul 
Loags  le  salute  him. 

Hat.  Here  all  follies  die ; 
May  never  gaasestef  have  worse  late  than  L 
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him  as  a  tkirdrrate  pott,  tmd  oftierVM,  that  m  U  tnHtkd  to  me  iegrm  d/meriif  td  faur>  that  of  not 
vvaiUng  kinudf  cf  Any  pfeeedmg  mrittr  in  tho  ptots  <^  Ait  playt.  This  claim  t^  oHginaUty  k  sUh 
made  fy  the  anth^  Mmtlf,  in  hit  Ffohgne  to  the  tomd^tfC<mntQ%sHknfin  ihemmttdt: 

^  lI»JiiiliiMi  thai 'tis  OD  borrowtd  straUl 
Fnm  the  iofeatioa  of  another's  brain : 
N«r  did  he  iMal  the  fhncy;*  &€. 

tte  appears  to  heroe  been  pathrnk^  fy  ft>  John  Snckling ;  sMf ,  it  may  he  pmumdy  mat  either 
bom  or  resided  in  the  county  of  WiPrtetttfJhom  tome  poems  published  hy  fAif  emtetning  ciroismetan' 
ces  arising  in  that  part  if  the  kingdom: 

Wood  informs  us,  that  Mr  Nabitt  miute  tt  tmtinHOiian  afKnoUn^  Histwy  itfthe  Iktkt,JHm  the 
year  1628  to  16S7,  collected  from  the  dUptitches  of  Sir  ftttr  Wyche,  Knight^  mnbdtsador  nt  Con- 
stantinople,  and  others :  andCdteter  ledntt  to  be  of  opinion,  that  he  was  buried  in  the  Ihnpk  ehnrch, 
under  the  organ,  on  the  inner  tide^ 

The/olUnSngisdUttofhlsdrnmatietsorks: 

1.  ^ Microcosmus,  a  m^all  nustke,  Pretented  ttith  genefatt  lUting,  td  the  Priwnte  Hmttt  in  SnUt- 
bury-Court,  and  heere  set  do^n  ottordif^  to  the  intenti&n  of  the  emthouK  tto*  109T. 

8.  *"  Hannibal  and  Sciph,  an  hittorieal  tragedy.  Acted  m  the  ymm  ICSB,  fly  the  ^keenet  mdfettks 
servants,  at  their  PHMfe  Boust  in  Dfury-Laner  ^to,  16ST. 

3.  '*  Covent  Garden,  a  pleasant  comedie.  Atted  in  the  yeare  1689,  by  the  pteenm  mofettiet  ter- 
mnts.*  4<().  16S8. 

4.  <*  The  Springs  Ohrie,  vindicating  Lcfoe  Ay  Temperance,  againtt  the  tenet.  Sine  Qertte  et 
Bacchd  frij^ec  Venus.  MomUted  in  a  matk^  Wiih  other  Poems,  Epigrams,  ElegieSf  and  JSpitho' 
hndums  of  the  author^tJ*  4to,  16Sd. 

Amongst  these  poems,  is, 

5.  '' I  l^resentntion,  inttndedjbr  the  Prince  lUtHi^memeim  hk  hirtk'ds^  the  89  qfMe^  1696, 
annuallyceidfrated/* 

6.  **  Toyenhtm  Court,  apkasant  comedy.  Atted  M  the  Prmdt  House  in  SaUOury-Cnirt^'*  4io. 
16S9. 

7.^  The  Vi^tunate  Mother,  a  tmgedk.  Ifyoer  acted^  but  set  downe  acoardk^  to  the  intention 
qf  the  author."  4to.  1640. 

8.  **  The  Bride,  a  comedie.  Acted  in  the  yeere  1638,  at  the  Primte  House  in  Drury'Lane,  by  their 
mqfestks  servants.''  4fa  1646v 
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Natuke,  a  fair  woman,  in  tLwkiU  robe,  wrought 
mth  birdi,  beasti, fruits,  ftowert,  clowU,  iters, 
4c  ;  OS  her  head  a  wreath  of  fi/owers  interwo- 
ven with  Stan. 

Janus,  a  man  with  two  faces,  signifying  From- 
denee,  in  a  yellow  robe,  wrought  with  snakes,  as 
he  is  ileus  anni :  on  his  head  a  crown*^  He  is 
Natures  husband, 

FiREy  a  JiercO'Countenanced-  vounf;  man,  in  a 
fUmC'CoUmred  rt^,  wrought  with  gleams  of 
fire  ;  his  hair  red,  and  on  his  head  a  crown  of 
Jiameu    His  creature  a  Vulcan. 

Air,  a  young  man  of  a  variable  countenance,  in 
a  blue  robe,wrougnt  with  diverS'Coloured  clouds; 
Ms  hair  blue,  and  on  his  head  a  wreath  if  clouds^ 
His  creature  a  giant  or  silvan. 

Water,  a  woman  in  a  sea-green  robe,  wrought 
with  waves  ;  her  hair  a  se&^een,  and  on  her 
head  a  wreath  ^  sedge  bound  about  with  waves. 
Her  creature  a  syren. 

Eartd,  a  young  woman  of  a  sad  countenance^  in  a 
grass-green  robe,  wrought  with  sunxiry  fruits 
aendfSfwers  ;  h^  hair  black,  and  on  her  head  a 
chaplet  (fjhwers.    Her  creature  a  pigmy, 

Lovx,  a  Cupid  in  ajbme*  coloured  habit ;  bow  and 
quiver,  a  crown  of  flaming  hearts,  ifc, 

Pbtsandcr,  a  peffecf  grown  man,  in  a  long  white 
robe,  and  on  /us' head  a  garland  of  white  lilies 
and  roses  mixed.  His  name  aw9  riff  fCota^ 
%c{l  w  a»^(* 

Cooler,  a /encer;  his  clothes  red. 

Blood,  a  dancer,  in  a  watchet-cobmred  suit.^ 

Phlegm,  a  physician,  an  old  man ;  his  doublet 
white  and  black  ;  trunk  hose. 

Melavcholt,  a  musician  ;  his  complerion,  hair, 
and  clothes,  black ;  a  lute  in  his  hand.  He  is 
likewise  an  amorist. 


Bella  VIM  A,  a  lovely  woman,  in  a  long  mhtU  relet 
on  her  head  a  wreath  (fwhUe^fiawers.  She  mg- 
nifies  ihe  souL  ^^ 

BoHUS  Gehius,  an  angel,  m  a  bke  whste  robe; 
wings  and  wreath  white,  ,    ,       ,       .    . 

Malus  Gbihus,  a  devil,  in  a  black  roU  ;  kasr^ 
wreath,  and  wings,  black. 

The  five  5bM«— Seeing,  «  chambermmd;  HsAm- 
ivQ,the  usher  if  thehaU;  Smelling,  a  AtdU.- 
man  or  gkrdener  ;  Tastijso,  a  cook  ;  Toucn- 
ino,  a  gentleman-usher,  .  ^,   .....  .. 

Sensuality,  a  wanton  woman,  nehfy  habUed,  but 
lasd^omsly  dressed,  Sfc, 

Temperance,  a  lovefy  woman,  of  a  uHfdest  cmm- 
tenance;  her  garments  plain,  but  decent^^r^ 

A  Philosopher,        '\ 

ASh^d,  J  ,    ^      .^ 

Three  Furies,  as  they  are  commonly  fancte^ 
Fear,  the  crier  of  the  court,  with  a  tipstaff. 

SoNSCj  Bifci,  the  judge  of  the  court, 
OPE  and  Despair,  an  advocate  and  a  lawyer. 
The  other  thru  Virtues,  as  they  are  frequently 

expressed  by  painters. 
The  Heroes,  in  bright  antique  habits,  kc. 

The  front  of  a  workmanship,  proper  to  the  fancy 
if  the  rest,  adorned  with  braufi^es  of  angels 
and  devils,  with  several  inscrtpfums  ;  the  title 
is  an  escutcheon,  supported  by  an  Angel  and  a 
DeviL  Within  the  arch  a  continuinE  perspec- 
tive if  ruins,  vfhich  is  drawn  still  before  the 
other  scenes,  whitst  they  are  varied. 

the  INSCRIPTIONS. 

Hinc  gloria.  Hinc  piena, 

Appetitus  boni.  Appeiitus  maU. 


■  A  watchet  coltnured  suit — i  e.  Pftleblue.    8. 

Barret,  in  bii  Alvearie,  czplaios  it  Scutulatus  color,  Pallad,    It  it  mentioned  in  Green's  Quip  fvr  on  v^ 
Hat%  Courtier,  ia»2. 

«<  Bis  canerard,  tliat  bare  bin  company,  was  a  jollie  light  timberd  Jacke  a  Napes,  io  a  nte  of 
"  waiehet  taffata,** 

Again,  in  Arden  o/Feversham,  1592. 

<*  A  watchct  satlin  doublet  all  so  tome  " 
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After  a  confused  noises  and  munc  out  of  tune. 
Nature  enters,  as  amazed  at  it. 

Nat.  What  horror  wakes  me !  and  disturbs  the 
peace 
I  sate  enthroned  in  ?  shall  dissension  ruin 
Eternal  acts?  Hath  the  great  Deity 
Made  me  his  instrument,  and  shall  my  power 
Be  slighted  so  bj  their  rebellious  difference? 
Cease  mutiny,  or  be  your  own  destructions. 
Accursed  confusion,  that  neglects  the  form 
Nature  prescribes.  I  rather  would  preserve  ye ; 
That  in  distinguished  order  ye  mi^ht  shew 
The  glor^  of  my  work ;  each  in  his  sphere 
Subscribing  to  my  better  government 
But  my  commands  are  useless.  Their  deaf  wills 
Persist  to  act  their  own  and  my  sad  ills. 

Enter  Janus* 

Jan.  Where's  my  delight !  whence  is  this  sad 
dejection  ? 
How  amazed  Nature  stands !  Have  our  embraces 
Brought  forth  a  race  of  elemental  forms 
That  live  in  simple  bodies,  to  be  made 
Pregnant  for  other  births,  and  will  she  now 
Neglect  their  teeming?  I  would  be  a  grandfather, 
And  see  my  issue  multiply. 

JVb^  O  husband ! 
Our  union  hath  been  vain ;  our  offspring  proves 
A  rebel  to  our  peace,  and  Nature's  laws. 
Ught  Fire  descends  to  Earth,  beneath  whose 

weight 
He  groans  to  be  delivered,  till  with  struggling 
He  lifu  Earth  up ;  in  whose  repres^on,  Air 
Contracts  his  forces  to  extinguish  Fire. 
Again,  Fire,  from  this  mutinous  assault, 
Doubles  his  strength ;  when  strait  ambitious  Wa- 
ter, 
Climbing  his  seat,  consumes  herself  in  flames. 
Thus,  Fire,  Air,  Water,  Earth,  each  would  be  all, 
And  are  made  neither ;  but  a  confused  mass, 
And  indigestetf  chaos. 

Jan^  Am  I  Janus, 
The  figure  of  Eternal  Providence, 
And  shall  this  disobedience  *scape  the  stroke 
Of  my  severest  correction  ?  Fire,  I  shall  lash  you, 
And  make  your  nimble  pyramids  skip  upward. 
HI  chain  ^rth  to  her  centre.  Air  had  best 
Confine  himftelf  to  his  three  regions, 
Or  else  Til  disinhejit  him.  If  Water 
Exceed  her  bounds — 

[To  them  the  four  Elements,  with  their  seve* 
ral  a^otnroi  f  avorixo*,  (which  Paracelsus 
ealleih  homines  spirituales^  playing  on 
antique  instruments  out  of  tune. 

Nat.  See ;  the  dissentious  come. 
Mazed  in  the  errors  of  their  own  confusion : 


As  if  their  dissolution  should  precede 
Their  yet  not  perfect  being.  How  my  griefs 
Press  down  the  or^us  of  my  utterance. 
And  choke  words  in  their  passage !  Speak,  good 
Janus. 

Jan.  Ye  disobedient  .children  of  that  love 
That  joined  us  to  produce  ye — 

Fire.  Stop,  good  father, 
Our  wills  are  deaf  to  counsel. 

Air,  Or  to  threats. 
Set  both  your  brows  with  wrinkles,  and  put  on 
The  austerest  anger,  we'll  be  awed  by  none 
But  our  own  wills. 

Water.  Til  quench  my  brother's  flames. 
Or  burn  myself  into  him.  My  cold  moisture 
Shall  not  be  tied  t'embrace  as  cold  a  sister. 
And  not  ascend  above  them. 

Earth.  FU  be  active 
As  Air  or  Fire ;  else  with  my  ponderous  weight 
ril  press  their  climbing  heads  beneath  my  centre ; 
And  by  inversion  bury  them  within  me. 
Till  earthquakes  shatter  all,  and  final  mil) 
Dilate  their  passage. 

Fire.  Are  we  not  one  birth  ? 
Why  then  should  there  be  a  precedency. 
And  not  an  equal  power  of  all  first  qualities? 
Be  not  you  partial  parents,  we'll  obey 
The  government  of  Nature. 

Air,  Otherwise 
With  our  own  strength  we'll  prosecate  this  war 
Till  ruin  stops  it. 

Jan.  Stubborn  boys.  111  yoke  ye 
In  such  a  bondage-* 

Nat.  Gentle  husband,  try 
Persuasion's  strength :  perhaps 'twill  better  work 
Upon  the  temper  of  their  fiercer  nature. 
I  am  your  mother;  let  me  reconcile  ye: 
That  in  your  peace  I  may  preserve  the  order 
Of  my  intended  work.  Should  Fire  forsake 
His  lofty  mansion,  and  infect  his  flames 
With  grosser  weight,  it  would  benumb  his  active^ 

ness, 
And  make  his  motion  dull.  Were  my  pure  Air    . 
Pent  in  his  sister's  entrails,  her  foul  vems 
Would  soon  infect  him.  What  creation  meant 
In  your  diversities,  your  rash  ambitions 
Must  not  pervert.    Since  Providence  hath  made 

The  means  for  many  ends,  dispute  not  them. 
Nor  your  own  thought-defects:  each  is  supplied 
With  a  perfection,  and  an  equal  worth 
Distinguished  in  proportiim ;  bat  the  excellence 
Of  your  own  attributes  cannot  appear. 
Whilst  you  disturb  the  distribution 
Of  them  to  other  forms,  which,  from  your  mix- 
tures. 
Must  enter  different  bodies  of  the  firsts 
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Second,  third,  fourth,  fifth  coropoation. 
Vapoars  and  exhalations,  meteors,  yegetahlei, 
And  minerals,  animals,  and  lastly,  man. 
Called  so  from  concord,  for  he  doth  contain 
A  harmon?  of  parts,  and  in  them  figure 
His  end  of  being.  Let  not  then  y^ur  wills 
Persist  in  this  rebeUioos  mutiny. 
And  hinder  high  intendments.  Pray  a^-ee. 
And  le«ire  the  reason  of  such  acts  to  me. 

fire.  Vain  oratory !  Think  you  us  so  easy 
To  be  overcome  by  words  ?  swell  hi^b,  my  rage» 
And  with  licencious  fliry  break  the  ties 
Of  these  too  weak  commands. 

Air.  Let's  on  to  fight, 
Whilst  the  yet  discord  of  the  untuned  spheres 
Adds  courage,  and  delights  our  warlike  ea/ s. 

[1  he  Jour  Element i  and  their  Creatures 
dance  a  confuted  Dance  to  their  own 
antique  music;  in  which  they  seem  to 
fight  with  one  another^  and  so  go  forth 
confuudty. 
Nat,  What  shall  we  do  ?  The  universal  fabric 
Will  be  everted,  if  this  war  continue : 
Let's  sue  to  Love ;  his  power  may  be  prevailing. 

Enter  Love. 

Zave^  See,  Love  appears  at  thy  request, 
Thou  cause  of  motion  and  of  rest 
Thou  greater  Powcr*s  gieat  substitute, 
Whose  will  and  acts  none  must  dispute ; 
Thoa  that  fonn'st  the  best  of  tilings 
From  thoDgbt-impossibles,  aud  brings 
Contrary  matters  to  produce 
Another  difiereoce,  than  the  use 
Of  a  mere  quality  in  one. 
Can  work  unto  perfection ; 
Thou  that  thy  secrets  dost  unlock 
To  propa^te  a  Itoting  stock ; 
And  multiply,  that  th' issue  might 
Be  little  less  than  infinite ; 
Thou  mother  of  ail  that  is  found 
Within  this  universal  round. 
What  is  thy  will  with  Love  ? 

Nat^  Oh,  gentle  Power, 
Thou  that  art  Nature's  soul,  and  the  beginning 
Of  every  human  thing;  that  givc-st  them  laws, 
And  to  thyself  art  law.  Figure  of  peace; 
That  to  thy  aodhead's  attribute  annex'd 
The  quiet  order  of  the  world*s  vast  frame. 
To. have  its  form  and  being  from  thy  rule; 
Which  must  be  now  impenous,  or  its  ruin 
Will  prevent  time.  The  mutinous  elements 
llave  raised  rebellion,  and  disjointed  quite 
The  order  of  their  fabric.  The  pure  heavens. 
Whose  motion  should  be  harmony,  roll  cros^ 


And  bend  their  axletree,  till  both  the  poles 

Do  kiss  each  other's  ends.  Then  rectify. 

Great  Love,  this  dire  confusion. 
Love.  Strait  Fll  do  it : 

Can  Love  deny  if  Nature  woo  it? 

The  heavens  6nt  in  tune  I'll  set; 

And  from  their  BMMic  soon  bmt 

A  charm,  of  power  to  make  Uj^t  Fire 

Skin  to  his  sphere,  and  Earth  retire 

To  ner  parched  den.  The  subtle  Air 

I'll  calm  from  mists,  and  make  it  fair ; 

And  Water,  with  her  curled  waves,  sweep 

The  bounded  channels  of  the  deep. 

That  order  may  succeed,  and  things 

Grow  perfect  from  their  lasting  springs. 

Move  rieht,  ye  Spheres,  in  cobcord  sounds 

And  with  your  music  fiN  this  round. 

[whilst  the  following  Sor^  is  singing,  tha 
first  Scene  tmpears^  being  a  ^here  m 
which  the  four  Elements  are  figur^ 
and  about  it  they  sit  embracing  one  an- 
other. 

THESCWO, 

B^nce  cm^sioH  amd  disaentioH, 
Be  no  more  new  forms  preoenfioR, 

Crossing  still 

A  mother^s  miU, 
And  Naturt^s  great  ititentum. 
Cmcord  is  the  soul  ^  bnag ; 
Nothing's  better  than  agreeing, 

CHORUS. 

T%en  let  embraces  crown  this  time's  beginning  ; 

Jjffois  power  is  winning  ; 
And  when  he  throws  the  darts  that  arm  his  hands, 

Who  can  resist  his  great  commands  f 

Nat  Nature  must  pay  Love  thanks  for  this 
great  work 
Of  reconciliation.  May  the  peace 
Be  lasting  as  yourselves,  and  no  ambition 
Move  a  new  war;  but  from  your  loving  mixtures 
New  generation  follow. 

Love.  Spheres,  again 
Your  brazen  trebles  higher  strain ; 
And  lusty  moviug  sounds  advance. 
To  make  us  active  whibt  wc  dance. 

THE  DANCE. 

Now  to  the  other  work :  our  art 
Shall  make  all  perfect  ere  me  pari, 

[They  return  into  the  Sceoe^ 
imd  it  cUiseth. 
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PHnAaoER,  M  in  4y  Javto. 

Jan.  Come  fWtb,  thou  «on  of  Bmtb,  aoMl  view 
ike  day, 
That  glories  in  dne  prestece  of  iky  beauty. 

Pky,  WiMt  am  I  ?  my  imperfeot  seoie  is  yet 
Unapprehensiye, '  And  the  MteHeet 
My  mother  hath  intpii«d,  doth  not  histHia  me 
To  know  myself. 

Jtnu  Look  up,  thoa  maMer-piece 
Of  nature's  workmanship,  thou  little  world; 
Thou  that  excelfst  ia  form,  that  cemprebeads 
All  the  perfections  which  her  curious  hand 
Desifi/a  and  /inisb*d ;  that,  when  other  creatures 
Behdd  the  earth,  and  with  dejected  e^es 
laAok  downwards  ofi%  hist  an  erected  Awe 
To  see  the  stars,  and  oontemalate  their  beings, 
Celestial  caoses,  and  their  influence, 
Whence  great  effects   ensue ;  thou  that  bast 

speech 
To  be  thy  thou^t's  interpreter,  e3^>ect 
A  ffdtber  act  of  love  to  crown  th^  life, 
'^-*  joining  thee  to  an  immortal  wife.  [Emt. , 

rhy*  Receive  my  thanks,  great  Power.    I  yet  j 
am  'mazed, 
And  wander  in  a  labrrinth  of  thoughts. 
That  throng  confusedly  together,  striving 
Who  should  first  issue,  till  their  multitude 
Chokes  up  the  passage.    Oh,  ye  Powers,  that 

made  me 
To  be  a  king,  and  to  have  sovereignty 
Annex'd  onto  m;|r  diflereoce,  send  me  quickly 
The  glorious  guide  that  may  remove  this  dark- 
ness. 

Enter  the  Feur  Complexienu 

P^,  Ha !  what  are  these  ? 

CAo.  You  may  go  look.  Yet,  if  you  ask  me 
mildly,  perhaps  FU  answer  you. 

Bloods  We  are  sent  to  be  your  servants. 

PAy.  By  whom? 

Bhod,  Our  parents,  the  Four  Elements. 

PAy.  Your  names  ? 

Cha,  My  name  is  Choler.  I  was  bq^ot  by  Fire 
un  Natures  cook-maid,  in  the  time  of  a  festival. 
1  was  dry*nursed  by  a  lean  butter*wife,  and  bred 
up  in  Mars's  fencing-school ;  where  I  learned  a 
mystery  that  consists  in  lying,  distance,  and  di- 
rection ;  pace,  space,  and  pla6e ;  time,  motion, 
and  action;  progression,  reversion,  and  traver- 
sion;  blowSj  thrusts,  falses,  doubles,  slips,  and 
wards ;  closmgs,  gripes,  and  wrestlings ;  fights 
guardant,  open,  variable,  and  close.    Then  have 


t  we  our  stocata*%  Milirooata\  mandntaV,  ^mali^^ 
fttid  paiiitafs  i«vcna*s;  our  stramisens,  pa8gi^\ 
carncada's,  amazza's,  and  incartata's. 
PAy.  Awl  what's  «1UIms? 
CAo.  Terms  in  oar  dialect  to  f«sle  desfwrate 
ignoi-ance. 
PAy.  Vfhden  j^vn} 

BiootL  My  name  is  Bleed.    Air  was  my  fa- 
ther, and  my  mother  a  ^bt  kttl'4  nsidam  that 
kept  a  vaulting-school  *  at  the  siffo  of  Vifgo.  As 
sbe  was  one  £y  pmotMing  a  higii  Irick,  she  lost 
her  hold,  and  fell  down  into  my  father's  regions; 
where,  liad  not  be,  kind  faan»  Stopt  ber  about  ite 
middle,  she  4ad  krtk^  her  «ieck  against  a  rook  #f 
ice,  that  hung  beneath  her;  %nd  fiload  bad  opt 
been  as  be  is,  a  danceiv  sin. 
PAv.  What  art  skAl'd  in? 
B&d  Garbs  and  fostores  ef  the  ^adf.  HeM's 
an  honour  for  a  lord ;  a  bmkMA  ier  a  My,4md 
a  high  riong  is  best  in  «ii  active  |aUaiit    Btft 
pmrthime  moi,  nrnuieut),  k  do  siram  a  ^  Aaoib 
too  mush,  Uere^sa«ravQrseii»r-antmblalaw|f<sr. 
A  hop  and  skia  shall  raise  tlM  son  <^  «  cabler, 
well  uaderl^d  with  pieoes^tta  ifce.gavienwMmt  of 
a  provvioa,  till  over^puob  taibiuuus-eirttiog  Witavd 
him  to  his  last.   A  itura  4ibaire  groaad  for  -a  met" 
carial  pid^^pocket,  anid  an  «asy  passage  to  de- 
structian  for  iiim  that  danoeth  aftar  infected 
wantomiess.    €wn  mulHt  BHk. 
Phy,  And  what's  year  name  ? 
Phlegm,  Phlegm  mine,  sir.    W«t«r  was  my 
mother,  and  bhe  made  me  -a  |ihysiciaa.    I  tvas 
nursed  by  Apollo'b  herb-wife,  that  dwelH  at  the 
sign  of  the  Crab;  and  sbe  laaght  ma  |o  go  badl'- 
wards. 
PAy.  And  what  can  foa  do? 
Phlegm,  Live  by  the  mspection  of  excrements^ 
and  draw  aurum  palpabUe  out  of  them :  kill  any 
oue  cum  privilegto  artiu    I  am  Venus^  midwife, 
and  trusted  with  many  secrets,  which  I  never  re- 
veal but  to  my  apothecaiy  when  we  meet  at  li- 
bra, to  share  and  settle  our  correspoadeiice. 
Your  physician  will  serve  you  at  yoor  death,  sin 
PAy.  Now,^ your  name? 
MeL  I  am  called  Melancholy.  I  was  begotten 
on  the  Earth  after  a  great  drought  in  the  time  of 
barrenness;  who,  breeding  me  up  hardly,  enabled 
me  the  better  for  this  hungry  professioa    I 
would  feign  be  in  love ;  but  having  no  other  mis- 
tress, I  am  enforced  to  lone  mine  own  humour. 
PAy.  All  these  are  bamomrs^  and  must  be  my 
servants. 
What  a  vast  bounty  have  the  beavens  given  me'! 
But  I  must  labour  to  preserve  them  regulari 


*  Unaipprthentive — U  e,  dtiU,  not  perceptive.    S. 

*  A  vatUttn^tchool^A  cant  term  for  a  bawdy «boase. 
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And  not  exceeding  their  proportions  I 

[Blood  skipping  about fiottUt  C  holer. 
Of  tubttance  or  of  quality ;  for  then 
They  will  be  roasters. — Disagreeing ! 

Cho.  He  hath  stirr'd  me,  sir,  and  I  will  be 

angry. 
Blood,  Then  Phlegm  most  cool  yoo. 
Cho,  Phlegm's  a  fool. 
MeL  Or  a  phjsician.  * 
Thlegtn.  Cooler,  yoa  must  be  taken  down. 
Cho,  I'll  soon  be  up  again.    Provoke  me  no 
more :  I  am  adust  with  rage,  and  %irill  make  you 
an  odd  number. 
Fhy,  Come,  this  agrees  not  with  a  servant's 
duty. 
You  must  subscribe  to  order.    Phlegm  shall  be 
My  substitute,  to  moderate  these  jarrings. 
And  if  hereafter  any  one  transgress 
But  in  the  least  dissention,  that  disturbs 
The  quiet  of  my  state,  he  shall  correct  it ; 
Nor  spare  himself.    For  in  a  government 
The  offence  is  greatest  in  the  instrument 
That  hath  the  power  to  punish ;  and  in  laws. 
The  author^s  trespass  makes  the  foalesc  cause. — 
What  admiration  works  upon  my  sense  I 
I  hear  and  see  such  objects,  as  would  make 
Creation  doubtfol  whether  she  were  perfect 
Without  these  parts.    Into  what  strauge  delights 
Tm  hurried  on  the  sadden  !  ha  ! 

[The  Second  Scene  is  here  discovered,  being  a 
perspective  of  Clouds,  the  inmost  glorious, 
where  Bellanima  sits  betwixt  Love  and 
Nature  ;  behind  her  the  Bonus  and  Ma- 
hts  Genius. 
Nat,  Look  hither, 
Thou  comfort  of  my  love,  that  gave  thee  being 
To  figure  greater  power.  See,  Love  hath  brought 
Thy  wish ;  a  spouse  ofs  own  immortal  race, 
Clad  in  the  glory  of  her  innocence. 


Do  not^efile  her ;  yet  she's  virgin  white. 

And  join'd  unto  thee,  that  thou  ma/st  enjoy 

Knowledge  and  virtue,  not  thy  sensual  pleasures  ; 

For  being  link'd  unto  thee,  slie  is  made 

As  sensible  of  thy  corrupted  passions. 

As  thou  of  mortal  griefs.    Let  her  direct 

Thy  powers  of  appetite :  she'll  shew  thee  heaveo. 

And  the  reward  of  good ;  and,  if  thou  miss 

The  path  she  guides  thee  in,  thou  wilt  enforce  ber 

To  share  thy  rain,  and  pervert  tlie  ends 

Of  her  eternity ;  which,  if  thou  tread 

By  her  directions,  she  communicates. 

And  makes  thee  like  herself.     She  most  be 

changed 
According  to  Uiy  disposition. 
Then  let  my  counsel  be  so  deep  impress'd. 
The  prosecution  oPt  may  make  thet  bless*d. 
[whilst  the  following  Song  is  singing,  tk^  de- 

scendfrom  the  Scene,  and  present  Bellajii- 

MA  to  Physandie. 
Love*  Fairest  of  all  earthly  things. 
Mount  thy  thoughts  unon  the  wing^' 
Of  contemplation,  and  aspire 
To  reach  at  my  supernal  fire ; 
Whose  heat  shall  purge  thy  spouse  and  thee 
From  all  dregs  of  impurity. 
Let  no  falser  love  delight 
Thy  sense-deluded  appetite. 
To  seek  out  other  wantons  led. 
So  heaven  at  length  shall  crown  thy  bead. 

THE  SONG. 

Descend,  thou  fairest  of  all  creaturest 
Graced  with  all  thy  heavenly  features. 
In  whom  all  perfections  shine  ; 
For  thou  art. 
In  every  part, 
IJttle  lets  than  divine. 


*  Cho.  Phlegm's  a  fool, 

Mel.  Or  a  physician — Alludioc  to  (be  proverb,  that  a  man  of  forty  is  either  a  fool  or  a  phyncimm. 
See  Dr  Farmer  apd  Mr  Steevens  s  notes  on  Merry  Wivo$  of  Windsor,  A.  3.  S.  4. 
3  Mount  thy  thoughts  upon  the  wings,  &c.<»In  MUtoo's  //  Peiueroso,  I.  51,  are  the  foUowbg  lines : 

«  But  first,  and  chlefcst,  with  thee  brin^, 
U  im  that  yon  soars  ou  golden  wt»g^ 

Guidiog  the  fiery- wheeled  throne. 

The  cherub  Contemplation,** 

Upon  which  Bishop  Newton  observes,  "  1  cannot  find  oat  from  whence  Milton  copied  this  descrip- 
tion. It  seeins  to  be  the  Imagery  of  some  fanciful  lulian,  either  allegorical  poet  or  painter,  bpemer 
has  likewise  given  a  description  of  Contemplation ;  but  he  describes  him  under  the  6gure  of  a  venerable 
old  man ;  and  i  cannot  but  agree  with  k\iv  Th^er,  that  there  is  more  propriety  in  this,  than  in  the  gayer 
persuoage  of  xililton;  which  is  more  like  a  Cupid  than  any  thing  else.**  The  exact  time  when  Milton 
produced  his  admirable  poem,  is  not  known  It  was  not  published  until  the  jear  164ft  ;  hut  it  Is  geiie> 
rally  considered  as  one  of  those,  which  his  retirement  to  Horlon  in  Buckinghamshire,  between  the  \ean 
iaS2  and  1637,  gave  birth  to.  Nabbe  s  Masque  was  pulUished  In  the  last-mentioned  >ear ;  and,  as  MiW 
ton*B  Poem  did  not  appear  until  eight  >ears  afterwards,  it  may  reasonably  be  conjectured,  that  he  was 
indebted  to  his  own  countryman  for  the  description,  rather  than,  as  Dr  I^ewton  imagines,  to  tome  Italiai^ 
l^oet  or  painter. 
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Tike  thy  Mde^  and  enjoy  her  ;  | 

But  not  tnthjbul  denres  annoy  her : 
For  the  u  white. 
And  hath  no  true  delight, 

But  what  it  given, 
JFrom  the  detire  of  heaven. 

Chorus. 

Now  join,  and  each  to  other  happy  prove. 
That  neither  may 
Be  led  attrtnf 
To  teek  a  ttranger  love, 
[Love  and  Nature  return  to  the  Scene, 
and  it  clouth. 

Thy.  After  my  sacrifice  of  tows  and  tbaoks. 
Let  me  embrace  with  revereoce.    Oh,  mj  life, 
And  better  soal !  joy  hath  possession  taken 
Of  all  my  faculties,  and  gives  a  welcome 
To  these  delights. 

BeL  Do  not  abuse  them  then. 
For  my  pure  substance  will  admit  no  mixture 
With  any  thing  that's  earthy,  lest  it  should 
Be  so  defiled.    Together  with  myself 
I  most  bestow  on  thee  two  different  servants: 
The  one  b  like  myself,  all  innocence ; 
The  other^s  clad  in  an  infernal  robe 
Of  malice  to  us,  and  will  tempt  thy  frailty 
To  loose  desires,  from  her  black  invention, 
•  Forging  aspersions  on  me,  to  divert 
Thy  love ;  which  I  so  prize,  my  bliss  or  ruin 
Hath  sole  dependance  on  it.    If  she  ur^ 
Those  accusations,  deaf  thy  understandmg 
To  her  suggestions,  and  inform  thy  reason 
Only  from  t'other,  who  best  knows  my  passions, 
Powers,  and  habits.    Thou  wast  made  for  me. 
To  be  my  instrument,  and  I  for  thee. 

Phy.  And  when  I  do  forsake  thee,  or  infect 
My  looser  thoughts  with  any  other  object 
Than  thy  wish'd  good,  may  I  be  made  the  ex- 
ample 
Of  imbecility,  the  spoil  of  time, 
Mockenr  of  fortune,  imaee  of  inconstancy. 
The  scale  of  envy  and  cdamity ; 
And  this  fair  structure  (now  by  these  upheld) 
Be  buried  in  its  own  and  their  sad  ruins. 

Cho.  I  am  angry  at  it.  We  shall  have  moral 
now  instead  of  martial  discipline.  Challenges  will 
be  proclaimed  cowardice ;  and  every  white-liver'd, 
silk-skinn'd  lady  courtier,  will  answer  a  man's  an- 
ger with,  **  if  It  were  not  for  the  law  and  con- 
science." If  uo  body  will  provoke  me,  I'll  quarrel 
with  myself. 

Phlegm.  Take  heed,  Choler,  of  a  halter.^ 

Cho.  Phlegm,  thou  art  a  mountebank,  and  I 
will  make  thee  quake. 

MeL  Not  so  hot,  good  Choler.  I  am  parta- 
king, and  as  discontented  at  this  match  as  envy 
can  make  me.    I  could  hatch  a  conspiracy  to  se- 


ver them,  should  cause  posterior  Attribute  all 
Matchiavillianism  to  Melancholy. 

Blood.  Blood*s  prevented ;  and  the  expecta- 
tion of  so  many  children,  begot  on  several  mo- 
thers, that  should  doat  on  the  quivering  of  my 
calves,  and  the  strength  of  my  back,  is  utteriy 
frustrate.    No  lady  of  liberty  must  admire  this 
passage,  or  that  skipping,  till  her  veins  swell  with 
my  Mdition.     I  must  no  more  run  here  and 
there  to  tickle  her  sense,  and  fright  the  green- 
sickness from  her  complexion. 
MeL  Shall  it  be  a  plot  ? 
Cho.  lje\^%  kill  them  presently. 
Phlegm.  But  the  means? 
BUk^  Why,  is  not  Phlegm  a  physician? 
Phy,  Come,  my  kind  servant^  let  your  active 
limbs 
Move  to  delight  us,  whilst  the  Spheres  agree 
To  guide  your  measures  with  their  harmony. 
[A  Dance,  wherein  the  Complexiont  esprets 
themteivet   in  their  differencet ;    the  two 
Genii  alwcttft  opposite  in  the  Figure,  and 
the  Malus  Genius  stealing  many  timet  to 
Physander,  whitpert  in  hit  Ear. 
1  am  disturbed  within ;  a  new  desire 
Whets  appetite  of  pleasure  in  some  change, 
Such  as  may  touch  the  sense  without  a  scruple 
Of  wedlock's  breach.    Hence  with  these  laws  of 

conscience. 
That  would  set  limits  to  wbat*s  infinite. 
Two  kisses  more  will  cloy  me :  nought  can  relish 
But  variation. 

M.  Gen.  Hearken  then  to  me : 
Leave  this'  strict  bride,  tliat  curbs  licentious  will^ 
And  reins  it  with  her  temperai:oe.    Liberty 
Makes  delight  full  and  swelling :  it  must  feed 
On  several  objects,  else  'twill  glut  itself 
Into  a  loathiflff. 

Phy»  I  appraud  thy  counsel. 
And  am  prepared  to  act  it. 

Be/.  Ha !  Physander ! 
So  suddenly  forgetful  of  thy  vows, 
Before  full  consummation  of  those  rites 
Crown  bridegrooms  happy  ? 

B.  Gen.  Be  not  thus  misled 
By  her  malicious  envy.    She  but  shews  thee 
The  easy  path  to  ruin;  whose  broad  entrance, 
Painted  with  falsest  pleasures,  ends  in  a  point 
Of  all  the  ills  attend  our  misery 
Contracted  into  one.    Though  virtue's  way 
Be  hard,  and  straight  to  enter,  yet  the  end 
Reachetlj  to  heaven,  where  her  fair  hand  bestows 
Wreaths  of  bright  stars  to  crown  deservii^ brows. 
Phy.  Whisper  that  still ;  each  accent's  musicaU 
The  mere  conceit  of  it  makes  me  immortaL 

rroM.GEir, 
Hence;  tliy  converse  is  hateful.    Til  not  tie 
Desire  to  such  embraces.    I'll  enjoy 
A  mistress  free  and  sportive,  that  can  vary 


^  Take  heed,  Choler,  of  a  Aaft«r— This  Is  n  play  on  the  word  Collar^ 
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AH  rimpn  of  dalliance,  and  present  delight 
Each  mioate  in  a  sereral  fiA8hion.'--rr(>  B.  Geh. 
Guide  me,  HI  follotf.  [)b  M.  Gen. 

Com.  And  we  will  attend*  [Eteunt. 

Bel  Wretched  fiellanima,  that  in  the  iuBtanc 
Of  thy  expected  comfort,  shoald'st  be  thrown 
Below  all  misety !  O  that  lustful  sense 


Should  cause  diforcehetivtxt  OS  1  I  am  lost 
Almost  beyond  raoorery,  since  my  j 
Must  be  partaking  of  bis  hated  ills : 
Such  is  the  fate  of  wedlock.    His  a 
In  false  delights^  must  be  my  poaisbment. 

[ExU  w%tk  Boaut  Gevius. 


ACT    UL 


Phtsakder  richltf  habited^  Malus  Gemeus, 
the  Fout  CampUxionM, 

Fhy,  Fm  bravely  fitted :  these  are  fitttf^  or- 
naments. 
Come,  my  best  prompter,  with  endean>ur^s  wiugs 
Let's  cut  the  air,  and  strain  our  motion, 
Till  we  attain  this  bower  of  Sensuality. 
And  let  the  repetition  of  her  praise 
Sweeten  my  psunfiil  longings.    My  desire 
Feels  many  throes  of  trairaU,  till  deliver'd 
Of  its  sweet  issue. 

M.  Gen.  Yon  must  suffer  for*t 
Pleasures,  whose  me^ns  are  easy,  in  the  end 
Do  loie  themselves.    Thin^  only  are  esteem'd 
And  valued  b^  their  ac<|uisition. 
Should  you  wm  her  delights  without  some  pains, 
They  would  not  relish.    Whilst  your  expectation 
Labours  with  the  event,  prepare  yourself 
To  Court  it  bravely.    She's  high-spirited. 
And  will  not  stoop  to  every  common  bait 
That  catcheth  easy  wantonness. 

Thy.  What's  the  best? 

Cho.  A  rough  soldier's  phrase ;  a  strong  back, 
and  a  brawny  limb;  bait  her  with  these,  she'll 
bite  home.  If  she  be  coy,  kick  her  in  the  breech, 
and  cry  farewell.  After  a  few  dissembling  tears, 
shell  yield  with  the  greater  appetite.  If  she  re- 
fused me,  Td  kill  her. 

Blood*  Could  you  but  dance,  sir,  and  Sh^w 
yourself  acuve  before  her,  it  were  impossible  for 
her  to  hold  out  till  the  discovery  of  one  knave 
amongst  many  officers.  Dancing  is  the  most  ta* 
king.  If  a  man  rise  well,  his  mistress  cannot 
chuse  but  fall. 

Phlegm.  Court  her  with,  solid  language,  and 
such  discourse  as  may  relish  of  aged  experience. 


Express  your  thoughts  sodi,  and  your  actioos 
such,  as  she  may  conceive  judgment  to  be  en- 
tail'd  upon  you.  If  she  be  virtuous,  that  wins 
upon  her  soul ;  and  let  your  phyucian  alone  with 
her  body.  If  she  be  wanloB,  Pblegm  can  adnu- 
nister  provocatives^ 

AfeL  Might  I  advise  yon,  sir,  a  paasioiMate 
courtship  were  more  powerfvl.  Let  a  sigh  be 
the  period  of  every  amorous  sentence.  Sing  her 
some  pathetic  madrigal,  M\  of  croaatic  flats : 
'twill  flharpen  her.  I  would  have  all  lovers  beg^ 
and  end  their  prick-song^  with  laekrymis,^  till 
they  have  wept  themself^  as  dry  as  I  aas. 

Pl^.  Tlie  air,  methinks,  begins  nnon  a  sodden 
To  be  perfumed,  as  if  Arabian  winds 
Scattered  tlieir  spices  loosely  on  the  face 
Of  some  rich  earth,  fruitfni  with  aromatts. 
Music  breathes  forth  the  soul  of  harmony. 

Ho#  eagerly  my  senses  catdi  these  objects ! 


Enter  the  Five  Senses. 

But  what  are  thc^se  ? 

Jf .  Gen,  Servants  to  Sensoalit^f, 
That  wait  her  will,  and  with  a  diligence 
Becoming  doty  do  prepNsre  her  pleasures. 
They're  sent  to  entertain  you« 

Phy.  What  their  names 
And  offices  ? 

Seeing.  Seeing,  mine,  sir.  I  am  my  lady's  cham- 
bermaid, and  tSSb  dau^ter  of  a  glass-maker.  A 
Eiece  of  brittle  ware,  and  apt  to  be  crac^d.  I 
ave  been  often  cemented  together,  but  could 
never  hold  above  a  month.  Through  me,  nr, 
you  may  see  my  lad? 's  sedielSB ;  and  mine  ofwn  are 
at  your  service,  when  you  shall  command  their 
revelation. 


'  pridi'tong—'The  difference  between  prick^soog  and  pIaki*8ong,  fenm  freqaeafly  used  by  co 

rary  writers,  waf,  that  the  fonner  was  to  caHed,  hi  regard  that  the  harmony  was  written  ar  pricked 
down  t  whereas  ia  the  other,  it  rested  ia  ihe  will  af  th^  singer,  aod  wai  fcaUy  ao  mOre  than  a  species  of 
extempore  music.    See  8ir  John  Hawkins's  HUtory  o/Mutic^  Vol.  11.  p.  S4S, 

6  lichryma-^So  In  Matsinger't  Picture^  A*  5.  8.  last. 


"  — ^- li  your  Theoito 

Turn'd  to  a  distaff,  signior?  and  yoar  voice, 
With  which  yoa  chanted  room  for  a  histy  galtant, 
Tum'd  to  the  note  of  2arrym«'" 

Th«Muid4>fHonMur^X*U&.U 
"  Or  with  the  hilts,  thunder  about  your  ears 
Sach  music,  as  wUI  nake  your  worships  daace 
To  the  doleful  tune  of  LacriiM.'* 
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Hear.  Mj  iMHDe'i  Ueuruig.  I  and  iiBber  of  tfie 
hall,  aod  tbe  troiup?(  that  piwaims  dimier  ready, 
wilhgeo(&enicmaiKi:paopwa.  When  n^  lady  ra- 
moves  to  hec  eity-privaigr»  (for  she  ka»p»  oMn 
house  IB  the  coaatry,)  I  aip  iM  fofomao  at  her 
«ite,  with  aa  iDStraniea^  ^  oorrection  for  difl  of- 
fftDsire  beggan.  If  you  Un^  noiaek  ^$  m  ^^^ 
and  myself  are  at  your  service. 

Fhy,  Pray,  4i\  your  mllle^ 

SmeL  Mine  is  Smelling.  I  am  b^  lady's  hool^ 
man,  and  keep  some  lei^r  beagles  for  her  cham- 
ber use,  to  eicuse  the  freeuess  of  her  qeoossily's 
eruptions.^  I  play  the  gardener  likewise,  and 
attend  her  always  when  she  goes  to  pluck  a  rose. 
My  mistress  Cloaca  had  a  very  stipking  breath, 
before  Misackmos  perfumed  her, '  and  she  is  now 
grown  less  common,  than  when  her  imperfections 
lay  open.  When  you  will  use  me,  sir,  you  shall 
always  have  me  under  your  nose. 

Fht/,  And  what's  your's? 

Ta$,  Tasting,  mine,  sir.  I  am  my  lady's  cook, 
and  king  of  the  kitchen ;  where  I  rule  the  roMtt, 
command  imperiously,  and  am  a  very  tyrant  in 
my  office.  My  subjects  being  all  soldiers,  are 
daily  encountered  by  most  fierce  stomachs,  and 
nerqr  return  but  maim'd  and  dismewber'd, — 
Brawn,  beef,  and  pork,  are  always  mustered  in 
the  van,  and  bring  up  veal,  mutton,  minced-pye, 
goose,  turkey,  duck,  and  so  fortb>  I  have  a  sort 
of  cowardly'custards,  borp  in  the  city,  but  bred 
op  at  court,  that  quake  for  fear;  yet  are  as  vali- 
ant in  suffering  as  the  rest,  and  are  all  overcome, 
even  by  the  women,,  with  much  noise.  I  then 
send  forth  a  fresh  supply  of  rabbits,  pheasant, 
kid,  partridge,  quail,  lark,  plover,  teal,  tarts,  &c. 
with  a  French  troop  of  pnlpatoons,^  mackarooos, 
kickshaws,  grand  and  exc^lent.  The  battle  end- 
ed, I  survey  the  field;  and  those  whom  I  find 
untouch*d,  I  place  in  garrison  in  my  larder;  the 
rest  endure  a  new  and  fierce  assault  by  the  vali- 


ant serying-^men.  I  then  repair  mv  broken  annyt 
see  their  overthrow  at  supper,  drink  myself  drunk, 
ga  to  bed,  and  mj  that  day's  fury's  over.  I*U  be 
your  servant,  air,  in  spite  of  your  teeth. 

PAy.  Now  yours  ? 

IbttcA.  Touching,  mine.  I  am  my  lady's  gen- 
tleman-nsher,  aod  kill  spiders  for  her  monkey.  I 
am  always  her  foremap  in  public,  and  sometunes 
in  private;  whiqb  makes  wa^r  for  me  to  her  fa- 
vour in  reversion,  if  she  survive  two  or  three  de- 
fecthre  husbaiMl^  and  her  yet  uqeloy'd  appetite 
can  pretend  an  eipectation  of  issue.  Meantime, 
a  handful  of  erin^oes,  and  a  little  tickling,  weds 
me  and  the  waiting-women  in  her  closet  with 
more  vqws  and  protestations  than  a  wanting  gal- 
lant makes  when  he  borrows  money.  We  will 
conduct  my  lady  to  her  bower,  where  she  prepares 
to  entertain  you.  fExit. 

Phy,  Metbinks  I  am  traasform'd  into  a  happi- 
ness 
Cannot  be  figured.    If,  before  enjoying. 
The  expectation  can  beget  such  bliss, 
What  will  possession  ? 

Phlegm,  Shall  I  question  yon,  sir  cook  ? 

Tas,  Questionless,  a  cook  can  answer  a  phy- 
sician. 

Phlegm,  What  phyncal  observations  have  you 
in  your  sauces,  and  condiments?  Shall  1  instruct 
you? 

Tas:  I  thank  you,  sir.  My  method  is  to  dress 
pheasant,  parcndge,  and  coney  for  lords,  but 
their  ladies  many  times  make  the  sauce.  The 
waiting-women  are  fed  witli  wagtails.  I  prepare 
tongues  for  lawyers;  most  commonly  woodcocks 
for  aldermen's  heirs;  and  middings  for  costive 
citizen^;  whose  wives  must  have  Qeah  of  a  court- 
dressing,  or  their  bellies  will  never  be  full.  Vour 
projectors  feed  upon  calves  brains,  aod  your  stu- 
dents upon  innocent  mutton. 

CAa.  I  hope,  sir,  our  after-familiarity  will  be 


7  Some  ksier  beagles  for  her  ckamier  mm,  to  ejcuae^  &c.— So  ia  the  old  black  letter  Book  of  ^unlya^t, 
&c.  *'  Smal  ladi  popies,  that  bare  awai  the  fleas  and  diven  $malfautti.**    8. 

^  My  mistress  Cloaca  had  a  vcrif  stinking  Ar«atA,  before  Misackmos  perfumed  &er— In  the  yeat  159^, 
Sir  John  iiarrin^ton  pablished  a  tract,  iotitled,  **  A  new  Ducoorse  of  a  stale  Sut^ject,  caHed  the  Meta- 
morphosis of  Ajax.  Written  by  Mlsacmos,  to  his  Friend  and  Coeln,  Pbilostilpnos.  London  :  printed  by 
Jlichard  Field,'*  8vo.  This  work,  which  the  title-page  points  oot  the  subject  of,  is  executed  with  a 
considerable  degree  of  bomour,  and  is  frequently  alluded  to  by  contemporary  writers;  as  in  Shakespeare^s 
Lovers  Labour*s  Lost,  A.  5.  S.  S.  aod  the  several  writers  quoted  by  Mr  Steevens,  in  his  note  on  that  passage. 
It  is  remaricable,  that  for  writing  this  pamphlet.  Sir  John  fell  mto  disgrace  with  Queen  Klisabetfa.  Mr 
Robert  Markbam  writing  to  him,  two  years  after.  In  I69H,  says,  *^ Since  your  departure  flrom  hence,  you 
have  been  spoke  of,  and  withe  no  ill  will«  both  by  the  nobles  and  the  queene  herself.  Your  booke  is  al- 
raoste  forgiven,  and  1  may  say  forgotten )  but  oot  fpr  its  lacke  of  wyt  or  satyr.  Those  whooie  you  fear- 
ed moste,  are  now  bosoming  themselves  in  the  qneene's  grace ;  and,  though  her  bigbnesse  signified  dis- 
pleasure in  outwarde  sorte,  yet  she  did  like  the  marrow  of  your  booke, — Your  great  eoemye,  sir  James, 
did  once  mention  the  Star  Chamber;  but  your  good  esteem  in  better  mioses,  outdid  bis  endeav<»r»,  and 
all  is  sUente  a^lne.  The  Queene  Is  minded  to  take  you  to  her  favour ;  but  she  sweartb,  that  she  be- 
lieves you  will  make  epigrams,  and  write  Misacmos  again,  on  her  and  all  the  courte.  She  hath  been 
heard  to  say.  That  merry  poet,  her  godson,  must  vot  come  to  Greenwich,  till  he  hath  grown  sober,  and 
leaveth  the  ladies  sportes  and  frolicks.  She  did  conceive  much  disquiet,  on  being  tolde  you  had  armed 
a  shafte  at  Leicester.  I  wishe  you  knew  the  aether  ef  (hat  ill  deed,  I  would  oot  be  In  his  bfsr  Jerkin  for 
a  tboosAod  markes.'*— >Ntigc  Jntifum,  Vol.  IL  p.  842, 

9  Pulpatoons'^U  e.  Pulpamenta^  delicatef. 
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the  often  taking  down  of  Choleras  ftomach.    We 
should  agree  well :  we  both  love  fire. 

Tas.  And  C holer  shall  not  want  his  brawn, 
whilst  cookery  and  winter  feasts  last  I  mast  in 
and  look  to  rojr  roast,  of  which  at  dinner  you 
shall  mOst  pleuttfolly  taste.  [ExU, 

Phy,  I  am  inflamed.    My  appetite  begins 
To  bum  with  hot  desires;  and  if  protraction 
Delay  their  satisfying,  the/11  consame 
Themsekes  and  me. 

M.  Gtn,  She  comes ;  these  sounds  iorerun  her. 

[During  thefoUoming  Song,  the  third  Scene  i$ 
tHicotferedj  being  apletuant  Arbour ^  with  per^ 
^l^ectivet  behind  it,  of  a  magnifique  Buildmg  : 
la  the  midst  ^Aere^  Sensuality  st^s. 

THE  SONG. 

FUm^flom  delight. 
And  pleasures  swell  to  height ; 
Drown  e7>ery  eye  withjofj/ul  tears, 

And  fill  the  ears 
With  sounds  harmonious  as  the  spheres. 
Let  every  sense  be  ravished  quite 
With  a  large  fulness  of  delights 

Chorus. 

Join,  all  ye  instruments  of  pleasure, 
And,  from  tlC  abundance  qfyour  treasure, 
Chuse  out  one  t*  enrich  this  bower. 
And  make  thee  mistress  of  this  paramour. 

Phy,  Elysium  sure  is  here,  and  that  eternity 
I  lately  dream'd  of ! 

Sen.  Let  mine  eyes  first  gaze 
Upon  his  figure.    Tis  a  heavenly  creature, 
And  worthy  my  embraces :  I  have  Tct 
Conversed  with  earthy  shapes,  the  baser  issue 
Of  that  gross  element;  but  here's  a  form 
Mingled  with  fire,  that  moves  the  soul  of  sense, 
And  kindles  passion  in  me.    What  was  she 
Durst  aim  to  prepossess  herself  of  him 
My  mouth  can  only  challenge  ?  Welcome,  sir. 
If  my  expressions  suit  not  entertainment 
Of  such  a  guest,  creation  must  be  blamed, 
That  gave  none  other;  for  whateer  in  nature 
Is  found  that  can  aflfect  you,  here  'tis  stored ; 
And  shall  be  all  exhausted  to  declare 
How  much  I  love  you. 

Phy.  You  enthrone  me,  lady. 
In  happiness,  above  the  difference 
Of  that  my  birth  can  boast  You  make  me  per-, 

feet; 
And  every  touch  of  this  delicious  hand, 
Cheek,  lip,  immortalize  me. 

Sen,  Open  ray  treasure. 
And  let  it  waste  to  emptiness.    WilPt  please 
Thine  eyes  ?  We'll  mount  a  chariot  made  of  dia- 
monds, 


Whose  Ii^t*s  reflectkm  shall  create  a  dav 
In  the  Cmmierian  valleys.    From  some  heigbt 
We  will  sorvev  the  earth,  and,  where  weak  beams 
Cannot  evtend  themselves,  well  have  an  optic 
Shall  show  us  in  an  instant  all  the  hemisphere. 
Well  see  the  fair  Arcadian  virgins  hont 
In  their  Parthenian  groves.    We'll  coant  tbe 


Lurk  in  Hircania's  dens ;  nomber  tbe  pines 
That  crown  Lyoeus.  *® 

Pfy.  You  are  the  only  object 
Mine  eyes  would  gaze  at 

Sen.  Would  thine  ears  be  blest 
With  pleasing  sounds?  The  airy  choristers 
Shall  strain  their  throats  by  art,  and  harmony 
Call  down  the  spheres  to  make  her  ooooert  op. 

Phy,  Your  words  are  only  music. 

Sen.  For  thy  smell, 
Sal  A  shall  be  translated  where  thou  goest, 
And  strew  thy  path  with  spices.    PantheiV  skim 
Shall  be  thy  couch,  and  amber  pave  the  floor 
Where  thy  foot  treads. 

Phy,  This  breath's  perfume  enough 
To  create  a  phoenix. 

Sen.  Would'st  delight  thy  taste  ? 
Then  Samian  peacocks,  and  Arobradan  kids; 
Hens  of  Numidia,  pheasants,  phenicopters^ 
Tartesian  lampreys,  eels  of  Benacus, 
Cockles  of  Lucrine,  Eleusinian  plaise. 
Shall  fill  thy  dish,  and  thousand  changes  more 
To  whet  new  appetite.    Shalt  drink  no  wine, 
But  what  Falemus  or  Catebriaii  Aulon 
Yield  from  their  grapes. 

Phy.  This  kits  is  more  than  nectar. 

Sen,  Shalt  sleep  upon  a  bed  of  purest  down, 
Driven  from  white  necks  of  Cayster's  swaos, 
And  Penens's  sparrows.    With  Assyrian  silb 
ra  clothe  thy  body. 

Phy,  But  this  touch  is  softer. 
You  ravish  me  with  joys  beyond  expression. 

Cho.  Why,  this  is  rare.    I  am  not  angry. 

Blcod.  I  am  very  joyful :  this  tickles  me. 

Phlegm,  And  makes  me  young. 

MeL  And  me  merry. 

Tas*  Now,  my  licentiate  murderer,  what  ssj 
you  to  a  dish  of  gluttony,  will  breed  the  gmit  in 
a  lord  before  a  beggar  can  break  his  fast  with  it? 
Are  not  we  cooks  good  instruments?  who,  toge- 
ther with  an  hospital  of  sin,  cause  diseases  faster 
than  you  can  cure  them  ? 

Sen.  A  livelier  music;  come,  sweet-heart,  well 
dance. 

A  familiar  Country  Dance. 

How  doth  my  sweet-heart  like  it? 
I  do  not  with  an  oeconomic  strictness 
Observe  my  servants,  and  direct  their  actions  : 
Pleasure  is  free. 


'^  /vyconii.— A  mountain  to  Arcadia. 
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Enter  Bsllaviha  in  maummgf  Bohus 
Genius. 

Bat  what  sad  object's  this? 
BeL  I  come  to  snatch  a  hasband  from  thine 


Lascii4oas  8tr<im|»t  1  tboo,  whose  looser  ejes 
BewMh'd  his  in  afibction,  and  enticed 
His  thou|^bts  intiti  wanton  appetite  of  sense. 
From  my  chaste  lov^    Doth  not  Physander  see 
Rain  hid  umler  every  bait  of  pleasure 
She  laye  to  catch  him  ? 

Sen*  Laogh  at  her,  sweet^ieart; 
Thou  art  secure  in  these  embraces. 

B^/.  Do  not 
AiflKot  me  thos.    Those  false  dissembHott  kisses 
WouncI  me  to, death.    Return  unto  my  wisom, 
That  nefdr  lAiall  be  warm  with  others'  toodu 
She's  tetamitiii,  and  witl  ttAx  her  lustful  blo6d 
'Even  with  beasts. 

Sen.  *Tis  but  ber  eni7  to  me. 

Bel,  Let  not  her  Syren  diarms  bewitch  thee 
thus 
Unto  a  Aipwrecfc.    Cvery  ttnile  of  hers' 
Shadows  a  rock  to  split  thee :  in  w  arms 
Shalt  sleep  as  salens  if  thectouds  md  guard  thee. 
Am  I  not  faif  ?  sboot  not  mftie  eyes  a  fiite 
As  lively?  gro«r  nottoloufs  oh  my  cheeks, 
Briehter  than  those  that  paint  her  rottenness  f 
And  win  Physandefr  teate  me  ?  Did  I  not 
Forsake  the  ethereal  palace  of  my  father. 
To  be  thine  only  ?  ahd  a  whore  to  rival  me  ! 
Oh  misenr ! 

Pky.  Th'  art  barren  of  those  pleasures 
I  lMi«  mftjoyw 

-  joeL  W^s  pICBSuiie^r  ]^|nded  ones. 
To  mock  thy  sense;  ^ir  insiders  Uttemess. 
Retom !  with  me  shalt  find  deligbts^ 
As  far  exceeding  these,  as  the  great  day«star 


His  pale  cheekM  sifter,  or  night's  lesser  beaaties. 
A  tlKMtsand  winged  intelligences  daily 
Shall  be  thy  nnnisters,  and  from  all  parts 
Inform  thee  of  the  world's  new  accidents. 
Shalt,  fW>m  their  scanning,  frame,  by  my  advice. 
Rales  of  prevention ;  shalt  command  all  arts, 
As  hand-maids ;  shalt  converse  with  heaven  and 

anjeels; 
And  after  all,  FlI  bring  thee  to  Elysium. 
Cold  there  compels  no  use  of  rugged  furs, 
Nor  makes  the  mountains  barren.    There's  n6 

dog 
To  rage  and  sooilch  the  harvest  labourer; 
Whilst  the  lascivious  landlord  wastes  the  in- 
crease 
In  prodigal  cpntrivement^  how  to  allay 
The  furious  heat  with  artificial  snows. 
And  drinks  his  wine  in  ice.    Spring's  always 

there,  * 

And  paints  the  vaBeys;  whilst -a  temperate  air 
Sweeps  their  embroider'd  face  with  his  cori*d  gales, 
And  preatlfts  perfumes,  no  Persian  aromats, 
Pontic  amomus,'or  Indian  balsam 
Can  imhate.    There  night  doth  never  spread 
Her  ebon  wings;  but  day-light's  always  there, 
Ai^  one  j>lest  season  crowns  die  eternal  year. 

Pky.  in  hear-  no  more :  nor  can  I  be  so  ere* 
dulous, 
BEaviift  possession,  to  expect  such  fables. 
Here  f  am  fix'd. 

Be/.  And  I.  made  miserable. 

Sen,  Let's  in  to  feast,  and  revel ;  and  at  night 
Shalt  be  posses^  of  a  more  full  deWght,  [Exeunt, 

BeL  Thus  doth  chaste  wedlock  suffer.    Hea- 
venly servant, 
Whisper  some  powerful  counsel  In  his  ear. 
That  may  reclaim  hhn.    If  it  works,  return. 
And  bring  m^  comfort,  who  till  then  must  mourn. 
[Exeunt  teveralfy* 


ACT  IV. 


TastinO;  ike  famr  Cmplexiem  drunk^  each  ha- 
ving  a  bottle  of  wine  in  his  hand» 

Tas.  The  other  health,  my  boys. 

PhL  No  more  health,  if  you  lote  me* 

Ta$.  Indeed  health  agrees  not  with  your  pro- 
fession. 

Cko,  But  we  will  have  more  healthy  and  less 
health,  or  I  will  make  a  close-stool  pan  of  your 
physician's  noddle. 

Tat.  Good  brother  Choler,  be  paeiAed. 

CAo.  I  will  not  be  pacified.  He  that  denies 
health,  let  him  think  himself  dead  ere  he  pro« 
notmce  it.    Cboler*s  dry. 

Mel,  So  b  Melancholy. 


Bio.  Bbod  woald  be  heated  better, 
PhL  And  Phlegm  moistened. 
CAo.  Blood's  a  skip-jack,  and  I  will  make  him 
caper. 

Tat.  Nay,  brother  Choler,  thou  art  so  cross. 
MeL  AAd  wili  sbe  tiot  retum  ?  then  may  die 

•UQ 

Stable  bis  bones  ever,  and  no  day 
Gild  the  bkick  air  with'  light !  If  in  mine  eje 
She  be  not  placed,  what  object  can  delifiht  it  ? 
Tat*  Excellent  anuMist !    Here's  to  thee^  Mc^ 

kncholy. 
MeL  What  do  I  see?  blush, gray-eyed  morq,*'^ 
aBdq>read 


!'  Bluthp  grmf'eyed  mom, 

'^  The  graif'^ed  mam  smiles  on  the  firewall^;  "H^^ 
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**  Cbeckerlag  the  eaitern  clouds  with  streaks  of  light.** 

Borneo  and  Juliet^  A.  8.  S,  S, 
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Thy  purple  shame  apon  the  rooantain  tops : 
Or  pale  thyself  with  envy,  Mnce  ht  le  comes 
A  bri):hter  Venub  thau  the  duJi-eyed  star 
That  lighrb  thee  up 

Tom,  Very  fine !  Melancholy  hath  been  some 
neitlt'Cted  courtier;  he's  perfect  m  she  flaitery. 
If  I  e  mistake  me  tor  the  idol  of  his  passiou,  111 
abuse  hitii. 

MeL  On  let  roe  kiss  those  pair  of  red*twined 
cherries. 
That  do  di-til  nepenthe.'^ 

To*,  Kiss,  and  spare  not. 
Bite  not  the  cnerry-»tones  and  eat,  I  care  not 
JdeL  Ob  turn  not  from  me;  let  me  smell  the 
gums, 
Which  thy  rich  breath  creates. 

Tatt.  As  for  my  gums,  you'll  find 
Sweeter  here.    1  have  i>o  rotten  teeth  behind. 
Bio,  This  leg's  not  ri^ht. 
Tat.  i  know  it.    Tis  my  left, 
Bio  Carry  your  toes  wider. 
TaSn  lake  heed  tliat  I  foot  not  too. 
Bio,  Now  do  your  sinque  pace ''  cleanly. 
Tm.  My  binque  pace  cleanly  !  A  cook  defies  it. 
Cho.  You  lie.too  open.    Guard  yourself  bet- 
ter, or  1  shall  bang  your  coat. 

thl  Tis  a  dangerous  water.    Here's  an  hy- 
postasis '^  argues  a  very  bad  stomach. 

Tas.  Some  soldier,  perhaps,  that  wants  hit  pay. 
Phi.  This  sediment  betokens  a  great  swelling 


in  the  belly. 

Ttu.  *Tis  some  chamber-maid,  sick  of  a  mid- 
wife's timpany. 

FhL  *'rwere  good  she  changed  air.  Remove 
her  into  the  aiuntry,  and  if  she  fall  again  into  the 
green- sickness,  she  knuws  the  cure.  This  water 
argues  a  great  heartpbuming. 

Tas,  Tis  a  lover's  that :  or  some  miser's,  that 
drank  smali-beer  in  the  dog-days  at  his  own 
charges. 

FhL  The  owner  of  this  hath  an  imposthame  in 
his  head,  and  'tis  near  breaking. 

Tat.  Perhaps  'tis  a  fencers,  or  some  shop- 
keeper's, whose  wife  sells  under-luuMl  by  retail. 


I  PhL  Let  him  compound  for  his  l%ht  wife,  and 
he  may  be  cored  witboot  the  charity  of  an  hos- 
pital. 

Enter  Pbtsanoer  iiek, 

Phf.  How  on  a  sodden  m  v  delights  are  donded  f 

As  when  a  surfeit  makes  the  pleasant  dish 

That  caused  it  more  distasteful  than  th'  ofieooe 

Of  any  bitter  potion.    My  dull'd  senses 

Relish  no  objects.    Colours  do  not  take 

My  filmed  eyes.    Mine  ears  are  deaf  to  umtdt. 

Though  by  a  chorus  of  those  lovely  maidi^ 

Which  Jove  begot  on  fiur  Mnemosyne^ 

Sung  to  Apollo's  harp. 

Tat,  Is  it  thereabouts  ?  HI  play  die  state  knave, 

and  inform  presently.  [fxie. 

Ph^,  Sickness  begins 

To  make  this  frame  her  mansion.  Fevers  bom  it^ 

And  shake  the  weak  foundation :  then  a  ooid 

Chills  it  again,  as  if  a  thousand  winters. 

Contracted  into  one,  scatter'd  their  snow 

With  northern  blasts,  and  froie  die  very  centre. 

Palsies  disjoint  the  fabric;  loosen  all 

rhe  house-supporters,  and  at  length  they  fall. 

Help  me,  good  senrants  ! 

Phi.  We  cannot  help  ourselves. 

Cho.  Let's  kill  him,  or  he'll  kill  us. 

Mei.  Phlegm,  do  you  choke  him. 

Bio.  I'll  empty  his  veins. 

Cho.  I'll  do  it.  Blood's  not  worthy  the  annlov- 
ment.  ''        '•^-i^wj- 

B/o.  Worthier  than  Choler. 
Cho.  Thou  liest  in  thy  throat 
Bio,  Thou  hast  inflamed  me. 
[TheyfaU  together  by  theeart,  and  Phtsak. 
DER,  weakly  endeavouring  to  oari  them. 

rAy.  Hold,  I  conunand  you :  how  dare  je  in* 

Upon  my  weakness  thus  ?  Oh,  I  am  woanded. 
Perfidious  villams  ?  was  this  treachery    ^^ 
Your  duties  act?  What  furvprompted  ye 
To  such  inhuman  violence  ?  Will  no  hand 
Of  art  or  heaven  supply  me  widi  abahn? 


»^  VfepeHtke,'^Sptmei^$  description  of  this  cordial  is  as  follows  t 
Fairy  Queen^  B.  4.  C.  3.  ^t.  43. 
**  ^  epeotbe  is  a  di inck  of  soverayne  grace 
'*  Devized  by  the  gods  for  to  aiswage         ' 

Which  stirs  op  anguish  and  contentions  ngt  • 

Instead  thereof,  sweet  peace  and  qaiet  ace 
"  It  doth  esublish  in  the  troubled  niynd. 

f  ew  men,  but  soc6  as  sober  are  and  sace. 
«  n  ?  ^^^^  ^^  **  ^'^"^"^  thereof  assvS'd ; 

•♦  %i«rt«i»— "  In  medicine,  the  fcdiment  of  the  nrioe.  or  tbat  tbiric  i.—  ""^ 

sukidei,  ud  Kttlet  at  tbe  hottom."~.Qkmtm$ Dictbm«^  '^^  '"■^^  P«rt  .f  the  ariwt  wkick 
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Then  I  must  die,  and  bury  all  my  glories 
Ere  they  are  fully  gazed  at.    Why  did  Nature 
Produce  me  for  her  darling,  and  oot  arm 
My  (Musive  body  with  a  proof  'gainst  thunder? 

Enier  Sensuality,  the  Jive  Senses, 

Oh  thou  in  whose  embraces  I  have  slept 
And  dreamt  of  heaven,  when  my  waking  sense 
Possessed  delights  in  thee,  I  seem'd  to  ride 
Commanding  pleasure,  as  if  she  had  been 
My  captive,  and  her  spoils  enrich'd  the  triumph ; 
Help  now  to  save  me :  or  with  wonted  kisses 
Make  me  to  lose  the  sense  of  this  great  pain 
My  bleeding  wounds  inflict    Let  me  expire 
Within  thv  bosom,  and  I  shall  forget 
That  death  hath  any  horror. 

Sen,  This  Physander ! 
I  know  him  not    The  bloody  spectacle 
Is  too  ofiensive ;  would  it  were  removed  ! 

lbs.  Please  you.  Til  carry  the  calf  into  my 
slaughtei^house.  But  I  fear  he  will  hardly  be 
dressed  for  your  ladyship's  tooth :  he  hath  bled 
too  much  to  be  sweet  flesh. 

Phy.  Not  know  me,  lady !  how  am  I  trans- 
formed? 
The  sand  of  many  minutes  hath  oot  fallen 
From  time's  grey  glassy  since  you  vouchsafed  te 

call  me 
Lord  of  yourself  and  pleasures. 

Sen.  Let  me  have 
Another  sweetheart ;  one  whose  lusty  heat 
May  warm  my  bosom.    Gather  all  the  flowers 
Tempe  is  painted  with,  and  strew  his  way. 
Translate  my  bower  to  Turia's  rosy  banks ; 
There,  with  a  chorus  of  sweet  nightingales, 
Make  it  continual  spring.    If  the  sun's  rays 
Ofiend  his  tender  skin,  and  make  it  sweat, 
Fan  him  with  silken  wings  of  mildest  air. 
Breathed  by  Etesian  winds.    The  briskest  nectar 
Shall  be  his  drink,  and  all  th'  Ambrosian  cates 
Art  can  devise  for  wanton  appetite. 
Furnish  his  banquet.    As  his  senses  tire, 
Vary  the  object    Let  deliehu  be  link'd : 
So  in  a  circled  chain  no  end  we  see, 
Pleasure  is  only  my  eternity.  [Exeunt. 

Dts,  Sick  sir,  farewell*    By  that  time  you  are 
dead, 
I  will  have  made  you  a  caudle.  [Exit, 

Fhy,  I  sure  have  dream'd;  all  past  was  but 
illusion. 
Hold  out,  ye  bloodless  organs,  until  I 
Have  rail'cl  upon  this  strumpet,  then  HI  die. 


Enter  the  two  Genii  teoerally. 

How  my  distraction  swells  my  tongue  with  curses  ^ 
That  I  could  shoot  thd  poison  of  a  basilisk 
From  my  inflam'd  eyes,  or  infect  tiie  air 
With  my  last  breath  to  kill  her ! 

M.  Gen,  Ha,  ha,  he  ! 

Phif,  Nho'i  that  can  laugh  at  misery  ? 

M.Gen.  'Tis  1, 
That  triumph  in  thy  ruin.    I  contrived  it. 
And  caused  divorce  betwixt  thee  and  thy  wife; 
Whom  now  I  will  torment-  [Exit, 

Phy.  That  wound  is  deeper 
Than  all  the  rest    Calling  to  mind  my  ills. 
That  left  a  chaste  wife  for  the  loose  embraces 
Of  Sensuality,  a  painted  whore, 
Common  with  beasts.  Death,  hold  thy  ashy  haodi 
Till  I  am  reconciied  to  my  BeUanima; 
Then  strike,  and  spare  not 

B.  Gen,  Fix'd  in  that  resolution, 
Fil  bring  her  to  thee.  [Exii, 

Phy,  Diat's  my  good  Genius. 
The  horrors  of  a  thousand  nights  made  black 
With  pitchy  tempests,  and  the  moon*s  defect. 
When  she's  affrighted  with  the  bowlings  of 
Crotonean  wolves,   and  groans  of  dyiue  man* 

drakes," 
Gather'd  for  charms;   the  screech-owl's  fatal 

dirge. 
And  ghosts  disturb'd  by  furies  fVom  their  peaoe^ 
Are  all  within  me. 

Enter  Bellanima,  Bonus  Genius. 

B.  Gen,  Wounded  by  the  hands 
Of  his  distemper'd  servants,  that  are  fled. 

BeL  Look  up,  Physander  I  I  am  come  to  help 
thee, 
Not  to  afflict;  I  share  thy  suflerines. 
There's  not  an  anguish,  but  it  is  inflicted 
As  equally  on  me.    Why  would  Physander 
Cut  wedlock's  gordian,  and,  with  looser  eyes, 
Doat  on  a  common  wanton  ?    What  is  pleasure. 
More  than  a  lustful  motion  in  the  sense? 
The  prosecution  full  of  anxious  fears. 
The  end  repentance.    Though  content  be  call'd 
The  soul  or  action,  and  licentious  man 
Propounds  it  as  the  reason  of  his  life; 
Yet,  if  intemperate  appetite  pursue  it. 
The  pure  end  s  lost,  and  ruin  roust  attend  it 
But  1  would  comfort  thee.    Do  but  expresf 
A  detestation  of  thy  former  follies. 


''  Oromu  ofdjfing  momlrdleei.— It  was  a  prevaQiQg  opinion  formerly,  that  auiadrafcef,  when  dag  oat  of 
the  ^onod,  seat  forth  a  terrible  8aniid.^8ee  Romeo  and  Juliet^  A  4  8.  S. 

**  And  shrieks  like  mmdraktt  torn  oat  of  the  earth." 
SeversllwCances  are  also  produced  by  Mr  Steevens,  in  his  note  on  this  paMaje;  to  which  maybe 
added  the  followiag : 

The  WonderfiM  Yeare  IflOS. 
**  And  to  keepe  sach  a  poore  wretch  waklog,  he  shoold  beare  no  noise,  but  of  toads  cjpoakbig,  screech^ 
ewles  howling,  numirakes shtlkiag :  were  not  this  an  infemall  prison? 
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We  will  be  reunited,  and  enjoy 
Eternal  pleasures. 

PAy.  Can  Bellanlma 
Forgive  the  iniuries  that  I  have  done  her  ? 
She^  milder  than  thou.  Love,  or  Pity's  self. 
Let  me  be  banish'd  ever  to  converse 
With  monsters  in  a  desart :  'tis  a  punishment 
Too  little.  Let  me  be  confuted  to  dwell 
On  the  north-pole,  where  a  continual  wiater 
May  bleach  me  to  a  statue ;  or  inhabit 
The  Acherusian  fens,  whose  noisome  air 
May  choke  my  nostrils  with  their  poisonous  fumes, 
Yet  linger  death  unto  a  thousand  ages. 

BeL  We'll  H?e,  Physander,  and  enjoy  each 
other 
In  new  delights :  thou  shalt  be  cured  by  Temper> 

auce. 
She's  the  physician  that  doth  moderate 
Desire  with  reason,  bridling  appetite. 

IHere  tf^  fourth  Scene  is  suddenly  discover' 
'    edf  being  a  rock,  with  m  spring  of  water 
issuing  out  of  it,-   At  the  foot  thereof  a 
cave^  where  Tempebakce  sits,  betwixt  a 
Fhiiosopher^  un  Hermit,  a  Ploughman,  and 
a  Shepherd,    Behind  a  rock  a  kndscapeA 
Yonder*s  her  cave,  whose  plain,  yet  decent  roo^ 
Shines  not  with  ivory  or  plates  of  gold. 
No  Tyrian  purples  cover  her  low.cpucb. 
Nor  are  the  carved  suppoHers  artists  ifrork. 
Bought  at  the  wealth  of  provinces;  she  feeds, not 
On  costly  viands,  in  her  gluttony 
Wasting  the  spoils  of  conquest.    From  a  rock, 
That  weeps  a  running  crystal,  she  doth  fiU 
Her  shell-cup,  and  dnnks  sparingly. 

PAy.  She  cannot 
Heal  my  afiliction :  Mercy *s  self  denies 
A  time  and  means,  and  only  black  despfdr 
Whispers  th'  approach  of  death. 

£,  Gen,  Remove  that  aiu, 
And  hone  with  sorrow.  Greateet  faults  are  small, 
When  tkat  alone  may  make  am^ds  for  all. 

Phif,  Might  I  yet  live  to  pcactis^  my  resolve 
Of  reformation,  sooner  should  tlie  day  < 
Leave  to  distinguish  night;  the  sun  Mu>uld  choice 
His  breadiless  horses  in  the  western  main. 
And  rise  no  more;  the  grey  morn  ushering  an 
His  light  approach,  than  mjr  rfJapse  from  tha^. 
And  goodness  canse  new  miseries^    Direct  me^ 
Ye  heavenly  ministers,  inform  my  knowledge 
In  the  strict  course  that  may  preserve  me  happy, 
Whilst  yet  my  sighs  suck  ia  th'  unwilling  air« 
That  swells  my  wasted  lungs.  Though  not  in  Ufe, 
In  death,  I'll  be  Bellanima's. 

BeL  Physander, 
Eipire  not  yet;  thy  wounds  are  not  s^martaL 
Help  me  to  bear  him  yonder:  gently  raise 
His  weakened  body.    What  can  we  not  endure,  i 
When  pains  are  lessen'd  by  the  hope  of  cure  I 

Tern,  What  wretched  piece  of  miserable  riot 
Is  this,  that  needs  the  aid  of  Temperance? 
What  caused  IWs  sickness  ? 

Bel,  Dberty  in  ills 
To  please  his  senses,  which  have  surfeited 


With  an  ex<^:  and,  if  your  art  supply  not^ 
D^wiU  divorce  us.    Pity  then,  sweet  tadr. 
And,  from  your  treasure  of  instructions. 
Prescribe  a  powerful  medicine  that  may  qak^ea 
His  cold  defects,  which  more  and  more  increase, 
Lessniag  his  weakened  powers.  Toackaate  wif& 
^^^^  ^^  '^  reform'd,  her  husband's  tile. 
Tern.  Let  the  earth  be  his  bed;  this  rock  his 
pillow; 
His  curtains  heaven;  the  murmur  of  this  water, 
™^  of  music,  charm  h^m  into  sleep: 
And  for  the  cates  whjcb  gluttony  invent 
To  make  it  call'd  an  art^  confuted  juice 
Of  Pontic  nuts,  and  Idumean  paJm% 

S!fli!!*/*^^*****?.*«'8»^'  lampreys  gu^, 
retch  d  from  Carpathian  streighi^  and  siiph^  lika 

wantonnesa^ 
Let  him  j^t  sparingly  of  what  the  eartb 
PrcHluctth  freel  V,  or  is,  where  'tis  barren, 
t^ntorced  by  industry.    Then  pour  this  balai 
Into  his  wounds,  and,  whilst  his  senses  rest 
Free  from  their  passive  woriang,"  and  endure 
I'artial  pnvaoon  of  their  means  and  objects. 
His  slumbers  shall  present  what  more's  reniiiea 
lo  make  him  sound*  "^^ 

Bel  Mv  endless  thaok^  great  Power, 
Mother  of  other  virtues.    Whilst  he  sleeps. 
My  cares  shall  watch  hiin^-Oh  thou  deat^ike 
_,       ,    go* 

ITiat  chain'st  the  senses  captive,  and  dost  raise 
Dreams  out  of  Ijumojic^  whose  iUusive  abaikmt 
Oft  work  oil  fancy  to  heget  belief         ^^^ 
Of  prpjphecies;  let  no  blad^  Ijorrors  mix 
Iheir/ngl^tful  presence,  but  with  gentle  si 
(Yet  siidS  as  an  instructive)  weet^work 
Upon  what  wakes  within,  whi^  ih^  other  i 
Then^pa  tbafiguro  of  eternal^ijeiip^ 

lin^  damce^  everyone  in  a  propear  jurk 

whtUt  PiucsAifT^R  sleeps, betminBwZ 

viUA  and  Bok^sGemxus,  tkst  mmZ 

dress  his  woun^k,]  ^^ 

■PAy-   I  feel  quick  sense  retariL  aaA  eim 

oigan  ^ 

U  active  to  perform  its  proper  office  .- 

Tarn  not  hnrt.    What ,,£«^c ha*  Heaven 
Wrought  on  me?  -¥•  o^vw 

To  tins,  thy  hfe's  restorer-    She  haik  preceut*. 

Tern,  What  «Jijr  dreains  prcteotad. 
Pat  stnut  in  act,  and  with  TSniSS, 

l-bilMMhy,  relwious  solitude 

TK^.r^.  v*r"  beginning  to  all  ills. 

The  tbonghu  being  busied  Z  good  objects.  »n 

Can  never  find  a  wy  to  enter  in        "^^ 
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PAy.  Lct.mc. digest iny joys:  I. only  now 
Begin  to  live :  the  former  was  not  perfect. 
^BeL,  Well  rfiordy  to  my  father,  who  with  joy 
WiH  entertain  us. 

Tern.  1  will  meet  you  there; 
Where  ve  shall  be  invested  by  the  hands 
Of  Justice,  Prudence,  Fortitude,,  and  me, 
In  the  bright  robes  of  immortality. 

Ph^,  My  heart's  too  narrow  to  contain  the  joys 


This  recondliation  fills  it  with. 
Chain  me  again  to  misery,  and  make  me 
Wretched  beyond  despair,  when  next  I  falL 
Let  this  my  resolution  be  enroU'd 
Amongst  eternal  acts,  not  (o  be  canceird. 
Then  man  is  happy,  and  his  bliss  is  full 
yfhen  he's  directed  by  his  better  soul.   [Excuni. 
[Temperakce,  with  the  rest  qf  her$f  being 
returned  into  the  Scene,  it  clo$eth. 


ACtV. 


Mai.U8  Gsviit^  Of  diicantented, 

M.  Oen.  It  must  not  be;  his  glory  is  my  shame. 
lAsohief  attempted,  if  it  want  success, 
Is  the  contriver's  puiusbment :  as  darU 
Shot  at  resisting^walls,  in  their  retnm 
May  light  on  him  that  did  direct  them.  Malice 
Suggests^  new  attempt.    I'll  psactise  all 
That  hell  can  teach  me,  but  111  worlt  his  faM. 

JBn^er  Sensuality,  the  five  Seneee  in  torn  and 
^keggBt-Uhe  HobitL 

Who's  here? 

iS^.  Into  what  miseiy  hath  riot 
Brought  my  decay'd  sta^^  WhilstI  had  the  means 
To  purchase  pleasures,  all  delights  were  sold  me. 
Those  gone,  necessity  and  lust  then  made  me 
A  mercenary  prostitute ;  and  since, 
By  the  gradation  of  a  wanton  life, 
I'm  falFn  to  this.    Want,  and  a  loathsome  sick- 
ness, 
Make  me  reflect;  nor  can  Tbot  nfx:ttse  myself 
At,Conscience'  bar;  but  not  with  penitence; 
That*s  still  in  opposition  with  my  will, 
Now  custom  hath  confirm'a  me  in  all  ill.  [Exeunt. 
M,  Oen.  V  accuse  Physandcr,  thither  will  I  go ; 
And  if  all  fail,  try  what  despair  can  do. 

BnUr  Phtsaudbr,  Bbi.lajiiica,  in  their  fint 
HMtSr  with  Book*  in  their  Bande;  Bonus 
Genius,  tkejbur  Campletione. 

He's  here. 

Phy.  I  shall  not  need  your  diligence. 
Yoor  treachery,  although  for^veo,  hath  made  me 
Watchful  upon  ye.    I  have  gotten  now 
A  careful  guide  to  manage  rov  afl^irs : 
Retire ;  I  do  embrace  thy  fellowship. 
Prudence,  thou  virtue  of  the  mind,  by  which 
We  do  consult  of  all  that's  good  or  erili 


Condndnr  to  felicity.    Direct 
My  thoughts  and  actions  by  the  rule  of  reason: 
Teach  me  contempt  of  all  inferior  vanities. 
Pride  in  a  marble  portM  gilded  o'er; 
Assyrian  carpets;  churs  of  ivory ; 
The  luxury  of  a  stupendous  house ; 
Garments  perfameo ;  gems  valued  not  for  us^ 
But  needless  ornament;  a  sumptuous  table, 
And  all  the  baits  of  sense.    A  vulgar  eye 
Sees  not  die  danger  which  beneath  them  lie. 
BeL  She's  a  majestic  ruler,  and  commands 
Even  with  the  terror  of  her  awful  brow. 
As  in  a  dbrong,  sedition  being  raised,'^ 
Th'  ignoble  multitude  inflamed  with  madness. 
Firebrands  and  stones  fly:-  fuiy  shews  them  wea- 
pons; 
TiM  spying  some  grave  man  honourM  for  wisdom, 
They  strait  are  silent,  and  erect  their  ears. 
Whilst  he  with  his  sage  counsel  doth  assuage 
Their  mind's  disorder,  and  appease  their  rage. 
So  prudence,  when  rebellious  appetites 
Hare  raised  temptations,  with  their  batteries 
Assaulting  reason,  she  duth  interpose 
And  keep  it  safe.    Th'  attempts  of  sense  am 

weak, 
If  their  vain  forces  wisdom  deign  to  break. 

Phy,  Temperance,  to  thee  I  owe  my  after-life  ;- 
Thou  that  cooimand'st  o'er  pleasures, hating  some. 
When  thou  dispens'st  with  others;  still  directing 
All  to  a  sound  mean.    Under  thy  low  roof 
ni  eat  and  sleep,  whilst  grave  philosophy 
Instructs  my  soul  in  justice.    What  is  she  ? 

BeL  A  habit  of  the  mind,  by  which  just  things 
Perfect  their  working.    Man's  the  best  of  crea- 
tures, 
Enjoyin<;  law  and  justice;  but  the  worst, 
If  separated  from  them.    'Tis  establish'd 
By  fear,  of  law,  and  by  religion : 
Distributes  due  to  all. 
Phy.  That  is  reward 


»»  A$  in  a  tkrengy  &c.— Thfa  simile  is  transUted  from  the  first  book  of  VIi|;il  s  JSaeuf,  V.  J  48. 

<« velati  magno  In  popul«,  qoum  sepe  coorta  est 

**  Seditio,  Bsvitqae  nnimii  ignobile  valgus  > 

"  Jamque  fates  et  saxa  volant ;  furor  anna  mioistrat : 

*•  Turn,  pietate  gravem  ac  meritis  si  forte  vlrum  qacm 

*'  CoDspezere,  silent,  arrectisque  aarlbus  adstant : 

*•  lUe  regit  dlctls  aaimos,  et  pectora  mulcet.*'  S. 
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To  virtue,  and  to  vice  its  panishment. 
The  thought  of  it  halh  horror  in't.    I  fell 
From  height  of  goodness  in  forsaking  thee, 
And  mu^i  be  punish'd.    Why  is  it  delay'd? 
Inflict  it  strait;  protraction  makes  it  greater. 
.  BeL  Physander  is  forgiven.    Reflect  not  back 
On  thy  past  errors,  but  with  sorrow*s  eyes, 
That  may  be  guides  to  thy  prevention 
Of  after-ills. 

Phy,  Distract  me  not  with  comforts. 
If  justice  hath  no  orher  instrument, 
I  roust  and  will  be  just  unto  myself. 
When  I  have  felt  a  torment  that  doth  equal 
Th'  offence  for  which  I  suffer  it,  'twill  confirm  me, 
Bellanima  is  satisfied. 

BeL  She  is, 
And  can  expect  no  greater.    Think  on  fortitude. 
Be  not  dejected  by  a  fear  that's  grounded 
On  such  a  weak  foundation.  Tis  not  th'  appetite 
Of  things  that  carry  horror,  makes  men  valiant; 
But  patient  bearing  of  afflictions 
That  are  necessitated. 

Phy,  Can  fortitude 
Be  without  justice  ?   Justice,  without  fordtode, 
Is  perfect  in  itself.    When  I  am  just. 
Valour  is  useful. 

M.  Gen.  It  begins  to  work; 
111  prosecute  the  rest.    What  he  intends 
For  good,  shall  be  inverted  to  ray  ends.       [Exit, 

Phy,  Dissuade  me  not,  Bellanima ;  I  canuot 
Think  the  dimensions  of  thy  goodness  such. 
That  it  may  be  extended  to  remit 
So  great  an  ill  without  its  satisfaction. 
Then  will  I  challenge  thy  forgiveness  due. 
When  I  have  suffer  d  puuishment:  I  dare  not 
Owe  all  unto  thy  gentleness. 

Bel  Resist 
This  black  temptation :  thy  ill  Genius  whispered  it. 

Phy.  Tis  uught  me  here;  justice  instructs 
roe  in't 
Yet,  when  I  feel  the  lashes  of  their  snakes 
Hell's  judges  do  employ ;  when  vultures  gnaw 
My  growing  liver,  and  the  restless  wheel 
Hurries  my  racked  limbs,  (for  these  torments  are 
Less  than  my  fault  deserves,)  111  lau^h  at  all, 
^nd  with  a  scorn  provoke  the  executioners, 
Till  they  are  tired;    and,  whilst  they  uke  in 

breath, 
Contrive  some  yet  unheard-of.    Fortitude 
Sliall  teach  me  to  bear  all  (their  end  being  justice) 
With  more  delight,  than  when  I  did  enjoy 
Pleasures  with  Sensuality. 

B.  Gen,  I'll  try  him. 
Hclfs  malice  sometimes  doth  pretend  that  good 
Which  Heaven  instructs,  to   make  distinguish- 
able 
Their  several  acts.    But,  like  a  ball  that  bounds 
According  to  the  force  with  which  'twas  thrown : 


So,  in  affliction's  violence,  be  that*8  wise, 
The  more  he's  cast  down,  will  the  higher  riae. 

[EtU. 

BeL   Presume  not  yet,  Physander:   thoa  art 
weak. 
Fear,  so  pusillanimous,  b  better 
Than  danog  confldence. 

Phy,  I  will  encounter 
With  a  whole  host  of  deaths,  though  each  wer«" 

arm'd 
In  all  th'  artillery  that  ever  conquered 
(Vlortality ;  meet  thunder,  if  but  wam'd 
That  it  is  coming,  and  be  fix'd,  unmovM 
V  embrace  the  subtle  fire,  though  one  step 
Might  guard  me  in  a  grove  of  magic  bays, 
Wall'd  with  hyena's  skins.    The  apprehensios 
Of  horror  shall  not  fright  me,  though  presented 
In  the  most  hideous  shape  conceit  can  paint. 

Enter  three  Furiee, 

What  apparition's  this?  or  arc  ye  Fariet 

Sent  to  torment  me  ?  speak,  and  satisfy 

My  growing  fears,  which,  like  an  earthquake, 

when 
Pent  air  dilates  itself  with  violence. 
Do  shake  my  trembling  heart. 

Ut  Fury,'  We  are  the  daughters 
Ot  Night  and  Acheron ;  our  number  three. 
Answering  those  three  effects  that  bear  men  '^ 

headlong 
Into  all  wickedness.    These  knotted  snakes 
Shall  sting  thy  bcMSom,  and  infect  thy  blood 
With  burning  rage,  until  it  hurry  thee 
Unto  some  desperate  act,  and  on  thyself 
Thou  be  thine  own  revenger. 

BeL  Now,  Physander, 
Where  is  tliis  boasted  valour  ?  Fear^s  eapreas'd 
Even  m  thy  silence.    Terror  of  an  ill 
Is  sometimes  greater  in  the  expectation. 
Than  th'  ill  itself:  ;ret,  where  true  fortitude 
Guards  the  mind  with  resolves,  'ds  lessen'd  br  i^ 
When  it  increaseth  boldness.    Chance  may  denr 
Many  of  punishment,  but  none  of  fear. 
Thou  art  not  well  instructed ;  go  with  me, 
1*11  teach  thee  how  to  shun  them.  [£«eK«sf« 

%d  Fury,  Hath  he  'scaped  us, 
And  left  my  vipers  hissing  for  their  prey. 
Which  should  nave  been  his  heart?  then  the^ 

must  feed 
Upon  mine  own. 

Enter  Malus  Genius. 

M,  Gen,  Now,  mv  copartners 
In  this  black  fellowship,  is  it  successful  ? 
Sd  Fury.  No,  Reason  guards  him ;  fmUratea 
our  design 
And  we  must  back  to  be  our  own  tormentors. 

[Exeunt  Furies^ 


Jf/ff.— Former  editions  read  then^ 
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M.  Gen.   Will  nothing  prosper?  Lend  me 
Erinnis'  adders^ 
That  from  their  poison  m?  infected  envy 
Alay  swell  until  it  break,  venting  a  sea 
Of  mischief  to  o'erwhelm  him.    One  birth  more 
My  malice  labours  with.    If  that  miscarry, 
ni  m  contempt  of  Heaven,  that  guards  his  bride^ 
Eat  mine  own  heart,  and  ne  er  be  satisfied. 

Enter  Fear. 

The  judge  is  entering. 

Fear,  Make  way  there  for  my  lord  Conscience : 
he  is  upon  coming,  and  I  was  afraid  the  cushions 
h|id  not  been  handsomely  laid  for  bis  ease.  Long 
causes  many  times  res(]uire  a  nap.  How  I  tremble 
to  think  of  a  long  sitting  before  dinner!  it  makes 
Fear  have  but  a  cold  stomach.  Bless  me !  who's 
this }  one  of  the  devifs  she-lawyers  ?  Her  case 
roust  nef'ds  have  a  black  box. 

M,  Oen.  I  come  t^  accuse  Physander.  Why 
dost  quake  so? 

Fear,  You  never  knew  Fear  without  an  ague. 

J^.  Gen.  ^^ar  often  cures  it. 

Fear,  In  the  country,  where  wise  physcians 
practibe. 

Af .  Genr  U  the  court  ready  to  sit  ? 

Fear,  Insuntly.  Pray  how  long  have  you  been 
a  solicitrix  ? 

ilf.  Gen  Never  before. 

Fear,  1  fear*d  as  much,  when  you  ask  an  of- 
ficer so  many  idle  questions  without  some  feeUng. 

M.  Gen.  What  officer  art? 

Fear,  No  worse  than  the  mouth  of  the  court, 
that  receives  all  in,  with,  O  yes ! 

Enter  Consciemcb,  Hope,  Despair,  Sensuali- 
ty, the  Jive  Senseu 

You  see  the  power  of  that  word ; 
They  are  here.    Stand  by  there. 

Hope.  Hope  must  be  still  an  advocate. 

Con.  Tis  well, 
Despair^s  a  subtle  pleader,  and  emplo/d 
Only  by  hell. 

De$  Be  wing'd,  and  fetch  him  hither : 
Let  me  alone ;  Til  have  a  plea  shall  shake 
His  courage.  lExit  Malus  Genius. 

Con,  Fear,  call  a  court. 

Fear,  O  yes,  O  yes,  O  yes :  AU  wicked  mortals, 
that  have  any  business  in  the  court  of  Conscience, 
let  tbem  come  and  accuse  themselves,  if  they  have 
90  little  wit,  and  they  shall  be  judged  by  the 
proverb. 

Con,   List  to  my  charge.    Conscience,  the 
judge  of  actions. 
Is  neither  power,  nor  habit,  but  an  act ; 
To  wit,  an  application  of  that  knowledge 
That  shews  the  difference.    Its  Synteresis, 
Or  purer  part,  is  th'  instigation 
pf  will  to  good  and  honest  things,  and  seats 


The  mind  in  a  rich  throne  of  endless  quiet; 
When,  being  clogg*d  with  guilt  of  many  ills, 
Those  leaden  weights  compress  it  as  it  mounts^ 
And  sink  it  into  horror.    (Jonscience  stain'd 
Is  like  a  fretting  ulcer,  that  corrodes 
The  part  it  hath  mfected,  and  though  cured, . 
It  leaves  a  scar.    So,  heal  a  wounded  conscience, 
Repentance  stays  as  the  vestigium. 
Or  mark  impressed,  by  which  the  past  disease 
Is  found  to  nave  been.    There's  no  puoi^^hment 
Like  that,  to  bear  the  witness  in  one's  breast 
Of  perpetrated  evils,  wheu  the  mind 
Beats  It  with  silent  stripes,  guilty  of  blame. 
But  being  unstain'd,  it  laughs  at  lying  fame. 

Fear,  Silence  in  the  court,  and  hearken  to  the 
charge:  it  may  indoctrinate  ^e  for  justices,  if 
there  be  not  too  much  of  conscience  in  ir. 

Con,  Hope  is  in  opposition  with  Despair; 
And  like  a  zealous  advocate  i'  the  cause 
Of  his  afflicted  client,  labours  still 
To  overthrow  the  fallacies  and  quirks 
Despair  is  nimble  in ;  whilst  Fear  with  trembling 
Expects  the  trial's  issue.    By  these  three. 
Men's  acts  inform*d  of,  scann'd,and  canvass'd  he; 
At  length  by  Conscience  censured,  they  are  sent 
To  have  reward,  or  sufikr  punishment 

Fear,  Hem.    Now  enter  that  woman. 

Con.  What  are  you  ? 

Sen,  A  desperate  piece  of  neglected  mortality, 
that  have  been  a  lady  of  pleasure,  and  kept  an 
open  house,  where  lords  took  me  up  at  high  rates^ 
till  my  bare  commons  would  no  longer  serve 
tbeir  high  feeding* 

Fear,  And  the  geese  that  grazed  on  it  would 
always  be  over  roasted. 

Sen.  I  thence  fell  to  inferior  customers,  and 
doated  most  on  the  junior  actors,  to  the  danger 
of  cracking  many  a  voice.  Night-walking  then 
supplied  me,  whilst  I  had  any  tliing  to  pleasure 
a  constable,  or  relieve  the  mortified  watch  with  a 
snatch  and  away.  But  now  I  am  not  worth  the 
reversion  of  an  alms-basket:  and  those  which 
heretofore  would  hire  me  to  sin,  do  now  deny  me 
the  benefit  of  a  spittle.  I  have  not  strength  to 
climb  and  hang  myself;  and  having  been  so 
light  all  my  life-time,  'tis  impossible  Isliould  be 
drown'd. 

Hope,  Hope  yet,  with  grief,  and  mend. 

Sen^  My  mending  must  be  miraculous.  Were 
it  in  art  to  repair  this  rotten  carcase,  and  in  my 
stock  of  credit  with  the  broker  enough  to  case  it, 
I  might  hope  for  as  golden  days  and  coaching 
again.  But  now  vielcome  a  cart,  or  a  Shrove- 
tuesday^s  tragedy.  '^  Despair  tells  me  there  is  a. 
hre  in  hell,  and  why  should  I,  that  have  conversed 
with  heats  all  my  life-time,  fear  it  ? 

Fear.  Stand  by  there.    What  are  you? 

Seeing,  My  lady's  ape,  that  imitated  all  her 
fashions;  falling  as  she  did,  and  running  the  same 


■>  A  Skrove-Uteidaif's  tragedy, ^'See  note  43  on  the  2d  part  of  The  Honest  Whortt  toL  I.  p.  58T. 
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coone  of  folly :  the  difierence  onl^,  ibat  what 
was  hers  first  was  mine  in  rerersion;  except 
ber  geodeman-osher.  Hell  I  fear  not,  for  I  have 
prevented  leading  apes.  Besides,  the  whips  of 
Tories  are  not  half  so  terrible  as  a  bluecoat,  '^ 
and  the  shrieks  of  tormented  ghosts,  nothing  to 
{he  noise  of  hemp-hammers. 

Can.  Proceed  quicklj  widi  the  rest 

Ftar.  I  would  excuse  myself;  botIdemirt>f 
beio^  heard,  now  my  ladyi  decayed,  and  house* 
keepmg  broke  op.  I  f^r  nothing  so  much  as  to 
be  torn  in  pieces  b?  the  revengeful  beggars. 

SmeL  That  pnnfilhMenl  must  I  !ihare.  Fori 
was  an  honest  huntsman,  and  provided  burial  for 
anany  a  scavenger's  horse  in  my  dogs  bellies;  but 
Jbdiog  it  trocmlesome  and  unsavoury,  Cook  an 
easier  course,  and  converted  the  remams  of  din-^ 
ner  and  sapper,  that  should  have  fed  the  poor^ 
into  my  dogs  breakfast :  for  which  I  expect  to  be 
pursued  by  the  common  hunt,  till  I  cometo  heH; 
and  there  the  ^laest  will  be  so  hot,  I  shall  not 
possibly  ^scape  it. 

Fear.  Thou  seem^st  to  have  been  a  good  fel- 
low :  Shalt  I  speak  a  word  in  thy  behalf  r 

,  Tas,  No :  Fear*s  an  in  orator ;  he'll  be  out  I 
have  been  the  roost  notorious  thief  that  ever  rob- 
bed by  privilege  of  his  office.  I  have  converted 
more  butter  into  kitchen-sCo^  dian  would  have 
Dtctoalled  a  Flemish  ^ttison.  I  have  cheated 
bcrtchers;  gone  on  their  scores,  and  paid  them 
vrith  horns :  helping  to  mndo  my  lady  with  the 
greatness  of  mme  own  credit  I  have  coney- 
catched  many  a  poulterer's  wrfe,  and  she  hath 
plucked  my  feathers :  what  I  got  by  the  back  I 
spent  on  the  belly.  But  now  short  commons 
derve,  liddtig  my  fingers  and  the  half-cold  drip- 
tvng  pan.  Since  my  lady^s  decay  I  am  deeded 
llrotn  a  cook,  and  I  fear  the  devil  himself  will  en- 
tertain me  but  for  one  of  his  bhick-guard ;  knd  he 
rftatl  be  sure  to  have  his  roast  burnt 

Da.  Stand  by.  You  Bhatl  be  sentenced  pr^ 
tfently. 

ToticMng,  I  was  a  spruce  observer  of  forma- 
lity ;  wore  good  clothes  at  the  second  hand,  and 
paid  for  them  ouarteriy.  Together  with  my  lady's, 
rtiy  fortune  fell,  and  of  her  gentleman-usher  I  be- 
came her  apple-squire,^^  to  hold  the  door,  and 
kaep  centiuet  at  taverns.  I  can  play  the  bravo. 
Where  my  affronting  is  upon  sure  advantage; 
otherwise  I  can  be  kicked  with  as  much  patience 
as  a  hungry  fiddler,  where  he  expects  the  reversion 
of  a  gallant^  oysters.  I  may  yet  he  serviceable 
to  the  Succubi  in  hell,  but  other  preferment  I 
dlespair  of. 

Von.  Custom  in  ills  that  do  affect  the  sense, 
Makes  reason  useless,  when  it  should  direct 
The  ill's  rieforming.    Men  habituate 


In  any  evil,  ^  tbifir  greatest  corse, 
Advice  doth  seldom  OMod,  but  md^es  them 

Enter  Malus  Osirtvi,  Pbtsaitdib,  Bbli^avt* 
MA,  Boff  08  GEmm. 

M.  Ben,  He*s  come.    Now  ose  yom>  otmo^ 
skill  in  (4ea, 
For  fear  our  caose  miscarry. 

Con.  Who  is  tbb? 

De»*  Here  is  his  aocoser  that  prefers  die  i«» 
dictment 

Gffi.  Letitbete^. 

FVor.  Stand  out  Aysander. 

Deu  Thou  art  indicted  hj  the  natofi  of  Mysan- 
der,  lord  of  BEcrecOsmos,  for  that,  befag  wedded 
tolibe  fair  and  chaste  beffardma,  daughter  and 
hair  of  immortal  I/we,  thou  hast  unjustly  foi^ 
nken  her,  and  Ven  guilty  of  incontinenoe  widi  % 
common  whore,  Sensuali^. 

JPAy.  Tb  not  denied,  nor  needs  it  otbeh  wit- 
ness; 
I  b«ar  it  in  my  consdence.  Yet,  reterend  jod^ 
Sorrow  for  ills  past  doth  testore  frail  man 
To  his  fisst  innocence.    What  mine  luOh  been. 
My  earth-bed,  wet  with  nighdy  tears^can  ^tness; 
And  sighs  have  made  the  tremblitig  air  retire, 
Unwillioe  to  be  lodged  in  a  sad  brrast, 
Akeady  fill'd  with  zeal.    If  a  perseverance^ 
Sprung  from  a  constant  resolutioo. 
And  joinM  unto  dns  sorrow,  may  prevail 
To  th'  expiation  of  my  former  guilt, 
I  hope  forgiveness. 

Bet.  But  despair,  metMnlks, 
Should  fright  that  hope  with  a{>prehensioa 
Of  what  eternal  jastioe  wtU  ioffiet: 
And  fear  of  deserved  punishasent  should  make  tbe^ 
Treml>ie  with  horror. 

Hope.  'TIS  not  so,  false  orator; 
Necessity  may  be  a  powerful  strengthening 
Of  human  fitdtty :  and,  as  It  acutes 
Sloth  often  into  diligence,  despair 
May  be  hope's  cause.     The  temple-cobber,  ttt 

appease 
Th'  offended  godhead,  to  the  altar  flies; 
Nor  shames  to  beg  his  pardon  with  drown'd  eyes. 
Let  thy  resolves  be  firm. 

Phf,  As  fate's  deaees 
Enroll'd  in  steel.    Nor  will  I  be  secure 
In  any  confidence  of  mine  own  streo^gth  ; 
For  such  security  is  oft  the  mother 
Of  negli^nce,  and  that  th'  occasion 
Of  unremedy'd  rain.    From  instrucdoBt 
Found  here,  we  will  consult  our  aftier-safeties. 
And,  in  all  courses  of  niy  following  life, 
I  will  be  ftuided  by  my  heavenly  wife. 

Con.  Ill  then  pronounce  ye  happy.    Man*s  a 
ship 


«•  Bhe^au  t. «.  the  dress  of  a  beadle.    Doll  Teanbeet,  In  8d  part  of  Henry  IV.  A*  6.  SL  4.  ^^it^  «k;. 
ofllcer,  6(u«.bottle  roene.  S.  #•«■«.  i«u»  «wa 

^  ilpp<e>#gidre.«-eee  note  4  to  7>e  Citjf  JfigM'Cop, 
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Laden  with  riches.    Tempests  rage,  and  hell 
Sends  pirates  oot  to  rob  hiin;   Heaven's  eye 

goards  him ; 
His  soal's  the  pilots  who  through  various  seas 
Of  time  and  fortune  brings  him  to  the  port 
Of  endless  quiet.    Now  dismiss  the  court. 

[Exeunt. 
M,  Oen.  My  malice  bursts  me.    I  have  toil'd 
in  Tain: 
And  mine  own  torment  is  my  only  gain.    [Exit. 
Sen.  ru  with  thee  to  that  place  where  horrors 
fright 
The  guilty  conscience  with  eternal  night    [Exit, 
B.  Gen>   Now  freely  pass  unto  the  bless'd 
abodes. 
Where  those  heroes  *'  that  do  merit  it 
In  life,  are  crown'd  with  glory,  and  enjoy 
Pleasures  beyond  all  comprehension. 

Bel.  All  lets  **  are  now  removed ;  bell's  malice 
falls 
Beneath  our  conquest,  and  Love*s  palace-gates 
Ope*  to  receive  our  triumph. 

[Here  the  kit  Scene  u  discovered^  being  a  gh* 
rioiu  Throne;  at  the  top  whereofLovE  sitSy 
betwixt  JusticEjTempera  nce^^rudenc  e, 
and  Fortitude,  holding  two  Crownt  of 
Stars :  at  the  Foot,  upon  certain  Degrees^ 
sit  Divers  gloriousfy  habited  and  alike,  as 
Elysii  incobe;  who,  whilst  Love  and  the 
Virtues  lead  Phtsander  and  Bellanima 
to  the  Thnme,  place  themselves  in  a  F^re 
for  the  Dance.] 


THE  SONG. 

Welcome,  welcome^  happy  pair. 
To  those  abodes,  where  spicy  air 
Breathes  per^mes,  and  every  senu 
Doth  find  his  objects  exceltenu. 

Wher^s  no  heat,  nor  cold  extreme  ; 
No  winter* s  ice,  nor  sumrner's  scorching  beam. 

Whereas  no  sun,  yet  never  night. 
Day  always  springing  from  eternal  light. 

CHORUS. 

Ml  mortal  sufferings  laid  aside^ 
Here  in  endless  blus  abide. 

Love,  Welcome  to  Love,  my  nowloved  hwr, 
Elysium's  thine;  ascend  my  chair. 
For  following  Sensuality, 
I  thought  to  disinherit  thee. 
But,  bein|  now  reformed  in  life, 
And  reunited  to  thy  wife, 
Mine  only  daughter,  fate  allows 
That  Love  with  stars  should  crown  yoor  brows. 
Join  ye  that  were  his  guides  to  this : 
Thus  I  enthrone  ^e  both.    Now  kiss, 
Whilst  you  in  active  measures  move, 
Led  on  to  endless  joys  by  Love. 

The  Dance  ended,  they  return  to  their  first  Order, 
wlUlst  Love  speaks  the  Epilogue ;  which  dbne^ 
he  is  received  into  the  Scene,  and  it  clouth. 


»«  Where  thou  heroes,  &c.— To  help  the  versification,  we  most  read  heroes,  Lat.  as  trysyUablc. 
f  ^  Xe<#.— Uindranccs,  or  Impediments. 
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GREEN'S  TU  QtJOQUE 

OB, 

THE  CITY  GALLANT- 
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Jouv  Cook,  the  mahor  ofHkfhff  k  tnUlfy  nnkn&an.  M  ttrnte^tptfrdiy  kt^ter  Mh  foAoM  the 
least  notice  of  km,  mtr  hi^h  &mf  mogiiapktir  mnee  given  the  slightett  account  of  hit  ^  AU  that 
we  are  informed  qf^  it,  that  he  mrt»t  the  fW^ikgdramafkperf^  Ltrnm^*  o!^  the  wfi* 

tert  iince,  atcribe  thefirtt  title  ^  it  to  the  eikeUent  performance  of  Thmm  Br^en  hi  tktpeH 
qfMMble,  whom  trnttwut/nyitrfi^  to aU  A?*y<fciiruf<  4  tu  ^aoqiie.  ^^reen  t^ ^h  d irrit&  and 
actor,  and,  trith  grem  probaiili9j^,f  k  ^ppoeed  to  have  Been  a  relatioik  tf  Shakttpeiuk^i,  Wtd  the  per* 
ton  by  wholly  he  toot  introduced  to  the  theatre.  Bk  wot  hdm  Jt  Stttctfifrd  npok  Jtmt,  mkkh  it  atcer- 
tained  by  theJMming  Itttet,  t  ^km  ^  him  ii^  oke  qf  the  dtd  cotnmet,  iH  the  character  eft  ckmn : 

"  I  pn^lcd  pocsie  io  mf  tkiritS  khils. 
And  born,  wfcere  late  ottr  tWaA  of  Atdki  sihg. 
In  Avon'g  ytrriUHi  He  both  of  In  bste  Un^ 
And  botb  finite  bnl  togetHi^**' 

TTutpattage  it  quoted  by  Chettoood  from  the  ^  Tm  Maidt  <f  MooreclachJ*  where  it  itnot  tobe 
found,  though  it  teemt  tooea  genuine  ertract ;  which  the  writer,  by  whom  it  wot  produced^  had  for- 
got from  whence  he  trantcribed  it.  Meywood,  who  published  thit  play,  niyt,  ih  the  preface  to  it,**  As 
for  Maitter  Greene,  all  that  I  will  tpeake  of  him  (and  that  without  fat  tery)  it  thit ;  there  woat  mot 
an  actor  of  hit  nature,  in  hit  time,  of  better  ability  in  performance  of  what  he  undertookCf  more  op- 
phuded  by  the  attdience,  of  greater  grau  i^f  the^  eourt^  or  of  more  g^ieral  hoe  in  the  dtty**  From 
thit  preface,  it  t^tpeart.  Green  wot  dead  when  it  wat  written ;  and'01dyt\  ii^t,  there  are  three  ai- 
tapht  upon  him  tn  Richard  Braithwayi't  Remaint,  8vo,  lOld,  iy  which  it  teemt,  that  he  ditil  after 
being  newly  arrived  from  tea.  He  wat  the  author  if  A  Poeft  Vition  and  a  Prina^t  Glory,  de- 
dicated to  the  high  and  ndghtie  Prince  Tamet,  Tdngi^  ISfigland,  Scotland^  France,  and  Ireland^ 
4to,  1603 ;  and  tome  Vertet,  prefixed  to  DraytoifCt  Poem  on  the  Baront  Wart,  I  have  teen  onfy  two 
editiont  of  thit  comedvy  one  without  a  date,  and  the  other  in  1614,  which,  I  apprehend,  wat  aUmi  the 
time  it  wat  originaUy  pubUthed*  ChetWo&d,  Updn  whom  iio  dependance  it  tobe  had  with  retpett  to 
datet,  atiertt  it  wat  printed  in  1599.  At  it  it  taid  to  have  been  acted  by  the  queenU  tervantt,  it  pro- 
bMy  appeared  on  the  ttage  ts  the  reign  ofQween  EUac^th.  Lambune  euyt,  it  wat  rconed  ^er 
the  RettoroHm  at  the  theatre  in  LUtk  Lneoin'o-Lm-Fieldt. 


«  FagelS. 

f  Attempt  to  ascertain  the  Order  of  Sbakespeaie*!  FlaySi  by  Mr  Malone,  p.  ^5. 

i  The  British  Theatre,  p.  9. 

\  MS.  additions  to  Laogbaine,  p.  7S. 
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TOTHEEfiAB£B. 

To  gratnkte  iIm  lofe  waA  maaoiy  of  vfj  worthy  friend  the  ^^br^  and  my  tpdiel^r  beknrf^  i(dr 
lowy  tfaMB  actor/I  oonld  not  choote,  being  m  the  wi^  just  when  this  play  was  to  be  pdi>li$bed  ip  pr^nt, 
to  prefix  some  token  of  my  afibctien  to  ei^er,  in  the  frontispiece  of  the  book.  For  the  gentjeman 
thai  wrote  k^  hk  poem  itsdf  can  better  qtaak  his  praise,  ihtuk  any  oratory  from  roe.  Nor  ca^i  I  fell 
whether  this  work  was  divulged  with  his  eoasenl  Or  no  but  howsoever,  it  hath  passed  the  test  of 
the  tt^ge,  with  so  general  an  appianse,  pity  it  w^re  but  it  should  likewise  have  Ike  honour  of  the 
press.  As  for  Maister  Greene,  aU  that  1  will  vpiak  of  him  (and  that  without  flattery^  is  this<if  i 
were  worthy  to  eemnre)  there  wm  not  an  aotor  of  his  nature,  in  his  time,  of  better  aMity  Wi  per- 
ibrmanee  of  what  be  nudertook,  mora  applauded  by  the  audience,  of  ^eater  grace  at  the  cotnt,  or 
of  more  general  love  in  the  qity ;  and  so,  with  thi#  brief  diaracter  of  his  memory,  I  commit  lum  to 
his  rest 

THOMAS  HEYWOOD. 


IJFON  THE  DEATH  QF  THTOIAS  GEEENE. 

How  fost  bleak  autumn  cfaangeth  flora>  dye! 
What  yesterday  was  men,  iMrw's  seer  and  dry. 

W.B.* 
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PBAltfATIS  V^ifiSaSIE^ 


SirlAOirii.RASB. 

GlEALBIllB. 

Will  Rash. 
Spehdalu 

fitAfflTBt. 
BlTBBLI* 

LoireFisLp. 

Ballakci. 

scatteeoood. 

MiviriHAiiMBa. 

JUtBlahi^ 

FOMEHBV. 

LO0OS. 

IiOLW4Sr« 


Fox. 

Oathebscbap. 

!Baskbtbilt. 

Speinelb. 

PtiMtmen, 

Gabtbeb. 

JoiCB. 
PttlLLIB. 

Widom. 

SwEATMAir,  a  Bgmd, 
Nav  TiCKLEifAV,  a  Whore, 


•  IT.  a.p-iiPrebabry  WilUam  flowlcy; 
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GREEN'S  TU  QUOQUE. 


A  Mercer^s  Shop  discovered,  Gartred  working 
in  it;  Spenda;<l  walldng  Inf  the  Shop.  Mr 
Ballancc  wathmg  over  the  Stage.  After  him 
LoNCFiELD  and  Geraldine. 

Spen.  What  lack  you,  sir,  fair  stuffs  or  vel- 
vets? 

BaL  Good-moiTow,  Frank, 

Spen.  Good  morroir,  Mr  Ballance. 

Ger.  Save  yon,  MrtongfielH. 

Lone,  And*  you,  sir.  What  business  draws  you 
towards  this  end  o*the  town  ? 

Ger.  Faith,  no  great  serious  affairs:  only  a 
atirnng  humour  to  walk,  and  partly  tn  see  die 
beauties  of  the  city;  but  it  may  be  you  can  in- 
struct me.    Pray  whose  shop*s  this  ? 

Long.  Why,  *tis  Will  Rash's  rather*s;  a  man 
that  you  are  well  acquainted  with. 

Enter  a  Wench,  with  a  l^ket  qfJJn^n. 

Ger,  As  with  yourself:  and  is  that  his  sister  ? 
Long.  Marry  is  it,  sir. 

Ger.  Pray  let  us  walk:  I  would  behold  her 
belter. 

Wench.  Buy  some  quoifs,  handkerchiefs,  or 
very  go  id  bunelace,  mistress  ? 
Gar.  Nune. 

Wench.  Will  you  buy  any  handkerchiefs,  sir? 
iSpen.  Yes.  Hare  you  any  fine  ones? 
Wench,  ril  shew  you  chofce  :  please  you  look, 

sir? 
Spen.  How  now !  what  news  ? 
Wench.  Mistress  Tickleroan  has  sent  you  a 
letter,  and  expects  your  company  at  night ;  and 
entreats  you  to  send  her  an  apgel,  whether  you 
can  come,  or  whether  you  cannot*  [Spendall 
readt.] 

**  Sweet  rascal !  If  your  love  be  as  earnest  as 
your  protestation,  you  will  meet  me  this  night  at 
supper :  you  know  the  rendezvous.  There  will 
be  good  company ;  a  noise  of  choice  fiddlers; '  a 
fine  boy,  with  an  excellent  voice ;  very  good  songs, 
and  bawdy ;  and,  which  is  more,  i  do  purpose 
myself  to  be  exceeding  merry ;  but  if  you  come 
not,  I  shall  pout  myself  sick,  and  not  cat  one  bit 
to-night.    Your  continual  close  friend, 

Nan.  Tickleman. 
**  I  pray  send  me  an  anecl  by  the  bearer,  whe- 
ther ye  can  come,  or  whether  ye  cannot." 
Spen.  What's  the  price  of  these  two? 
Wench.  Half-a^crown,  in  truth, 
Spen.  Hold  thee ;  there's  an  angel,  and  com- 
mend me  to  my  delight :  tell  her  I  will  not  fail 
her,  though  I  lose  my  freedom  by*t. 

Wench.  I  thank  you,  sir.  Buy  any  fine  hand- 
kerchiefs? .  [Esit  Wench, 


Lanf.  You  are  taken,  sir,  extremely :  what^« 
the  object  ? 
Ger.  She's  wond'rous  fair. 
Long.  Nay,  and  your  thoughts  be  oo  wencli- 
ing,  ril  leave  you. 

Ger,  You  shall  not  be  so  unfriendly;  pray  as- 
sist me : 
We'll  to  the  shop,  and  cheapen  stuffs  or  sattios. 

Spen.  What  lack  you,  genclenen?  fiiiescii£&, 
velvets,  or  sattins?  pray  come  near. 
Ger.  Let  me  see  a  good  sattin. 
Spen.  You  shall,  sir.    What  colour  ? 
Ger.  Faith,  I  am  indifferent.    What  colour 
most  affects  you,  lady  ? 
Gar.  Sir ! 

Ger.  Without  offence,  fair  creature,  I  demand 
it 

Gar.  Sir,  1  lielievc  it ;  but  I  never  did 
Tie  my  affection  unto  any  colour. 

Ger,  But  my  affection,  fairest,  is  fast  tied 
Unto  the  crimson  colour  of  your  cheek. 
Gar.  You  relish  too  much  courtier,  sir. 
Long.  What's  the  price  of  this  ? 
Spen.  Fifteen,  indeed,  wr. 
Long,  You  set  a  high  rate  on't ;  it  had  need 
be  good. 

Spen.  Good !  if  you  find  a  better  i'the  town, 
I'll  give  you  mine  for  nothing.  If  you  were  my 
own  brother,  I'd  put  it  into  your  nsuids.  Loot 
upon't;  'tis  close  wrought,  and  has  an  excelleDt 
gloss. 

Long,  Aye,  I  see*t. 

Spen*  Pray,  sir,  come  into  the  next  rcxim :  Til 
shew  you  that  of  a  lower  |)rice,  shall  perhaps 
better  please  you. 

Long.  This  fellow  has  an  excellent  tongue; 
sure  he  was  brought  up  in  the  Exchange. 
I^}en,  Will  you  come  in,  sir? 
Long,  No ;  'tis  no  matter,  for  I  mean  to  buy 

none. 
Ger.  Pr'ythee  walk  in ;  what  you  bargain  for 
I'll  discharge. 

Long.  Say  so  ?  fall  to  your  work,  I'll  be  your 
chapman.  [Ercunt  Spendall,  Loncfielq. 

Ger,  Why  do  you  say  I  flatter  ? 
Gar.  Why!  you  do; 
And  so  do  all  men  when  they  women  woo. 
Ger.  Who  looks  on  heaven,  and  not  admires 
the  work  ? 
Who  views  a  well-cut  diamond,  does  not  pratie 
The  beauty  of  the  stone  ?  if  these  deserve 
The  name  of  excellent,  I  lack  a  word 
For  thee,  which  merits  more. 
More  than  the  tongue  of  man  can  attribute* 
Gar,  This  is  pretty  poetry ;  good  fiction,  this* 
Sir, 


*  A  noise  cf  choice  fiddlers  —See  note  76  to  Tht  Ordinary. 
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I  mast  JeATe  you. 

Oer,  Leave  with  me  first  some  comfort. 

Oar.  What  would  you  craire  ? 

Ger.  That  which  I  fear  you  will  not  let  me 
have. 

Gar,  You  do  not  know  my  bounty.    Say  what 
'tis? 

Ger.  No  more,fair  creature,  than  a  modest  kiss. 

Gar,  If  I  should  give  you  one,  would  you  re- 
frain, 
On  that  condition,  ne^er  to  beg  agun  ? 

Ger.  I  dare  not  grant  to  that 

Gar.  Then't  seems  you  have. 
Though  you  get  nothing,  a  delight  to  crave. 
One  will  not  hurt  my  lip,  which  you  may  take, 
Not  for  your  love,  but  for  your  absence  sake. 
So  farewell,  sir.  [Exit  Gartbed. 

Ger.  O !  fare  thee  well,  fwr  regent  of  my  soul ! 
Never  let  ill  sit  near  thee,  unless  it  come 
To  purge  itself.  Be,  as  thou  ever  seemest. 
An  angel  of  thy  sex,  born  to  make  happy 
The  man  that  shall  possess  thee  for  his  bride. 

Enter  Spehdall  and  Lonofield. 

Spen.  Will  you  have  it  for  thirteen  shillings  and 
i&xpence?  TU  fall  to  as  low  a  price  as  I  can^  be- 
cause m  buy  your  custom. 

Long.  How  now,  man !  what,  entranced  ? 

Ger.  Good  sir,  ha'  you  done  ? 

Ifng.  Yes,  faith,  I  think  as  much  as  you,  and 
'tis  just  nothing.  Where*s  the  wench  ? 

Ger,  She's  here,  sir,  here. 

Long.  Uds  pity !  unbutton,  man,  thoult  stifle 
her  else, 

Ger,  Nay,  good  sir,  will  you  go  ? 

Long.  With  all  my  heart,  I  stay  but  for  you. 

Spen.  Do  you  hear,  sir  ? 

Long.  What  say  you  ? 

Spen*  Will  you  take  it  for  thirteen  ? 

Long.  Not  a  penny  more  than  I  bid. 

[Exeunt  Ger.  and  Long. 

Spen.  Why  then,  say  you  'might  have  had  a 
good  bargain.  Where's  this  boy  to  make  up  the 
wares?  here's  some  ten  pieces  opened,  and  all  to 
no  purpose. 

Enter  Boy • 

Hoy.  O  Frank !  shut  up  shop,  shut  up  shop. 

Spen.  Shut  up  shop,  boy !  why  ? 

Boy.  My  master  is  come  from  the  court,  knight- 
ed, and  bid  us ;  for  he  sa^  he  will  have  the  first 
year  of  the  reign  of  his  knighthood  kept  holiday ; 
here  be  comes. 

Enter  Sir  Lionel  Rash. 

Spen.  God  give  your  worship  joy,  sir. 

Sir  X.  BmH.  O  Frank !  I  have  the  worship  now 


in  the  right  kind ;  the  sword  of  knighthood  sticks 
still  upun  my  shoulders,  and  I  feel  the  blow  in 
my  purse;  it  has  cut  two  leather  bags  asunder. 
But  ali*s  one,  honour  must  be  purchased.  I  will 
give  over  my  city  coat,  and  betake  mynelf  to  the 
court  jacket.  As  tor  trade,  I  wilt  deal  in't  no 
longer ;  1  will  seat  thee  in  my  shop,  and  it  shall 
be  thy  care  to  ask  men  what  they  lack :  my  stock 
shall  be  summed  up,  and  I  will  call  thee  to  an  ac- 
count for  it. 

Spen.  My  service^  ur,  never  deserved  so  much; 
Nor  could  I  ever  hope  so  large  a  bounty 
Could  spring  out  of  your  love. 

Sir  L.  Rash.  That^s  all  one. 
I  do  love  to  do  things  beyond  men^s  hopes. 
To-morrow  1  remove  into  the  Strand, 
There  for  this  quarter  dwell,  the  next  at  Fulham; 
He  that  hath  choice  may  shift ;  the  whilst  shak 

thou 
Be  master  of  this  house,  and  rent  it  free. 

Spen.  I  thank  you,  nr. 

Sir  L.  Bsik.  To-day  111  go  dine  with  my  lord 
mayor,  to-morrow  with  the  sherifis,  and  next  day 
with  the  aldermen ;  I  will  spread  the  ensign  of 
my  knighthood  over  the  face  of  the  city,  which 
shall  strike  as  great  a  terror  to  my  enemies  af 
ever  Tamerlane  to  the  Turks.  . 
Come,  Frank,  come  in  with  me,  and  see  the  mea^ 
Upon  the  which-  my  knighthood  first  shall  eat. 

[Exeunt  omneu 

Enter  Staines. 

Stainei.  There  is  a  devil  has  haunted  me  these 
three  years  in  likeness  of  a  usurer;  a  fellow  that 
in  all  his  life  never  eat  three  groat  loaves  out  of 
his  own  purse,  nor  ever  warmed  him  but  at  other 
men*s  fires;  never  saw  a  joint  of  mutton  in  l«ft 
own  house  these  four-and-twenty  years,  but  al- 
ways cozened  the  poor  prisonenj,  for  be  always 
bought  his  victuals  out  of  the  alms-basket;  and 
yet  this  rogue  now  feeds  up<in  capons,  whidh 
my  tenants  send  him  out  of  the  country ;  he  is 
landlord,  forsooth,  over  all  my  possessions.  Well« 
I  am  spent,  and  this  rogue  has  consumed  me;  f 
dare  not  walk  abroad  to  see  my  friends,  for  fear 
the  seneants  should  take  aoc|uaintance  of  me : 
my  refuge  is  Ireland,  or  Virginia ;  *  necessity 
cnes  out,  and  I  will  presently  to  West  Chester. 

Enter  Bubble. 

How  now,  Bubble !  Iiast  thou  packed  up  all  thj 

things  ? 
Our  parting  time  is  come :  nay,  pr'j^thee  do  not 
weep. 
Buh.  Affection,  sir,  will  burst  out. 
Stainet.  Thou  hast  been  a  faithful  servant  t9 
me.    Go  to  thy  uncle,  hell  give  thee  entertaia- 


*  Ireland  or  Virginia.^M  the  time  this  play  was  written,  the  same  endf  a^furs  were  used,  and  the  save 
hirct  thrown  out,  to  tempt  adventarrrs  to  migrate  to  each  of  these  placet. 
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neat!  tell  him,  upon  Uk  ttMiy  rode  of  hk  ner- 
ciiess  heart,  mj  fortunet  tnibr  iliipirKob 

Buk  I  will  tell  him  he  it  an  orariag  ra«cal, 
mod  one  that  would  do  the  commonweeltfa  good, 
if  he  were  hanf^. 

8iaine$.  Which  tboo  hast  came  to  wiA  for; 
diou  art  his  heir,  my  eilectionate  Bulible. 

B«6.  But,  matter,  wherefore  thoutd  we  be 
parted?. 

Staines.  Because  inj  fortunes  are  detperaie, 
ihine  are  hopeful. 

Bub,  Why,  bat  whither  do  yoo  neaa  to  go^ 
master? 

Staines.  Why,  to  tea. 

Bub.  To  teal  Lord  blets  ut,  metfahikt  I  hear 
of  a  tempett  already.  But  what  will  yon  do  at 
•ea? 

Siaines.  Why,  at  other  gatWrnCt  do  thai  are 
spent— turn  pirate. 

Bub.  O  matter!  have  the  graee  of  Wapping 
before  your  eyes,  remember  a  hl^  tide ;  give  not 
your  Aieads  cause  to  wet  their  handkerchiefs. 
Nay,  master,  I'll  tell  you  a  better  course  Uiaa  to : 
you  and  I  will  fp  and  rob  fm  iinele;  if  we  V»pe, 
we*ll  domineer  together  $  if  we  be  taken,  we*ll 
be  hanged  together  at  Tyburn ;  tbatf't  the  wiMmer 
gallows  of  the  two. 

Enter  Messfinger, 

Mes.  By  your  leave,  sir,  whereabout  dwells 
one  Master  Bubble  ? 

Bub,  Do  you  bear,  mj  friend ;  do  you  know 
Vaster  Bubble  if  you  do  see  him  ? 

Met.  No,  in  truth,  do  I  not, 

Bub^  What  is  your  business  with  Mfiater  Rub- 
ble ? 

Mt$f  Marry,  wr,  I  comfc  with  welcome  newt 
|o  him* 

Bub,  Tell  it,  my  friend,  I  ^m  the  maiu 

Mes.  May  1  be  assured*  tir,  that  your  oam^  }» 
l^aster  Rubble? 

Bifb.  I  tell  thee,  honest  friwd,  my  nJMJtc  i* 
Haster  Bubble,  Master  Bartholomew  Bubble. 

Alch  Why  then,  8ir,you  are  heir  tp  a  million; 
foryour  uncle,  the  rich  usurer,  is  dead. 

Bub.  Pray  thee,  honest  friend,  go  to  the  ne^t 
haberdasher's,  aud  bid  him  tend  me  a  new  me- 
lancholy hat,  and  take  thou  that  for  thy  labour. 

Mes.  I  will,  sir.  [Exit. 

Enter  another  Messenger,  hastily,  and  knocks. 

Bui'  Umh,  umh,  umb. 

Staines.  I  would  the  news  were  true  $  see  how 
my  little  Bubble  is  blown  up  with'^ ! 

Bub.  Do  vou  hear,  my  fhend ;  for  what  do  you 
I^HnHl  there? 

S  Afef,  Marry,  sir,  I  would  speak  with  the  wor^ 
shipful  Mas^r  Bubble. 

Bub.  The  worshipful !  and  what  would  you  do 
with  the  worshipful  Master  Bubble?  I  am  the 
man. 

2  Mes.  I  cry  your  worship  mercy  then  :  Mat- 
ter Thong,  the  belt-maker,  sent  me  to  your  wor- 


ship, to  gjve  you  notice,  that  yo«r  i 

and  that  yoaara  bit  oaW  heir.  1^*t: 

Bub.  Thy  newt  U  good,  and  I  have  Uoked  fart 
long; 
Thanks  unto  thee,  my  friend,  and  good—n  Tboag. 


Enter  Mr  Blakk. 


u|Wf  for  9eo 
r!— Now,  Mr 


k.  I  have  writii|g9  of  vour  worsUpa. 

es.  Am  thou  lovest  thy  proii^  Md  Ibj 


Staine$.  Catainly  this  news  is  tnic^| 
another ;  by  this  light,  his  scrivener ! 
Blank,  whither  away  to  fast  ? 

Blank.  Mr  Staio^  Qod  taye  you :  Wbe^P  » 
your  man  ? 

Staina.  Why,  look  you,  sir?  do  yoo  not  s^ 
him? 

Blank.  God  fave  the  right  woi^pfol  Mr  Bub* 
ble J  I  b'rifig  you  heavy  news  with  a  n^t  bea^ 

Btf^.  Whi^tareyon? 

Blank.  I  am  your  worship's  poor  tcnveoer. 

Buh.  He  is  an  honest  man,  it  ^eems,  for  hn 
hath  both  his  ears. 

Blank,  t  am  one  that  vot^f  wonbip'a  undt 
committed  tome  trutt  in  tor  the  putting  out  of 
hit  money,  and  1  hope  I  thaU  bate  lbs  pottiiig 
^utofyoor^?,  , 

^ub.  Tlie  putlog  out  pf  min^l  Woqld  yoi| 
have  the  puttmg  out  of  xs^Tf  mop^y  ? 

Blnh.  Yeap  tin 

Bub.  No,  sir,  J  vm  o)f)  ^^Off^  to  piPl  opt  ftj 
own  Q^ooey. 

Blank.  ^' 

Staines. 
toogpe ;  thou  ai^  I  wil|  epiffer. 

Bub.  Do  you  hear,  my  friend;  can  joi|  td| 
me  when,  and  hov  my  upcljt  di^  ? 

Blank  Yet,  sir;  he  die(d  tftit  fxmmg^  «od  be 
was  killed  by  a  butdiep. 

Bub.  How !  by  a  h^tthprl 

Blank.  Vo,  indeed^  air;  for  fSfW^  ibis  morB* 
ing  into  the  ip«rket  to  chffwn  meiit,  hp  fell 
down  ttark  dead,  because  a  botcher  aaked  him 
foHF  shiUiugs  for  a  shoqlder  of  ipi^ttfin. 

Buh.  Hoiv,  ptark  dead!  and  coold  not  p^m 
viti^  fetch  hin^  again  ? 

Blank.  No,  sh^,  nor  rosa  tolit  neither;  and  yt^ 
there  was  trial  made  of  both. 

Bub.  I  shall  love  aqua  vit»  and  rosa  aolb  the 
betUir  while  I  live. 

Staines.  Wili  it  pleats  your  worship  -to  accept 
of  my  poor  tervicer  you  know  tpr  case  la  deape^ 
rate ;  I  bpeech  you  that  I  may  ffifA  upon  youf 
br^ad,  though  it  be  of  the  brownest,  and  jdrin^  of 
your  drink,  though  it  be  of  the  si^ie^t;  f^^- J 
am  humble  in  body,  and  dejected  iu  mind,  aitid 
will  do  your  worship  at  good  eervice  for  for^ 
shilliittt  a  }tear,at  anot^i^  phall  for  tbrpe  ponp^fc 

Bub.  I  will  pot  ^tand  wiih  yoa  for  Mch  a  onat- 
ter,  becaute  you  have  been  my  master;  Ixit  other- 
wise I  will  entertain  no  man,  without  aome 
knightft  or  lad/s  letter  for  their  Itehaviour :  Ger- 
vase,  I  take  it,  is  your  Christian  name.  ^ 

Staines.  Yet»  if  it  please  your  worship. 

Buk.  Well,  Gervase^  be  a  gopd  sprvani^  as^ 
I  you  shall  find  me  a  dutiful  master:  and  because 
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ycMi  h«ve  hm^  a  g^nJUemmn,  I  wUl  enUrtaia  you 
for  my  tutor  id  befa^Tumr.-— Conduct  me  to  ny 


Enter GEKAvmnEi  at  in  'huJ^udy^  reading. 

Oer^  **  As  little  chtldrea  love  to  pbgr  widi  firev 
Attd  ^k  not  lc«f«  tttl  they  tbenteiTes  do  burn; 
80  did  £  fondly  dally  with  derare, 
Until  km*t  dime  grew  hot ;  i  amU  not  turn^ 
Nor  well  avoid,  but  tigh,  and  wdhf  and  moora. 
As  children  do  when  as  they  feel  the  pain, 
TiU  tender  motlieiii  lass  thctt  Whole  again*'* 
Fie !  what  uanvouny  teflTis  Ihisi  halt  9bs^ 
Whose  mature  judgment  can  disdnguish  thiog% 
Will  tbA  onkoeit-^tilia  that  feu%  Mirehest  told, 
Have  smoothest  meanings,  and  to  ipeslLare  bokl ; 
It  b  the  first-born  sooHBt  ef  ay  bratn; 
WhysndL'd  awhsteteaf  IrooLniy  blaok-Up{i*d  )|>en, 

VO  SM  enHUOTIIMBti 


inter  W^LL  lUs^  and  LotatttXJD. 

Yet  the  dry  pefw  drinks  it  no  as  dec|» 
As  if  St  flowed  from  Petrarcirs  cnnaiag  euitt.. 
W.IUth.  Hew  ntfwl  what  have  we  here? 
'sonnet  and  a  siftife»  conplcfd  feegether  like  my 
Md/s  4^  and  bsr  monkey  ?  *"  As  Ittde  cbildven,'' 

Oct.  Pr'ythee^aWigr;  by  (hedfloqpest  oath  that 


can  be  sworn,  thon  shalt  not  read  It;  byonr 
friendship  I  coi^are  diee,  pr^ythee  let  go. 

W,  Raih  Now,  ia  the  name  of  Cupid,  what 
want'st  thou  f  a  pigeoii,  a  dove,  a  mate,  a  turtle  ^ 
doK  Ihoa  tove  fowl,  ha  ? 
O  no ;  she's  faiinr  thrice  than  is  the  qaeen^ 
Who  beaoceous  Venus  calM  is  by  name : 
Pr*ydiee  let  me  know  what  she  is  thoa  lowest, 
•hnt  I  Mmy  shnn  her,  if  I  should  cbaaee  to  taieet 
heir* 

Lm^.  Why,  ni  soil  yee^  sitv  what  she  is,  if 
yoa  do  net  know. 

W.  katk,  No^  not  I,  I  pvotest* 

^^f-  Why,  Hi»  your  flister. 

Wia.  Hew  I  my  siscer  f 

MaMm*  Yt%  your  eldest  sisterw 

W,  Riah.  Now,  Ood  bless  the  man !  be  bad 
betier  chase  a  weach  that  has  been  bred  and 
bom  in  an  alley;  her  tongue  ii  a  perpetual  mo- 
tion; thought  IS  not  seswif^  as  it  is^  and,  for 
pride,  the  woman  that  bad  her  ruff  poaked  by  the 
devil,  is  but  a  puritan  to  ber.^ — ^Thou  could*st  ne- 
ver have  faHcetiH  thy  aflecdon  on  a  worse  sub- 
jieot ;  She^  fleet  faster  than  a  court  w«iiing*wo- 
man  in  progress ;  ^  any  man  that  coine»  in  the 
Way  of  honeMy  Mes  she  set  her  mark  upon,  that 
is,  a  viHainoos  jest ;  for  tihe  is  a  kind  ot  poetess, 
and  will  make  ballads  epon  the  calves  of  your 


^  ne  wman  that  khd  %er  rtif  poalted  2f  tlie  devil^  iibuts  puritan  to  her, — The  story  here  alhuled  io 
(for  the  notice  of  Which  t  ahi  obl(g(<d  to  the  kladncM  of  Mr  Steevcm)  it  to  be  found  fai  Siubks't  AnatomiB 
0/  Abwet,  lfii9(V,  p  43.  The  teluler  wifl  ekcuie  the  length  of  tke  quotation,  '*  But  amongst  many  other 
Mifnl  ezanmlfB  df  OeH's  WrMh  agaiaM  prMe,  I  would  wish  them  to  set  before  their  eies  the  fearful 
jadgment  of  Ged,  shewed  nprta  a  geailcWoMm  of  Antwerpe  of  late,  even  the  tT  of  Male,  I58<,  the  fear- 
Ihl  sewia  Whtfreef  is  hlnwne  tbrongh  att  the  world,  and  is  yet  fresh  In  every  man's  memory.  This  gen* 
Slswoman  Ueing  a  very  rich  merckantsiaa's  daughter,  upoa  a  thne  was  hivlted  to  a  bridal  or  wedding. 
Which  Wassolettiniaed  in  that  fowae,  agaknt  wMch  day  she  made  great  preparation  for  the  pluming  of 
herself  in  gosgeoas  amy  :  t^  as  her  bm^  was  most  beaotlfol,  fsire,  and  proper,  10  her  attire  in  every 
fespect  might  be  answerable  to  the  same.  For  the  acceaqplishment  whereof  she  curled  her  halre,  she 
died  ber  Ipckes,  and  laid  them  out  after  the  best  manner :  she  coUoured  her  foce  with  waters  and  oiot- 
mehtsi  but  in  no  case  could  she  get  ahy  (so  curious  and  dainty  she  was)  that  could  starch  and  set  her 
ruffes  and  nrckercheVi  to  her  nAnde :  wherefore  she  sent  for  a  couple  of  laendresses,  who  did  Ae  beat 
they  could  to  please  her  IraaHMnrs,  but  hi  hay  wise  they  cotdd  not :  then  foil  she  to  sweare  and  teare,  to 
curse  and  bna,  casting  the  ruffes  wuler  fcete,  and  wMdng  that  Ihe  devill  might  take  her  when  shee  did 
weare  any  neckerchers  againe.  In  the  meane  time  (through  the  sufferance  of  God)  the  devill  transform- 
ing hhnsdfe  Into  Che  shane  of  a  young  ihan,  as  brave  and  prv^per  as  she  la  every  point,  hi  outward  ap« 
pearance,  came  la,  Mama  hinnetf  to  be  a  weer  or  sutor  unto  her :  and  seeing  her  thus  agonized,  and  In 
such  a  pelting  chafe,  he  demauiided  of  her  the  cause  thereof,  who  straight  way  told  him  (as  women  can 
conceal  nothing  ihatlUib  upon  their  stomachs)  how  she  was  abused  In  the  setting  of  her  ruffes  1  which 
thing  being  heiud  of  him,  he  promlssed  to  please  her  mind,  and  so  tooke  In  liande  the  setting  of  her  raffes,. 
which  be  performed  to  Iter  great  contentation  and  liking ;  insomuch,  as  she,  looking  herselfe  in  a  glasse 
(as  the  devill  bad  her)  became  grcathr  ioamoured  with  him.  This  done»  tne  young  man  kissed  her,  in 
the  doing  whereof,  hee  writli  b^r  neck  in  sunder,  so  she  died  miserably  ;  her  body  being  straight  waies 
changed  into  blew  and  black  colours,  most  uggtasome  to  behoMe,  and  ber  face  (which  before  was  so 
amorous)  became  most  deformed  aad  ftnrfoH  to  taoke  open.  Thb  being  knowne  in  the  citie,  great  pre* 
paration  was  made  for  her  boriall,  and  a  rich  coffin  was  provided,  and  her  fearfuU  body  was  laid  therein, 
and  covered  very  sumptuously,  houjt  men  immediately  assayed  to  lift  up  the  corpes,  but  could  not 
Ihove  H ;  then  Size  attempted  tlie  like,  but  could  not  once  sti^e  it  from  the  place  where  it  stood.  Where- 
at the  standers-by  nmrvelliog.  Caused  the  coffin  to  be  opened  to  see  the  cause  thereof:  where  they  found 
the  body  to  be  tSkea  away,  and  a  bladie  catte,  very  leane  and  deformed,  sitting  in  the  coffio,  setting  of 
great  ruffes,  and  fritliag  of  haire,'to  ihe  greate  feare  and  woonder  of  aH  the  beholders.*' 
^  Jn  yrogrett. — £.'e.  dnrliig  the  court*b  progress,  when  the  king  or  queen  visited  the  different  counties.  S. 
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legjk  I  pr'ytheey  let  ber  alone,  shell  nerer  make 
a  good  wife  for  any  man,  unless  it  be  a  leather^ 
dresber ;  for  perhaps  he,  in  time,  may  turn  ber. 

Ger.  Thou  hast  a  privilege  to  utter  this : 
But  by  my  life,  my  own  blood  could  not  *scape 
A  chastisement,  for  thus  profianing  her, 
Whose  virtues  sit  above  men*s  calumnies. 
Had  mine  own  brother  spoke  thus  liberally,' 
My  fury  should  liave  taught  him  better  manners. 

Long.  No  more  words,  as  you  fear  a  challenge. 

W.  Hash,  I  may  tell  thee  in  thine  ear,  I  am 
glad  to  bear  what  (  do ;  I  pray  God  send  her  no 
worse  husband,  nor  be  no  worse  wife.  Do  you 
hear,  love,  will  you  take  your  cloak  and  rapier, 
and  walk  abroad  into  some  wholesome  air  M  do 
much  fear  thy  infection;  good  counsel,  I  see, 
will  do  no  good  on  thee ;  but  puruie  the  end,  and 
to  thy  thoughts  I'll  prove  a  faithful  friend. 

[ExaaU. 

Enter  Spendall,  Nan  TicklemaNvSweatii an, 
PuRSENET,  and  a  Drawer, 

Spen,  Here's  a  spacious  room  to  walk  in :  sii^ 
rah,  set  down  the  caudle,  and  fetch  us  a  quart  of 
ipocras,^  and  so  we*ll  part. 

Sweat,  Nay,  faicb,  son,  we'll  have  a  pottle; 
let's  ne'er  be  covetous  in  our  young  days. 

Spen.  A  pottle,  sirrah;  do  you  bear  c 

Draw.  Yes,  sir,  you  shall. 

Spen.  How  now,  wench  !  how  dost  ? 

Tick.  Faith  I  am  somewhat  sick;  yet  I  should 
be  well  enough  if  I  had  a  new  gown. 

Spen.  Why,  Mere's  my  hand ;  within  these  three 
days  thou  i^halt  have  one. 

Sweat,  And  wilt  you,  son,  remember  me  for  a 
new  fore^pnrt  ?  by  ray  troth,  my  old  one  is  worn 
so  bare,  I  am  ashamed  any  body  should  see*t. 

Spen.  Why,  did  I  ever  mil  of  my  promise  ? 

Sweat,  Noy  in  sincerity,  didst  thou  not. 

Enter  Drawer. 

Draw.  Here's  a  cup  of  rich  ipocras.     [Exit. 

Spen.  Here,  sister,  mother,  and  Mr  Pursenet ; 
n&y>  good  sir,  be  not  so  dejected ;  for,  by  this  wine, 
to-morrow  I  will  send  you  stuff  for  a  new  suit, 
and  as  much  as  shall  hnc  you  a  cloak  clean 
tlirough. 

Purse,  I  thank  you,  and  shall  study  to  de- 
serve— 


^en.  Here,  boy,  fill;  and  bang  that  canBQ|ia 
thar  s  good  for  nobody  b«it  himself. 

Parse.  Heroically  spoken !  by  this  candle,  'tb 
pit?  thou  wert  not  made  a  lord. 

Spen  A  lord!  by  this  light,  I  do  not  tluak  bit 
to  be  lord  mayor  of  London  before  I  die,  and 
iiave  three  pageants  carried  before  me,  bssklei  s 
ship  and  an  unicorn.  Apprentices  may  prij  for 
that  time ;  for,  whenever  it  happens,  I  wiU  aMks 
another  S^ve  Tuesday^  for  them. 

Enter  Drawer , 

Dram.  Young  Mr  Rash  has  tent  yoa  a  qoirt 
of  roaligo 

Spen,  Mr  Rash!  zounds!  how  does  he  know 
that  I  am  here? 

Draw.  Nay,  I  know  not,  sir. 

Spen.  Know  not !  it  comes  through  yoo  sod 
your  rascally  glib-tongued  companions;  *tn  nj 
master^s  son ;  a  fine  gentleman  he  is,  and  a  booa 
companion;  I  must  go  see  him.  [Exit  Spenoau. 

Sweat.  Boy,  fi'l  us  a  cup  of  your  Maligo,  #e11 
drink  to  Mr  Spendall  in  his  abieooe ;  tberrs  oot  a 
finer  spirit  of  a  citizen  within  the  wallSir-Here, 
Mr  Pursenet,  you  shall  pledge  him. 

Pur.  Ill  not  refuse  it,  were  it  puddle:  bf 
Styi,  lie  is  a  bountiful  gendeman,  and  I  shall  r^ 
port  him  so.  Here,  MrsTickleman,  shall  I  charge 
you  ? 

lick.  Do  your  worst,  serjeant;  FU  pledjsp  ray 
young  Spendall  a  whole  sea,  as  diev  say;  fa,  It, 
la,  la,  la.    Would  the  music  were  here  again;  I 


do  begin  to  be  wanton.    Ipocras,  sirrah,,  sod  a 
dry  bisket     Here,  bawd,  a  carouse. 

Sw>eat.  Bawd !  i'futh  you  begin  to  grow  fig^ 
i'the  head.  I  pray  n »  more  suoi  words;  far,  if 
you  do,  1  shall  grow  into  distempers. 

lick.  Distempers !  hang  your  distempers;  be 
angry  with  me  and  thou  darest.  I  pray,  who 
feeds  you,  but  I?  who  keeps  thy  feather-beds 
from  the  brokers,  but  I?  'tis  not  ^r  saosage 
face,  thick,  douted-cream  rampallion  •  at  hoiae, 
that  snuffles  in  the  nose  like  a  decayed  bag-pip«» 

Pur,  Nay,  sweet  Mrs  Tickleman,  be  concor- 
dant ;  reverence  antiquity. 

Enter  Rash,  Longfield,  and  Spehdall. 

Rash,  Save  you,  sweet  creatures  of  beauty, 
save  you  t  how  now  old  Beelzebub^  how  doft  thou  - 


'  Liber alltf^i.  e.  licentiously. 

^  Ipocras.-- A  wine  mentloDcd  in  the  metrical  romance  of  the  Squbs  of  Low  Degre: 


" Malmes3'oe, 

Both  ypoeratte  and  Yemage  wine."    S. 

Kee  note  2T  lo  The  HoHest  Whore,  Vol.  I.  p.  630. 

"7  i>hrove  Tuesday.^^l'rom  this  passage  it  seems  as  though  Shrove  Tuesday  was  formerly  a  holiday  for  ap- 
f)reiitice&.  So  in  Ben  Jonson's  Epicoene^  A.  I .  s.  I.  it  Is  said  of  Morose^  '*  he  would  have  hanged  a  pew- 
terer's  prentict  on  a  Shrove  TuesdaifU  riot,  for  being  o*  that  trade,  nhen  the  rest  were  quit.*' 

*  RampaUion — A  term  of  vulgar  abuse.  So  I*  alstalT  says,  *'  away,  yon  scullion  !  yon  rampaUioa !  ys* 
tfuailariap !"  2d  Fart  of  Henry  IV,  A,  2.  S.  K    See  also  Mr  Steevens*s  note  on  the  passage. 
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Sweat,  Beelzebub  !  Beelzebub  in  thy  facCc 

Spen.  Nay,  good  words,  Mrs  Sweatman ;  he's 
a  young  gallant,  you  must  not  weigh  what  be 
says. 

Rash.  I  would  my  lamentable  complaining  lo- 
ver had  been  here,  here  bad  been  a  supersedeas 
for  his  melancholy;  and,  iTaith,  Frank,  I  am  glad 
my  father  has  turned  over  his  shop  to  thee:  I 
hope  I,  or  any  friend  of  mine,  shall  have  so  much 
credit  with  thee,  as  to  stand  in  thy  books  for  a 
suit  of  sattin. 

Spen.  For  a  whole  piece,  if  you  please;  any 
friend  of  yours  shall  command  me  to  the  last 
remnant. 

Rash.  Why,  God-a-mercy,  Frank;  what, shall's 
to  dice? 

I^en.  Dice  or  drink;  here's  forty  crowns;  as 
long  as  that  will  last,  any  thing. 

Rash,  Why,  there  spoke  a  gingling  boy. 

Spen.  A  pox  of  money,  'tis  but  rubbish ;  and 
he  that  boards  it  up  is  but  a  scavenger.  If  there 
be  cards  i'the  house,  let's  go  to  primero.  ^ 

Rash,  Primero !  Why,  I  thought  thou  hadst  not 
been  so  much  gamester  as  to  play  at  it 

Spen.  Gamester !  to  say  truth,  I  am  none ; 
but  what  is  it  I  will  not  be  m  good  company  ?  I 
will  fit  myself  to  all  humours ;  I  will  game  with 
a  gamester,  drink  with  a  drunkard,  be  civil  with 
a  citizen,  fight  with  a  swaggerer,  and  drab  with  a 
whore-master. 

Enter  a  Swaggerer^  puffing, 

Ra^  An  excellent  humoar,  i'faitb. 

Long,  Zounds !  what  have  we  here  ? 

Spen.  A  land-porpoise,  I  think. 

Mash.  This  is  no  angry,  nor  no  roaring  boy, 
but  a  blustering  boy:  now,  JEolus  defend  us, 
what  puflBi  are  these  f 

Swag,  I  do  smell  a  whore. 

Draw,  0  gentlemen,  give  him  good  words,  he's 
one  of  the  roaring  boys. 

Swag,  Rogue! 

Draw.  Here,  sir. 

Swag.  Take  my  cloak,  I  mast  unbuckle;  my 
pickled  oysters  work ;  puff,  puC 

&fen,  Pufl^  puff. 

Swag,  Dost  thou  retort?  in  opposition  stand. 

6JpeYi.  Out,  you  swaggering  nnsue;  zounds,  MI 
kick  him  out  of  the  room.  [Beats  him  away 

Tick.  Out,  alas !  their  naked  tools  are  out. 

Spen.  Fear  not^  sweetheart;  come  along  with 
met  [Exeunt. 


Enter  Gartred  sola. 

Gar,  Thrice  happy  days  they  were,  and  too 
soon  gone. 
When  as  the  heart  was  coupled  with  the  tongue ; 
And  no  deceitful  flattery  or  guile 
Hung  on  the  lover's  tear >com mixed  smile. 
Could  women  learn  but  that  imperiousness, 
By  which  men  use  to  stint  our  happiness. 
When  they  have  purchased  us  for  to  be  their's, 
By  customary  sighs  and  forced  tears ; 
To  give  us  bits  of  kindness,  lest  we  ftiint, 
But  no  abundance,  that  we  ever  want, 
And  still  are  begs^ng ;  which  too  well  they  know 
Endears  affc ctioii,  and  doth  make  it  grow: 
Had  we  these  sleights,  how  happy  were  we  then, 
That  we  might  glory  over  love-sick  men  ! 
But  arts  we  know  not,  nor  have  any  skill, 
To  feign  a  sour  look  to  a  pleasing  will; 

Enter  Joice. 

Nor  couch  a  secret  love  in  shew  of  hate : 
But,  if  we  like,  must  be  compassionate. 
Yet  I  will  strive  to  bridle  and  conceal 
The  hid  affection  which  my  heart  doth  feel. 

Joice.  Now  the  boy  with  the  bird-bolt'**  be 
praised !  Nay,  faith  sister,  forward,  'was  an  ex- 
cellent passion. "  Come,  let's  hear,  what  is  he? 
If  he  be  n  proper  man,  and  have  a  black  eye,  a 
smooth  chin,  anfl  a  curled  pate,  take  him,  wench ; 
if  my  father  will  not  consent,  run  away  with  him| 
ril  help  to  convey  you. 

Gar.  You  talk  strangely,  sister? 

Joice,  Sister,  sister,  dissemble  not  with  me^ 
though  you  do  mean  to  dissemble  with  your  lo- 
ver. Though  you  have  protested  to  conceal  your 
affection,  by  this  tongue  you  shall  not;  for  I'll 
discover  all  as  soon  as  1  know  the  gentleman. 

Gar,  Discover !  what  will  you  discover? 

Joice.  Marry,  enough,  Til  warrant  thee.  First 
and  foremost.  Til  tell  him  thou  read'st  loye-pas« 
sions  in  print,  and  speakest  every  morning  with- 
out book  to  thy  looking-glass:  next,  that  thou 
never  sleepest  till  an  hour  after  the  bell-man; 
that,  as  soon  as  thou  art  asleep,  thou  art  in  a 
dream,  and  in  a  dream  thou  art  the  kindest  and 
comfortable  bed-fellow  for  kissings  and  embra- 
cings ;  .by  this  hand,  I  cannot  rest  for  thee ;  but 
our  father 

Enter  Sir  Lionel. 

Sir  L.  How  now !  what  are  you  two  consult. 


9  Prtnero-^A  game  at  cards  often  mentioned  and  alluded  to  in  old  plays. 

*°  The  kw  wHk  the  kird-bolt^i.  e-  Cnpld.  •*  The  bird  bolt,''  Mr  Steepens  observes  (note  on  Much 
ado  about  Nothittg^  A.  I.  8  I.)  "  te  a  short,  thick  arrow,  without  point,  and  spreading  at  the  extremity 
so  much  as  to  leave  a  flat  surface,  about  the  breadth  of  a  shilling.  Such  are  to  this  day  in  use  to  kill 
rooks  with,  and  are  shot  froai  a  e#M»-bow«" 

■■  An  exctUent  pastion.'-^A passion  was  formerly  a  name  given  t«  love  poems  of  the  plaintive  species* 
Many  of  them  are  preserved  in  the  Miscellaniei  of  the  times.  See  England's  Hetizon,  The  Sheep  beard 
Damon*s  Passion^  and  others. 
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ing  on?  on  husbnnds?  You  think  you  lose  time, 

I  am  sure ;  but  hold  your  own  a  little,  girls ;  it 

•hall  not  be  long  ere  I  provide  for  you:  and  for 

Tou,  Gartred,  I  have  bethought  myself  already. 

Whirlpit,  the  usurer,  is  late  deceased ; 

A  man  of  unknown  wealth,  which  he  has  left 

Unto  a  prov  ideut  kinsman,  as  I  hear, 

That  was  once  servant  to  that  unthrift  Staines. 

A  prudent  gentleman,  they  say  he  is, 

And,  as  I  take  it,  called  Master  Bubble. 

Joice,  Bubble ! 

Sir  L,  Yeb,  nimble-chaps ;   what  say  you  to 
that? 

Joice.  Nothing ;  but  that  I  wish  his  christian 
name  were  Water. 

Gar.  Sir,  Vm  at  your  disposing ;  but  my  mind 
Stands  not  as  yet  towards  marriage. 
Were  you  so  pleased,  I  would  a  little  longer 
Enjoy  the  quiet  of  a  single  bed. 

Sir  L.  Here's  the  right  trick  of  them  all ;  let  a 
man 
Be  motioned  to  'em,  they  could  be  content 
To  lead  a  single  life,  forsooth ;  when  the  harlots 
"Do  pine  and  run  into  diseases, 
Eat  chalk  and  oatmeal,  cry  and  creep  in  comers, 
Which  are  manifest  tokens  of  their  longings; 
And  yet  they  will  dissemble.   But,  Gartred, 
As  you  do  owe  me  reverence,  and  will  pay  it, 
Prepare  yourself  to  like  this  gentleman, 
Who  can  maintain  tijee  in  thy  choice  of  gowns. 
Of  tires,  of  servants,  and  of  costly  jewels ; 
Nay,  for  a  need,  out  of  his  easy  nature, 
May'st  draw  him  to  the  keeping  of  a  coach  '* 
For  country,  and  carroch  for  London; 
Indeed,  what  might'st  tliou  not? 

Enter  Servant. 

Scr»  Sir,  hcre*s  one  come  from  Mr  Bubble  to 
invite  you  to  the  funeral  of  his  uncle. 

Sir  L.  Thank  the  messenger,  and  make  him 
drink. 
Tell  him  T  will  not  fail  to  wait  the  corse: 
Yet  stay,  I  will  go  talk  with  him  myself, 
Gartred,  think  upon  what  I  have  told  you ; 
And  let  me,  ere  it  be  long,  receive  your  answer. 
[Exeunt  Sir  Lionel  and  Servant. 

Joice.  Sister,  sister  I 

Gar.  What  say  you,  sister? 

Joice,  Shall  I  provide  a  cord  ? 

Gar.  A  cord  f  what  to  do  f 

Joice.  Why,  to  let  thee  out  at  the  window.— 
Do  not  I  know  that  thou  wilt  run  away  with  the 
gentleman,  for  whom  you  made  the  passion,  ra- 
ther than  endure  this  same  Bubble  that  my  fa- 
ther talks  of?  Twere  good  you  would  let  me  be 
of  your  counsel,  lest  I  break  the  neck  of  your 
plot. 


Gar*  Sister,  know  I  bve  thee, 
And  ril  not  think  a  thought  thou  shalt  not  know. 
I  Ir  ve  a  gentleman,  that  answers  me 
In  all  the  righu  of  love  as  faithfully ; 
Has  woo*d  me  oft  with  sonnets  and  with  tears  ; 
Yet  I  seem  still  to  slight  him.    Experience  tells,. 
The  jewel  that's  et\]oyed  is  not  esteenaed ; 
Things  hardly  got,  are  always  highest  deemed. 

Joice.  You  say  well,  wster ;  but  it  is  not  goofi 
to  linger  out  too  long ;  continuance  of  time  will 
take  away  any  man's  stomach  in  the  world.  I 
hope  the  next  time  that  he  comes  to  you,  I  shall 
see  hint. 

Gar.  You  shall. 

Joice.  Why  go  to  then,  you  shall  have  my  opi- 
nion of  him  ;  if  he  deserve  thee,  thou  shalt  delaj 
him  no  longer;  for  if  you  oannot  find  in  your 
heart  to  tell  him  you  luve  him,  FU  sigh  it  out  for 
you.  Come,  we  little  creatures  must  help  one 
another*  [E:reunt. 

Enter  Geraldine. 

Ger,  flow  cheerfully  things  look  in  this  place  ! 
Tis  always  spring-time  here;  such  is  the  grace 
And  polenty  of  her  who  has  the  bliss, 
To  make  it  still  Elysium  where  she  is. 
Nor  doth  the  king  of  flames  in's  golden  fires^ 
After  a  tempest,  answer  men*s  desires, 
VV  hen  as  he  casts  his  comfortable  beams. 
Over  the  flowery  fields  and  si  Iter  streams^ 
As  her  illustrate  beauty  stnkes  in  me, 
And  wraps  niy  soul  up  to  felicity. 

Enter  Gartred  and  Joice  ai^. 

Joice.  Do  you  hear,  sir? 

Gar,  Why,  sister,  what  will  you  do? 

Joice,  By  ray  maidenhead,  an  oath  which  I 
ne'er  took  in  varn,  either  go  down  and  comfort 
him,  or  Til  call  him  up,  and  disclose  all.  Wha^ 
will  you  have  no  m6rcy  ?  but  let  a  proper  man, 
that  might  spend  the  spirit  of  his  youth  upon 
yourself,  fall  into  a  consumption  ?  for  shame,  sis- 
ter! 

Gar.  You  are  the  strangest  ereatare>-^ivhat 
would  you  have  me  do  ? 

Joice.  Marry,  I  would  have  you  go  to  him, 
take  him  by  the  hand,  and  gripe  him ;  say,  yoq 
are  welcome,  1  love  vou  with  all  my  heart,  joa 
are  the  man  must  do  the  feat;  wnd  take  him 
about  the  nerk,  and  kiss  upon  the  bargain. 

Gar.  Fie,  how  you  talk  !  'tis  mere  ioimodesty. 
The  common'st  strumpet  would  nor  do  so  much. 

Joice.  Marry,  the  better;  for  such  as  are  ho- 
nest 
Should  still  do  what  the  common  strumpet  will 

not. 
Speak,  will  you  do  it? 
Gaf.  I'll  lose  his  company  for  ever  first. 


G>iic&— carrocA.—See  note  38  to  Ram  Allen,  P-  310. 
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J<nce,  Do  you  hear,  air  ?  here  is  a  gentlewoman 
would  speak  with  you. 

Gar,  Why,  sister  !  pray,  sister — 

Joice.  One  that  loves  you  with  all  her  heart, 
yet  is  ashamed  to  confess  it. 

Gar.  Good  sister,  hold  your  tongue ;  [  will  go 
down  to  him. 

Joice,  Do  not  jest  with  me ;  for,  by  this  hand, 
I'll  either  get  him  up,  or  go  down  myself,  and 
read  the  whole  history  of  your  love  to  him. 

Gar.  If  you'll  forbear  to  call,  I  will  go  down. 

Joice.  Let  me  see  your  back,  then  ;  and,  hear 
you  ?  do  not  use  him  scnrvily;  you  were  best  un- 
set all  your  tyrannical  looks,  and  bid  him  loving- 
ly welcome ;  or,  as  I  live,  I'll  stretch  out  my 
voice  again.  Uds  foot,  I  must  take  some  pains, 
I  sec,  or  we  shall  never  finve  this  gear  cotten; '' 
but,  tf)  say  truth,  the  fault  is  in  my  melancholy 
monsieur ;  for  if  he  had  but  half  so  much  spirit 
as  he  has  flesh,  he  miti;lit  have  boarded  her  by 
this.  But  see,  yonder  she  marches;  now  a  pas- 
sion on  his  side  of  half  an  hour  long — his  hat  is 
off  alripadv,  as  if  he  were  begging  one  poor  penny- 
worth of  kindness. 

Enter  Gartred. 

Ger.  Shall  I  presume,  fair  mistress,  on  your 
band  to  lay  my  unworthy  lip  ? 

Joice,  Fie  upon  him,  I  am  ashamed  to  hear 
bim :  you  shall  have  a  country-fellow  at  a  May- 
pole go  better  to  his  work.  He  had  need  to  be 
constant,  for  he  is  able  to  spoil  as  many  maids  as 
he  shall  fall  in  love  withal. 

Gar,  Sir,  you  profess  love  unto  me;  let  me  en- 
treat you  it  may  appear  but  in  some  snoall  re- 
quest. 

Ger.  Let  me  know  it,  lady,  and  I  shall  soon 
effect  it. 

Gar.  But  for  this  present  to  forbear  this  place, 
Because  my  father  is  expected  here. 

Ger.  I  am  gone,  lady. 

Joice.  Do  you  hear,  sir? 

Ger.  Did  you  call  ? 

Joice.  IjkAl  up  to  the  window. 

Ger,  What  say  you,  gentlewoman  ? 

Gar,  Nay,  pray  sir,  go ;  it  is  my  sister  calls  to 
hasten  you. 

Joice,  I  call  to  speak  with  you ;  pray  stay  a 
Httle. 

Ger,  The  gentlewoman  has  something  to  say 
to  me. 

Gar,  She  has  nothing;  I  do  conjure  you,  as 
jou  love  me,  stay  not.  I-^^  Joice. 

Ger,  The  power  of  magic  canuot  fasten  me;  I 
am  gone. 

Gar^  Good  sir,  look  back  no  more,  what  voice 
ere  call  yon. 


Imagine,  going  from  me,  you  were  coming, 
And  use  the  same  speed,  as  you  love  my  safety. 
[Exit  Gebaldine. 
Wild-witted  sister,  I  have  prevented  you : 
I  will  not  have  my  love  yet  opened  to  him. 
By  how  much  longer 'tis  ere  it  be  known. 
By  so  much  dearer  'twill  be  when  'tis  purchased. 
But  I  must,  use  my  strength  to  stop  her  journey, 
For  she  will  after  him :  and  see,  she  comes. 

Enter  Joice, 

Nay,  sister,  you  are  at  farthest. 

joice.  Let  me  go,  you  were  best ;  for  if  you 
wrestle  with  me,  I  shall  throw  you.— Passion, 
come  back,  fool ;  lover,  turn  a^ain,  and  kiss  your 
belly  full; 

For  here  she  is  will  stand  you,  do  your  worst. 
Will  you  let  me  go  ? 

Gar.  Yes,  if  you'll  stay, 

Joice.  If  I  stir  a  foot,  hang  me ;  you  shall  come 
together  of  yourselves,  and  be  naught;  do  what 
you  will;  for  if  e'er  I  trouble  myself  ai:aio,  let 
me  want  help  in  such  a  case  when  I  need. 

Gar.  Nay.  but  pr'ythee,  sister,  be  not  angry, 

Joice.  I  will  be  angry.  Uds  foot!  I  cannot 
endure  such  foolery,  I !  Two  bashful  fools,  that 
would  couple  together,  and  yet  ha'  not  the  faces. 

Gar.  Nay,  pr'ythee,  sweet  sister. 

Joice,  Come,  come,  let  me  go;  birds  that  want 
the  use  of  reason  and  speech,  can  couple  t0|;ether 
in  one  day ;  and  yet  you  that  have  both,  cannot 
conclude  in  twenty. 

Gar.  Why,  what  good  would  it  do  you  to  tell 
him  ? 

Joice*  Do  not  talk  to  me,  for  I  am  deaf  to  any 
thing  you  say ;  go  weep  and  cry. 

Gar.  Nay,  but  sister.  [£xetifi/. 

Enter  Staines,  and  Drawer  with  Wine. 

Stainei.   Drawer,  bid  them  make  haste  at 
home. 
Tell  them  they  are  coming  from  church. 

DraWi  I  will,  sir.  [Exit  Drawer, 

Stainei.  That  I  should  live  to  be  a  serving- 
man  !  a  fellow  which  scalds  his  mouth  with  an- 
other man's  porridge ;  brings  up  meat  for  other 
men's  bellies,  and  carries  away  the  bones  for  his 
own  ;  .changes  his  clean  trencher  for  a  foul  one^^ 
and  is  i^lad  of  it :  and  yet  did  I  never  live  so  mer- 
ry a  life,  when  I  was  my  master's  master,  as  now 
I  do,  being  man  to  my  roan.  Aad  [  will  stand 
to't,  for  all  my  former  speeohes,  a  serving-man 
lives  a  better  life  than  his  master;  and  thus  I 
prove  it :  the  saying  is.  The  nearer  the  bone  the 
sweeter  the  flesh;  then  must  the  serving-man 
needs  eat  the  sweeter  flesh,  for  he  always  picks 
the  bones,    ^nd  again,  the  proverb  says,  The 


*3  Thii  gear  coftoi— See  note  25  to  Alexander  and  Campaipe^  VoU  I,  p.  146, 
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deeper  the  sweeter :  there  has  the  serfing-raan 
the  advantage  ag;ain,  fur  he  drinks  still  in  the 
bottom  of  the  pot;  he  fills  his  bellv,  and  never 
asks  what's  to  pay ;  wears  broad-cloth,  and  yet 
dares  walk  Watling-slreet  '♦  without  any  fear  of 
his  draper.  And  for  his  colours,  they  are  accord- 
ing to  the  season ;  in  the  summer,  he  is  apparel- 
led (for  the  most  part)  like  the  lieavens,  in  blue; 
in  the  winter,  like  the  earth,  in  frize. 

Enter  Bubble,  Sir  Lionel,  Longfield,  and 
Sprinkle. 

But  see,  I  am  prevented  in  roy  encomium : 
I  could  have  mamtam'd  this  theme  these  two 
hours. 

Sir  L.  Rash.  Well,  God  rest  his  soul,  he  is 
gone,  and  we  must  all  follow  him. 

Bub.  Aye,  aye,  he's  gone,  sir  Lionel,  he's  gone. 

Sir  L.  Rash.  Why,  though  he  be  gone,  what 
then  ?  'tis  not  you  that  can  fetch  him  back  again, 
with  all  your  cunning ;  it  must  be  your  comfort 
that  he  died  well. 

Bub.  Truly,  and  so  it  is ;  I  would  to  God  1 
had  e'en  another  uncle  that  would  die  no  worse ; 
surely  1  shall  weep  again,  if  I  should  find  my 
handkerchief. 

Long.  How  now  !  what  are  these,  onions  r 

Bub.  Aye,  aye,  sir  Lionel,  they  are  my  onions ; 
I  thought  to  have  had  them  roasted  this  morning 
for  my  cold  :  Gervase,  you  have  not  wept  to  day, 
pray  take  your  onions.  Gentlemen,  the  remem- 
brance of  death  is  sharp,  therefore  there  is  a  ban- 
quet within  to  sweeten  your  conceits :  I  pray  walk 
in,  gentlemen,  walk  you  in ;  you  know  I  must 
needs  be  melancholy,  and  keep  my  chamber. — 
Gervase,  usher  them  to  the  banquet. 

Staines.  I  shall,  sir— Please  you,  sir  Lionel. 

[Gentlemen  and  Gervase  go  out. 

Sir  L.  Rash'  Well,  Master  Bubblci  we'll  go  in 
and  taste  of  your  bounty. 
In  the  mean  time,  you  must  be  oF  good  cheer. 

Bub.  If  grief  take  not  away  my  stomach, 
I  will  have  good  cheer,  I  warrant  you.  Sprinkle ! 

Sprinkle.  Sir? 

Bub.  Had  the  women  puddings  to  their  dole?  ■' 

Sprinkle.  Yes,  sir. 

Bub.  And  how  did  they  take  'em  ? 

Sprinkle.  Why,  with  their  hands ;  how  should 
they  take  'em  ? 


Bub.  O  thou  Hercules  of  igoorance !  I  mean, 
how  were  they  satisfied  ? 

Sprinkle.  By  roy  troth,  mt,  but  so  so ;  and  yet 
some  o(  them  bad  two. 

Bub.  O  insatiable  women !  whom  two  pud- 
dings would  not  satisfy!  But  vanish.  Sprinkle; 
bid  your  fellow  Gervase  come  hither. 

[Exit  Sprikkxe. 
And  off  my  mourning- robes ;  gnef,  to  the  grave. 
For  I  have  gold,  and  Uierefore  will  be  brave  :  '* 
In  silks  I'll  raule  it  of  every  colour, 
And,  when  I  go  by  water,  scorn  a  iculler. 

En/er  Staines. 

In  black  carnation  velvet  I  will  cloak  ne. 
And  when  men  bid  God  save  me,  cry,  Ta  gaogue. 
It  is  needful  a  gentleman  should  speak  Ijitin 
sometimes,  is  it  not,  Gervase  ?    . 

Stainei,  O,  very  graceful,  sir;  voor  nost  ac- 
complished gentlemen  are  known  by  it. 

Bub.  Why  then  wdl  I  make  use  of  that  little  I 
have  upon  times  and  occasions.  Hete,  Gerrase, 
take  this  bag,  and  run  presently  to  the  meroer'a; 
buy  me  seven  ells  of  horse-flesbH»lo«red  tafiata, 
nine  yards  of  yellow  sattin,  and  eight  yards  of 
orange  tawney  velvet.  Then  nm  to  the  tailor's, 
the  haberdasher's,  the  sempster^s,  the  cutler's,  the 
perfumer's,  and  to  all  trades  whatsoever,  that  be- 
long to  the  making-up  of  a  gentleman;  and, 
amongst  the  rest,  let  not  the  barber  be  forgot- 
ten :  and  look  that  he  he  an  excellent  fellow,  and 
one  that  can  snap  his  fingers  with  dexterity.'^ 
Staines.  I  shall  fit  you,  sir. 
Bub.  Do  so,  good  Gervase;  it  is  time  my 
beard  were  corrected,  for  it  is  grown  so  saucy,  as 
it  begins  to  play  with  m^  nose. 

Staines.  Your  nose,  sir,  must  endare  it;  for  it 
is  in  part  the  fashion. 

Bub.  Is  it  in  fashion  ?  why  then  roy  nose  shall 
endure  it,  let  it  tickle  his  worst 

Staines.  Why,  now  you're  i'the  right,  sir ;  if 
you  will  be  a  true  gallant,  you  must  bear  things 
resolute.  As  thus,  sir;  if  you  he  at  an  ordinary, 
and  chance  to  lose  your  money  at  plav,  ^ou  mnst 
not  fret  and  fume,  tear  cards,  and  fling  away 
dice,  as  your  ignorant  gamester,  or  couutrj-gen- 
tleman  does ;  but  you  must  put  on  a  calm,  tem- 
perate action,  with  a  kind  of  careless  smile,  in 
contempt  of  fortune,  as  not  being  able,  with  all 


'^  Watling'Street.'-^ThiB  street.  Stow  observes,  io  his  time,  was  iababited  by  wealtliy  ilfapefB,  relaileit 
of  woollen  cloths,  both  broad  and  narrow,  of  all  sorts,  more  than  any  one  of  the  city. 

''  Do/e.— *'  Dole  was  the  term  for  the  allowance  of  proviuoo  given  Xo  the  poor  in  great. families.** 
Mr  Steevens  8  note  to  The  Winters  Tale,  A.  1.  8.  I .  See  also  the  notes  of  Sir  John  Hawkin  and  Mr  Stce- 
vens  to  The  First  Part  of  King  Henry  IV  A.  2.  h.  2. 

'6  Braw.— fine.    See  note  'il  to  The  Second  P^rt  of  the  Honest  Whore,  Vol,  I.  p.  578. 

'7  One  that  can  snap  his  fingers  with  </f  Jtm/y.— So  in  Ben  JonsofCs  I^icoenef  A.  I,  S.  ^  one  of  the  nega- 
tive qnalities  which  Morose  approved  in  Cutbeard,  was,  that  he  had  not  the  knack  with  his  sheers^  or  ku 
fingers,  which,  says  Clerunont,  *'  in  a  barber,  he  (Morose)  thinks  so  eminent  a  virtoe,  as  it  has  made  him 
chief  of  his  coiuuel." 
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ber  eogiiiesy  to. batter  down  one  piece  of  your 
estate,  tliat  your  means  may  be  thought  inirmci- 
ble.  Never  tell  yuur  money,  nor  what  you  have 
won,  nor  what  you  have  lost.  If  a  question  be 
made,  your  answer  must  be,  what  I  have  lost,  I 
have  lost ;  what  1  have  won,  I  have  won.  A 
dose  heart  and  free  band,  make  a  man  admired ; 
a  testern  or  a  shilling  to  a  servant  that  brings 
jou  a  glass  of  beer,  binds  his  hands  to  his  lips  ; 
jou  shall  have  more  semce  of  him  than  his  mas- 
ter; he  will  be  more  humble  to  you,  than  a 
cheater  before  a  magistrate* 

Bub.  Gervase,  give  me  thy  hand :  I  think  thou 
hast  more  wit  than  I,  that  am  thy  master;  and, 
for  this  speech  only,  I  do.  here  create  thee  my 
steward.  I  do  long,  methinks,  to  be  at  an  ordi- 
nary; to  smile  at  'ortune,  and  to  be  bountiful. 
Gervase,  about  your  business,  good  Gervase, 
whilst  I  go  and  meditate  upon  a  gentleman-like 
behaviour.  I  have  an  excellent  gait  akeady,  Ger- 
rase,  have  I  not } 

Staines*  Hercules,  himself,  sir,  had  never  a  bet* 
ter  gait. 

Bub.  But  dispatch,  Grervase;  the  sattin  and 
the  velvet  must  be  thought  upon,  and  the  Tu 
Quoque  must  not  be  forgotten;  for  whensoever  1 
give  arms,  that  shall  be  my  motto. 

[Exit  Bubble. 

Staines,  What  a  fortune  had  I  thrown  upon 
me,  wheii  1  preferred  myself  uito  this  fellow'^ 
service !  Indeed  I  serve  myself  and  not  him;  for 
this  gold  here  is  mr  own,  truly  purchased :  he 
has  credit,  and  shall  run  i'the  books  for't.  FU 
carry  things  so  cunningly,  that  he  shall  not  be 
able  to  look  into  my  actions.  My  mortgage  1 
have  already  got  into  my  hands  :  tlie  rent  be 
shall  enjoy  a  while,  till  his  riot  constrain  him  to 
sell  it;  whicli  I  will  purchase  with  his  own  mo- 
ney. I  must  cheat  a  little :  I  have  been  cheat- 
ed upon;  therefore,  I  hope  the  world  will  a  lit- 
tle the  better  excuse  me.  What  his  uncle  crafti- 
ly got  from  me,  I  will  knavishly  recover  of  bim. 
To  come  by  it,  I  must  vary  shapes,  and  my  first 
^ift  shall  be  in  sattin. 
Proteus,  propitious  be  to  my  disguise. 
And  I  shall  prosper  in  my  enterprise.       [EsU. 


Enter  Spend  all,  Pursenet,  and  a  Boy  with 
Rackets, 

Spen.  A  rubber,  sirrah, 
^c^.  You  shall,  sir. 

Spin*  And  bid  those  two  men,  yon  said  would 
speak  with  me,  come  in. 
Boy.  I  will,  sir.  [E:ni  Boy. 

Spen*  Did  I  not  play  this  sett  well  r 

Enter  Blame  and  another. 

Pune,  Excellent  well :  by  Phaeton^  by  £re« 
bus,  it  went  as  if  it  bad  cut  the  line. 

Blank,  God  bless  you,  sir. 

Spen*  Mr  Blank,  welcome. 

Blank.  Here's  the  gentleman's  man,  sir,  hat 
brought  the  money. 

Ser,  Wiirt  please  you  tell  it,  sir  ? 

^en.  Have  you  the  bond  ready,  Mr  BUnk  I 

Blank*  Yes,  sir. 

Spen.  Tis  well :   Pursenet,  help  to  tdl-*10, 
11,12. 
What  time  have  you  given  ? 

Blank.  The  thirteenth  of  the  next  month* 

Spen.  Tis  well :  here's  light  sold. 

Serv.  'Twill  be  the  less  trouUesome  to  carry. 

Spen.  You  say  well,  sir;  how  much  hast  thoo 
told  ? 

Purse,   In  gold  and  lulver,  here  b  twenty 
pounds. 

Blank.  >Tis  right,  Mr  Spendall,  I'll  warrant 
you. 

Spen*  I'll  take  your  warrant^  sir,  and  tell  no 
farther. 
Come,  let  me  see  the  condition  of  this  oblig** 
tion. 

Purse,  A  man  may  win  from  him  that  cares 
not  for't. 
This  royal  Csesar  doth  regard  no  cash ; 
Has  thrown  away  as  much  in  ducks  and  drakes. 
As  would  have  l>ought  some  50,000  capons. 

&)«n,  'Tis  very  well ;  so,  lend  me  your  pen* 

Purse.  This  is  the  captain  of  brave  citizens ; 
The  Agamemnon  of  all  merry  Greeks ; 
A  Stukeley  or  a  Sberley,  for  his  spirit," 


'*  A  Siukeley  or  a  Sherley. — The  spirit  of  enterprise  which  had  been  raised  and  encouraged  in  ^be  relgii 
of  Kllzabetb,  was  extremely  favourable  to  the  reputation  of  those  adventurers  who  soaght  to  mend  their 
fortanes  by  encounteiiug  dfffieutties  of  any  khid  in  a  foreign  country.  Stukeiey  and  the  Skerleys'uppetLT 
to  have  been  held  in  great  estimation  by. the  people  in  general.  The  former  was  a  dissolute  wretch,  bprn 
in  lievonshire,  who  squandered  away  his  property  in  riot  and  debauchery ;  then  left  the  kingdom*  and 
signalized  hb  valour  at  the  battle  fought  at  Alcazar  in  Barbary,  in  August  1578,  where  he  was  killed. 
See  an  account  of  him  hi  a  ballad,  published  in  Evotu^s  Collection,  1177,  vol.  II.  p.  103$  also  the  old 
pla>,  entitled.  The  Battle  of  Alcazar,  with  the  Death  of  Captain  Stukeley,  4to.  1094.  Of  the  Sherleys, 
there  were  three  brothers,  Sir  Anthony,  Sir  Robert,  and  Sir  i<  raacb ;  Sir  Anthony  was  one  of  those  gal* 
lant  spirits  who  went  to  annoy  the  Spaniards  in  their  West  India  settlements,  during  the  reign  of  Qneen 
£lizahetb.  He  afterwards  travelled  to  Persia,  and  returned  to  England  In  the  quality  of  ambassador 
from  the  Sophi  in  i6\^.  The  next  year  be  published  an  account  of  bis  travels.  He  was,  by  the  emperor 
of  Germany,  raised  to  the  dignity  of  a  count ;  and  the  king  of  Spain  made  him  admiral  of  the  Levant 
Sea*    He  died  in  Spain  after  the  year  1630.    Sir  Kobert  was  introduced  to  the  Penian  court  by  his  bro* 


550 


GREENE  TD  QUOQUE. 


[Cooic, 


Bountjy  and  royalty,  to  men  at  i 

Blank.  Ynu  give  this  as  your  deed  ? 

Spen.  Marry  do  I,  sir. 

Blank.  Pleaseth  tbia  gentlemau  to  be  a  wit* 


Spot,  Yt%,  marry  shall  he;  Pursenet,  yoor 
hand. 

Pune,  My  hand  is  at  thy  senrioe,  noble  Bru- 
tus. 

&a€n.  There's  for  your  kindness,  Mr  Blank. 

Blank.  I  thank  you,  sir. 

Sptn.  For  your  pains. 

oer*  I'll  take  my  leave  of  you. 

Spen^  What,  must  you  be  gone  too.  Master 

Blank,  Yes,  indeed,  sir;  I  must  to  the  Ex- 
change. 
Spen.  Farewell  to  both. — Porsenet, 
Take  that  twenty  pounds,  and  give  it  Mistress 

Stveatroan ; 
Bid  her  pay  her  landlord  and  apothecary, 
And  let  her  butcher  and  her  baker  stay ; 
They're  honest  men,  and  PU  take  order  with 
them. 
Puru.  The  butcher  and  the  baker  then  shall 
stay. 

-  Spen.  They  must,  till  I  am  somewhat  stronger 
purst. 

Pune,  If  this  be  ail,  I  have  mv  errand  per- 
fect [Exit  PURSENET. 

Spen.  Here, sirrah,  here*s  for  balls;  there's  for 
yourself. 

Boy.  1  thank  your  worship. 

Spen,  Commend  me  to  your  mistress.    [Exit, 

Boy,  I  will,  sir. — In  good  faith  'tis  the  liberal'st 
gentleman  that  comes  into  our  court;  why,  he 
cares  no  more  for  a  shilling  than  I  do  for  a  box 
o'the  ear,  God  bless  him.  [Exit. 

Enter  Staines  go/Zan^  Longfielo,  and  a  Ser- 
vant. 

Stainei.  Sirrah,  what  a  clock  is't } 

Ser.  Past  ten,  sir. 

Staines,  Here  will  not  be  a  gallant  seen  this 
hour. 

Ser,  Within  this  quarter,  sir,  and  less;  they 
meet  here  as  soon  as  at  any  ordinary  in  the  town. 

Stainet.  Hast  any  tobacco  ? 

Ser,  Yes,  sir. 

Stainei.  Fill. 


Long.  Why,  thoa  report'st  miracles,  things  not 
to  be  ^lieved :  I  protest  to  thee,  luufst  thtio  not 
unript  thyself  to  me,  I  should  never  have  known 
thee. 

Stainet.  I  tell  yon  troe,  sir ;  I  was  so  far  gon^ 
that  desperation  knocked  at  my  elbow,  and  whis- 
pered news  to  me  out  of  Barbary/' 

Long.  Well,  I  am  glad  so  good  an  occasioo ' 
staid  thee  at  home. 
And  may'st  thou  prosper  in  thy  project,  and  p> 

on 
With  b^t  success  of  thy  invention. 

Stainet.  False  dice  say  amen ;  for  that's  mj  in* 
duction : 
I  do  mean  to  cheat  to-day  without  respect  of 

persons. 
When  saw'st  thou  Will  Rash  ? 

Long.  This  morning  at  his  chamber;  hell  be 
here. 

Stainet.  Why  then  do  thou  give  him  my  name 
Hnd  character,  for  my  aim  is  wholly  at  my  woc^ 
^hipful  master. 

Long.  Nay,  thou  shalt  take  another  in  to  hint, 
one  that  laughs  out  his  life  in  this  ordinary^ 
thanks  any  man  that  wins  his  money;  all  the 
while  his  mon^y  is  losing,  he  swears  by  the  crosa 
of  this  silver ;  and  when  it  is  gone,  he  chaogeth 
it  to  the  hilts  of  his  sword. 

Enter  Scatteboood  aiK/NiNNiHAMMER. 

Stainet,  Hell  be  an  excellent  coacb-hone  for 
my  captain. 

Scat.  Save  you,  gallants,  save  you. 

Long.  How  think  you  now  ?  have  I  not  carved 
him  out  to  you  f 

Stainet.  Thou  hast  lighted  me  into  h>i  heart,  I 
see  him  thoroughly. 

Scat.  Ninnibammerl 

Nin.  Sir  ? 

Scat.  Take  my  cloak,  and  rapier  also.  I  think 
it  be  early :  gentlemen,  what  time  do  yon  take  it 
tobe? 

Staineu  Inclining  to  eleven,  sir. 

Scat^  Inclining !  a  good  word.  I  would  it  were 
inclining  to  twelve,  for  by  my  stomach  it  should 
be  high  noon.  But  what  shall  we  do,  gallants^ 
shall  we  to  cards  till  our  company  come  ? 

Long,  Please  you,  sir. 

Scat,  Hariy,  fetch  some  cards ;  methinks  'tis 


fher  Sir  Anthooy ;  and  was  also  sent  ambassador  from  the  Sophi  to  James  I.  bat  did  not  arrive  until  the 
accession  of  bis  successor.  When  on  bis  6rst  audience  with  the  king,  February  1686,  the  Persian  ambas- 
sador then  resident  hi  England,  In  tbe  king's  presence,  snatched  the  letters  which  were  brought  bj  him 
out  of  bis  bands,  tore  them  to  pieces,  and  struck  him  a  blow  on  tbe  face  {  at  tbe  same  time  declaruig 
him  an  Impostor,  and  tbe  letters  forgeries  Charles  being  unable  to  discover  tbe  truth  of  these  charges, 
tent  both  tbe  ambassadors  back  to  Persia,  with  another  from  himself,  but  all  three  died  In  tbe  course  of 
tbe  voyage.  Sir  Francis,  the  eldest  brother,  was  unfortunate. 
^9  Wh 


England^ 


hitpertd  nkwt  to  me  out  of  Barbary, — Alluding  to  Stukeley's  desperate  condition  when  he  qaltte4 
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an  unseemly  sight  to  see  gentlemen  stand  idle; 
please  you  to  impart  your  smoke  ? 

Long.  Very  willingly,  sir. 

ScaL  In  good  faith,  a  pipe  of  excellent  va- 
pour. 

Long.  The  hest  the  house  yields. . 

Scat.  Had  you  it  in  the  house  ?  I  thought  it 
had  been  your  ovm :  'tis  not  so  good  now  as  I 
took  it  to  be.  Come,  gentlemen,  what's  your 
game? 

Staines.  Why,  gleek ;  that's  your  only  game. 

Scat,  Gleek  let  it  be,  for  I  am  persiuided  I 
shall  gleek  some  of  you.    Cut,  sir. 

Long.  What  play  we  ?  twelvepence  gleek  ? 

Scat,  Twelvepence !  a  crown ;  uds  foot,  I  will 
not  spoil  my  memory  for  twelvepence. 

Long,  With  all  my  heart. 

Staines.  Honour.  ' 

Scat.  What  is't,  hearU? 

Staines.  The  king,  what  say  you? 

Long.  You  must  speak,  sir. 

Scat.  Why,  I  bid  thirteen, 

Staines.  Fourteeut 

Scat.  Fifteen. 

Staines,  Sixteen. 

Long.  Sixteen,  seventeen. 

Staines.  You  shall  ha't  for  mtk 

Scat.  £t{shteen. 

Long.  Take  it  to  you,  sir. 

Scat,  Ud's  life,  TU  not  be  ont-braved. 

Staines.  I  vie  it. 

Long,  ril  none  of  it. 

Scat,  NorL 

Staines^  Give  me  a  moumival  of  aces,  and  a 
gleek  of  queens 

Long,  Aud  me  a  gleek  of  knaves. 

Scat.  Ud*s  life,  I  am  gleeked  this  time. 

Enter  Vf ILL  Rash. 

Staineu  Play. 

W.  Rash.  Equal  fortunes  befall  you,  gallants. 

Scat.  Will  Rafch,  well,  I  pray  see  what  a  vile 
game  I  have. 

W.  Rash.  What's  your  game,  gleek? 

Scat.  Yes,  faith,  gleek;  and  I  have  not  one 
court  card,  but  the  luiave  of  clubs. 

W.  Rash.  Thou  hast  a  wild  hand  indeed;  thy 
small  cards  shew  like  a  troop  of  rebels,  and  the 
knave  of  clubs  their  chief  leader. 

Scat.  And  so  tbey  do,  as  God  save  me ;  by  the 
cross  of  this  silver,  he  says  true. 

Enter  Spenuall. 

Staines,  Pray  play,  sir. 
Long.  Honour. 

W.  Rash.  How  go  the  stocks,  gentlemen? 
What's  won  or  lost  ? 


Staines,  This  is  the  first  game. 
Scat,  Yes,  thb  is  the  first  game ;  but  by  tho 
cross  of  this  silver,  here's  all  of  ^e  pounds. 

Spend,  Good  day  to  you,  gentlemen, 

W.  Ra$h,  Frank,  welcome  by  this  hand ;  bow 
do'st,  lad  ? 

Long,^^  And  how  does  thy  wench,  'faith? 

W.  Rash.  Why,  fat  and  plump,  like  thy  geld- 
ings :  thou  givest  them  both  good  provender,  it 
seems.  Go  to,  thou  art  one  of  the  madd'st  wass 
of  a  citizen  i*  the  town :  the  whole  company  talks 
of  thee  already. 

Spend,  Talk !  why,  let  'em  talk ;  ud's  foot,  I 
pay  scot  and  lot,  and  all  manner  of  duties  else, 
as  well  as  the  best  of  'em  :  it  may  be  they  under- 
stand I  keep  a  whore,  a  horse,  and  a  kennel  of 
hounds;  what's  that  to  them?  no  man's  purse 
opens  for  it  but  mine  own;  and  so  long  my 
hounds  shall  eat  fiesh,  my  horse  bread^  and  mj 
whore  wear  velvet. 

W.  Rash.  Why,  there  spoke  a  courageous  boy. 

Spend.  Ud's  foot,  shall  I  be  confined  all  the 
days  of  my  life,  to  walk  under  a  pent-house  ?  no, 
I'll  take  my  pleasure  whilst  my  youth  affords  it. 

Scat.  By  the  cross  of  these  hilts,  I'll  never 
play  at  gleek  again  whilst  I  have  a  nose  on  my 
face :  I  smell  the  knavery  of  the  game. 

&HBnd,  Why,  what's  the  matter?  who  has  lost? 

Scat.  Marry,  that  have  I.  By  the  hilts  of  nrnr 
sword,  I  have  lost  forty  crowps,  in  as  small 
time  almost  as  a  might  tell  it. 

Spend,  Change  your  game  for  dioe^ 
We  are  a  full  number  for  Novum.*' 

Scat.  With  all  my  heart :  where's  Mr  Ambush 
the  broker  ?    Ninnihammer  I 

Nin.  Sir. 

Scat.  Go  to  Mr  Ambush,  and  bid  him  send 
me  twenty  marks  upon  this  diamond. 

Enter  Bubble, 

Nin.  I  will,  sir. 

Long,  Look  ye,  to  make  us  merrier,  wbe 
comes  here ! 

W.  Rash,  A  fresh  gamester  ?— — Mr  Bubble, 
God  save  you. 

Bub.  Tu  quoque,  sir. 

Spend.  God  save  you,  Master  Bubble. 

Bub,  Tu  quoque. 

Staines.  Save  you,  sir. 

Bub,  £t  tu  quoque. 

Long,  Good  Master  Bubble  ! 

Bub.  £t  tu  quoque. 

Scat.  Is  your  name  Master  Bubble? 

Bub,  Maa|^r  Bubble  is  my  name,  sir. 

Scat.  Goasave  you,  sir. 

Bub,  £t  tu  quoque. 

Scat,  I  would  be  better  acquainted  with  you* 


ao  ixmdield. — ^Tbe  quartos  give  this  question  to  Spendall, 

^'  Noviiiii.— bee  the  notes  of  Mr  Steetens  and  Mr  Hawkins  to  Lavt's  Labour  Lost,  '  A.  5.  S,  9. 
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Bub.  And  I  with  you. 
Scat.  Pray  let  us  salute  again. 
Bub.  With  all  my  heart,  sir. 
Long.  Behold  yonder  the  oak  and  the  iry,  how 
they  embrace. 

W.  AoiA,  Excellent  acquaintance  !  they  shall 
be  the  Gemini. 
Bub.  Shall  1  desire  your  oame,  sir } 
Scat.  Master  Scattergood. 
Bub,  Of  the  Scattergoods  of  London  ? 
Scat.  No,  indeed,  sir,  of  the  Scattergoods  of 
Hampshire. 

Bub.  Good  Master  Scattergood  ! 
Staines.  Come,  gentlemen,  here's  dice. 
Scat.  Please  you  ad?ance  to  the  table. 
Bub^  No,  indeed,  sir. 
Scat.  Pray  will  you  go? 
JBti6.  I  will  go,  sir,  over  the  world  for  your 
sake, 
But  in  courtesy  I  will  not  budge  a  foot. 

Enter  Ninmihammer. 

Nin.  Here  is  the  cash  you  sent  me  for :  aod. 
Master  Rash, 
&ere  is  a  letter  from  one  of  your  sisters. 

Spend,  I  have  the  dice  set,  gentlemen. 

iong.  From  which  sister? 

W.  Rath.  From  the  madnxp,  I  know  by  the 
band* 

Spend.  For  me  six. 

Umnet.  And  six  that 

Staines.  Nine;  1,  2,  3,  4,  5,  6,  7,  and  8: 
dghteen  shillings. 

Spend.  What's  yours,  sir  ? 

Scat.  Miners  a  baker's  dozen :  Master  Bubble, 
tell  your  mouey* 

Bub*  In  good  faith  I  am  but  a  simple  games- 
ter, and  do  not  know  what  to  do. 

Scat.  Why,  you  must  tell  your  money,  and 
hell  pay  you. 

Bub.  My  money !  I  do  know  how  much  my 
money  is,  but  he  shall  not  pay  me;  I  have  a  bet- 
ter conscience  than  so ;  what,  for  throwing  the 
dice  twice?  i'faith  he  should  have  but  a  hard 
bargain  of  it. 

W.  Rash.  Witty  rascal !  I  must  needs  away. 

Long.  Why,  what's  the  matter  ? 

W.  Rash.  Why,  the  lovers  cannot  agree:  thou 
ahalt  along  with  roe,  and  know  all. 

Long.  But,  first  let  me  instruct  thee  in  the 
condition  of  this  gentleman :  whom  dost  thou 
take  him  to  be  ? 

W.  Rash.  Nay,  he's  a  stranger,  I  know  him 
not.  « 


Long.  By  this  Tight  but  you  do,  if  his  beatd 
were  off:  'tis  Staines. 

W.  Rash.  The  devil  it  is  as  soon :  and  what's 
his  purpose  in  this  disguise  ? 

Long.  Why,  cheating;  do  you  not  see  how  he 
plays  upon  his  worshipful  master  and  the  reat? 
W.  Rash.  By  mv  faith,  he  draws  apace* 

^end.  A  pox  upon  these  dice,  give's  a  fresh 
bale." 

Bub.  Ha,  ha;  the  dice  are  not  to  be  bJaoMd: 
a  man  may  perceive  this  is  no  gentlemanly  game- 
ster, by  his  chafing. — Do  you  hear,  my  friend, 
fill  me  a  glass  of  beer,  and  there's  a  sbiUiiig  fer 
your  paius. 

Draa.  Your  worship  shall,  sir, 

W.  Rash.  Why,  how  now,  Frank;  what  \MBt 
lost? 

Spend.  Fifteen  pounds  and  upwards:  is  tbere 
never  an  honest  fellow  ? 

Amb.  What,  do  you  lack  money,  sir? 

Spend.  Yes,  can'st  furnish  me  r 

Amb.  Upon  a  sufficient  pawn,  sir. 

I^end.  You  know  my  shop ;  hid  ray  niui  de- 
liver you  a  piece  of  three-pile  velvet,  and  let  me 
have  as  much  money  as  you  dare  advenCore 
upon*t. 

Amb.  You  shall,  sir. 

Spend.  A  pox  of  this  luck,  it  will  not  last  ever: 
Play,  sir,  I'll  set  you. 

W.  Rash.  Frank,  better  fortune  befall  thee: 
and,  gentlemen,  I  must  take  my  leave,  for  I  must 
leave  you. 

Scat.  Must  you  needs  begone  ? 

W.  Rash.  Indeed  I  must. 

Bub.  Et  tu  quoque? 

Long.  Yes,  truly. 

Scat.  At  your  discretions^  gentlemeiK 

W.  Rash.  Farewell. 

[Exeunt  Rash  and  Lokgficld. 

Staines.  Cry  mercy,  sir ;  I  am  chanced  with  jaa 
all,  gentlemen :  here  I  have  7,  here  7,  and  here  10. 

Spend.  'Tis  right,  sir,  and  ten  that. 

Bub.  And  nine  that. 

Staines.  Two  fives  at  all.  [DramM  ail 

Bub.  One  and  five  that. 

Spend.  Hum,  and  can  a  suit  of  sattin  dieat  so 
grossly  ?  By  this  light,  there*s  nought  on  ooe  dye 
but  fives  and  sixes.    I  must  not  l^  thus  galled. 

Bub.  Come,  master  Spendall,  set. 

Spend.  No,  sir,  I  have  done. 

Scat.  Why  then  let  us  all  leave,  for  I  tiijnk 
dinner's  near  ready. 

Draw.  Your  meat's  upon  the  table. 

Scat.  On  the  table !  come,  gentlemeoy  we  de 


**  Afrtih  baJe.'^A  bale  of  dice  is  the  same  as  a  pair  of  dice. 
"  For  exercise  of  arms  a  bale  of  diccy 
**  Or  two  or  three  packs  of  cards,  to  shew  the  cheat. 
**  And  nimbleoess  of  band.*' 

Manton's  What  youwill^  A.  S.  S. 


So  in  Ben  Jonscn^t  Nev  Iim,  A.  1.  S.  S| 


' ^Marquesse  of  mom-chance,  and  sole  regent  over  a  bale  of  false  dice." 


Cook.] 


GREEN'S  TU  QUOQUE. 


555 


oar  stomachs  wrong.  Mr  Babble,  what  have  ^ou 
]oH? 

Bub.  That's  no  matter;  what  I  have  lost,  I  have 
lost ;  nor  can  I  chuse  but  smile  at  the  foolishness 
of  the  dice. 

Staines,  I  am  bat  your  steward,  gentlemen; 
for  after  dinner  I  may  restore  it  again. 

Bidf.  Mti  Scattergood,  will  yoa  walk  in  ? 

Scat,  ril  wait  upon  you,  sir ;  come,  gentlemen, 
will  you  follow  ?  [Exmnt, 

Manent  Spendall  and  Staines. 

Staines,  Yes,  sir,  FU  follow  yoa. 
Spen^  Hear  yoo,  sir,  a  word. 
Raines*  Ten,  if  you  please. 
^en,  I  hikve  lost  fifteen  pounds. 
Staines,  And  I  have  found  it, 
Spen,  You  say  right;  found  it  you  have,  indeed, 
But  never  won  il.    Do  you  know  this  dye  i 
Staineu  Not  I,  sir. 

Spen,  You  seem  a  gentleman,  and  you  may 
perceive 
I  have  some  respect  onto  your  credit, 
To  take  you  thus  aside ;  Will  you  restore 
What  ^ou  have  drawn  from  me  unlawfully  f 
Stames.  Sirrah!  by  your  outside  yoa  seem  a 
citizen. 
Whose  cocks-comb  I  were  apt  enoufi^h  to  break, 
But  for  the  law.    Go,  y're  a  prating  jack ; 
Nor  is*t  your  hopes  of  crying  out  for  clubs. 
Can  save  yoo  from  my  chastisement,  if  once 
You  shall  Imt  dare  to  utter  this  again. 
Spen,  You  lye,  you  dare  not. 
Staines.  Lye !  nay,  villain,  now  thou  tempt*6t 

me  to  thy  death. 
Spen,  Soft,  vou  must  buy  it  dearer ; 
The  best  blood  flows  within  you  is  the  price. 
Staines,  Dar*st  thou  resist  ?  thou  art  no  citizen. 
Spen*  I  am  a  citizen. 

Staines,  Say  thou  art  a  gentleman,  and  I  am 
satisfied ; 
For  then  I  know  thoult  answer  me  in  field. 
Spen,  FU  say  directly  what  I  am,  a  citizen ; 
And  I  will  meet  thee  in  the  field,  as  fairly 
As  the  best  gentleman  that  wears  a  sword* 
Staines,  I  accept  it :  the  meeting-place  ? 
Spejf,  Beyond  the  Maze  in  Tuttle.^^ 
Staines.  What  weapon  ? 
Spen,  Single  rapier. 
Staines.  The  time  ? 
Spen,  To-morrow. 
Raines,  The  liour  ? 
Spen.  'Twixt  nine  and  ten. 
Staines.  Tis  good;  I  shall  expect  you :  fare^ 

.  well. 
Spen.  Farewell,  sir.  •  [Esemnt  omnes. 


Enter  Will  Rash,  LoiirGFiELDj  and  Joice. 

W,  Rash,  Why,  I  commend  thee,  girl ;  thou 
speak'st  as  thou  think'st.  Thy  tongue  and  thy 
heart  are  relatives ;  and  thou  wer't  not  my  sister, 
I  should  at  this  time  fall  in  love  with  thee. 

Joke.  You  should  not  need,  for  and  you  were 
not  my  brother,  I  should  fall  in  love  with  you ; 
for  I  love  a  proper  man  with  my  heart,  and  so 
does  all  the  sex  of  us;  let  my  sister  dissemble  ^ 
never  so  much.  I  am  out  of  charity  with  these 
nice  and  squeamish  tricks;  we  were  bom  for 
men,  and  men  for  us,  and  we  must  together. 

W.  Rash,  This  same  plain-dealing  is  a  jewel  in 
thee. 

Joice,  And  let  me  enjoy  that  jewel,  for  I  love 
plain-dealing  with  my  hearth 

W.  B4uh,  Th'art  a  good  wench,   i'faith;  I 
should  never  be  ashamed  to  call  thee  sister, 
though  thou  shouldst  marry  a  broom-man :  but 
your  lover  methinks  is  over  tedious. 
Enter  Geraldine. 

Joice.  No,  look  ye,  sir ;  could  you  wish  a  man  to 
come  better  upon  his  cue  ?**— Let  us  withdraw, 

W'  Rash.  Close,  dose,  for  the  prosecution  of 
the  plot,  wench.    See,  he  prepares* 

Joice,  Silence, 

Ger,  The  sun  is  yet  wrapt  in  Aurora's  arms, 
And,  lull'd  with  her  delight,  forgets  his  creatures.  . 
Awake,  thou  god  of  heat, 
I  call  thee  up,  and  task  tliee  for  thy  slowness ;     * 
Point  all  thy  beams  through  yonder  flaring  glass. 
And  raise  a  beauty  brighter  than  thyself.  [Music. 
Musicians,  give  each  instrument  a  tongue. 
To  breathe  sweet  music  in  the  ears  of  her  ■ 
To  whom  I  send  it  as  a  messenger. 

Enter  Gartred  abft. 

Gar.  Sir,  your  music  is  so  good,  that  I  must 
say  I  like  it;  but  the  bringer  so  ill  welcome^  that 
I  could  be  content  to  lose  it.  If  you  played  for 
money,  there  *tis;  if  for  love,  heres  none;  if  for 
good  will,  I  thank  you,  andj  when  you  will,  you 
may  begone. 

Oer.  Leave  me  not  entranced ;  sing  not  my 
death; 
Thy  voice  is  able  to  make  satyrs  tame, 
And  call  rough  winds  to  her  obedieiice. 

Gar.  Sir,  sir,  our  ears  itch  not  for  flattery. 
Here  you  besiege  m>  window,  that  I  dare  not  put 
forth  myself  to  take  the  gentle  air,  but  you  are 
in  the  fields,  and  volley  out  your  woes,  your 
plaints^  your  loves,  your  mjurics. 

Ger.  Since  you  have  heard,  and  know  them, 
give  redress. 
True  beauty  never  yet  was  merciless. 


to 


**  The  Ma»e  in  TuUfe,  i.e.  TothHk  Fields,  S.         ^     -,^      -^«jx*.  .«i**i.h  aad  servM  m  n  hl«* 
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Gar.  Srr,  rest  thus  MOisfi^d ;  m?  mind  wm 
never  womaoy  never  altered,  nor  thall  it  now 
b^g;in :  so  fare  you  well.  [Exit  Gartela. 

W.  Rash,  'Sfooty  she  plajs  the  terrible  tyran- 
niziog  Tamberlaiu  over  him.    This  it  is  to  turo 
Turk;  from  a  most  absolute,  complete  geotle- 
jnaa,  to  a  most  absurd,  ridiculuos^  aod  fond  lo?er. 
Long,  Ohy  when  a  womao  knows  the  power 

aad  authority  of  her  eye 

Mce,  Fie  upon  her,  she's  good  for  nothing 
then,  DO  more  than  a  jade  that  knows  his  own 
strength.  The  window  u  clasped ;  now,  brother, 
pursue  your  project,  and  deliver  |our  friend  from 
the  granny  of  my  domineering  sister, 

W.  Roik.  Do  you  hear,  you  drunkard  in  lome  ? 
come  in  to  us,  and  be  ruled.  You  would  little 
think,  that  the  wench  that  talked  so  scunrily  out 
of  the  window  there,  is  more  enamoured  on  thee 
than  thou  on  her.  Nay,  look  you  now,  see  if  he 
turn  not  away,  sliglbting  our|;dod  oounseL  I  am 
no  Christian,  if  she  do  not  sigh,  whbe,  and  grow 
sick  for  thee.  Look  you,  sir,  I  will  bring  you  in 
good  witiic«s  agiUDSt  her. 

Joiee.  Sir,  yoo  ai«  my  brothers  friend,  andFll 
lie  plain  with  yom.  You  do  not  take  the  course 
to  win  my  sister,  but  indirectly  go  about  the 
bush :  you  come  and  fiddle  here,  ami  keep  a  coil 
in  verse ;  hold  off  your  Hat,  and  beg  to  kiss  her 
hand ;  whicb  makes  her  proud.  But,  to  he  short; 
in  two  lines,  thus  it  is : 
Who  most  dotb  love,  must  seem  most  to  aegfect 

it; 
For  those  that  siiew  most  love,  are  least  respect- 
ed. ^^ 
Long,  A  good  observation,  by  my  faith. 
W>Kath.   Well,  this  instmctioa  comes  too 
late  now: 
Stand  you  dose,  and  let  me  prosecute  my  inven- 
tion.— 
Sister,  oh,  sister;  wake,  arise,  sister. 

Enter  Gaktbed  above. 

Gar,  How  now,  brodier;  why  call  you  with 

such  (error  ? 
W.  Roih,  How  can  you  sleep  so  sound,  and 
hear  such  groans. 
So  horrid,  and  so  tedious  to  the  ear, 
That  I  was  fririited  hither  by  the  sound  ? 
O,  sister,  here  lies  a  gentleman  that  loved  yoo  too 

deany, 
And  himself  too  ill,  as  by  his  death  appears. 
I  can  report  no  fisrther  without  tears. — 
Assist  roe  now.  [2b  Lomofielh. 

Long.  When  lie  came  first,  death  startled  in 
his  eyes; 
His  hand  had  not  forsook  die  datgcr  hiit. 
But  still  he  gave  it  strength,  as  ifhe  feared 
He  had  not  sent  it  home  unto  his  heart. 

Gar.  Enough,  enough ; 
If  you  will  have  me  live,  give  him  no  name ; 
SospiflioQ  (ells  me 'tis  my  Geraldiae : 


B«t  be  it  whott  it  wiU,  TU  coow  to  him. 

To  suffer  death  as  resolute  as  he.       [Exit  Gia. 

W.  Rash,  Did  not  I  teil  ywa  'twoald  take? 
Dowa,  sir,  down. 

Ger.  I  guess  what  y'ould  have  me  do. 

l4Mi^.  O  for  a  little  hloed  to  besprinkle  Um! 

W.  Ratk.  No  matter  for  Uood;  Til  not  safer 
her  to  come  aear  him,  till  the  plot  have  ta'cn  his 
foU  height.  ^ 

Ger.  A  scarf  o'er  my  face,  lestl  betray  my- 

Enter  Gabtred  bdow. 

W.  Rash,  Here,  bere^  lie  stiU,  she  cocaee : 
Now,  Mercury,  be  propitious. 

Gar.  Where  lies  this  spertade  of  biood? 
This  tragic  scene  ? 

W.  Rash.  Yoader  lies  GeraUme. 

Gar,  O  let  rae  see  him  with  his  ftoe  of  death  f 
Why  do  you  stay  me  from  my  Geraldioe? 

)F..Saa.  Beauise,nnworthy  as  tboa  ar^  tfaaa 
shalt  not  see 
The  man  now  doMi,  whom  living  tlMm  didst 

scorn. 
The  worst  part  that  he  had,  deserved  diy  best; 
But  yet  contemned,  ddaded,  mocked,  despised 

by  you. 
Unfit  fi>r  aught,  but  for  the  genetal  work 
Which  yoo  were  made  foi^-man*s  creation. 

Gar.  Bant  aot  mybeart  before  I  see  my  love! 
Brother,  apon  my  knees  I  beg  vour  leave. 
That  I  may  see  the  wound  of  Geraldine  : 
I  will  embalm  his  body  with  my  tears^ 
And  carry  him  onto  his  sepulchre; 
From  whence  I'll  never  rise,  bat  be  intorr'd 
In  the  same  dast  he  shaN  be  buried  in. 

Long,  I  do  protest  she  draws  sad  temn  fnna 
me. 
I  pr'ythee  let  her  see  herGeraldiae. 

Gm-.  Brother,  if  e'er  yoa  loved  aie  aa  a  a«ter 
I^egrivc  me  not  the  sight  of  Geraldine. 

W,  RmL  Well,  I  am  coatented  yon 
toach  his  lips. 
But  neither  see  his  face,  not  yet  his  wound. 

Gar.  Not  see  his  face? 

W.  Rash.  Nay,  I  have  sworn  it  to  the 
trary: 
Nay,  hark  you,  farther  yet 

Gar,  What  now  ? 

W,  Rash.  But  one  kiss,  no  more. 

Gar,  Why  then  no  more. 

W.  Jlof A.  Marry,  this  liberty  Wl  give  ytm : 
If  you  intend  to  make  any  spe^  of  r^p^mliice 

f^  '•"5;  I  «n  content,  so  it  be  short. 

Uar.  What  you  command  is  law,  and  I  ober. 

Gar,  Before  I  toudi  thy  body,  I  implore 
iny  discontented  ghost  to  be  appoued. 
Send  not  unto  me  till  I  come  myself- 
Then  shalt  thou  know  how  much  I  hoaowtd 
thee.    • 
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O,  see  the  colour  of  bis  coral  lip ! 

Wbich»  io  despite  of  demth,  lives  full  aiid  fresh, 

A»  when  he  wm  the  beauty  of  his  sex. 

Twere  sin  tvorthj  the  worst  of  plagues  to  leave 

thee; 
Not  all  the  strenf^th  and  policy  of  man 
Shall  snatch  me  from  thy  bosom. 

Long.  Look,  look ;  I  think  sliell  ravish  him. 

W.  Kash,  Why,  how  How,  sister? 

Gmr,  Shall  we  have  both  one  grave  ?  here  I  am 
chained; 
Thunder  nor  earthquakes  shall  e'er  shake  me  off. 

W.  Hoik  No?  I'll  try  thaU-Come,  dead 
roan,  awake,  up  with  your  bag  and  baggage^  and 
let's  have  no  more  fooling. 

Gar.  And  lives  my  Gmldioe  ? 

W.  Rath.  Live !  faith,  aye ; 
Why  should  he  not?  he  was  never  dead, 
That  I  know  on. 

Ger,  It  is  no  wonder  Geraldine  should  live, 
Though  he  had  emptied  ail  his  vital  spirits. 
The  lute  of  Orpheus  spake  not  half  so  sweet, 
When  he  descended  to  th'  infernal  vaults, 
To  fetch  again  his  fair  £urydice. 
As  did  thy  sweet  voice  unto  Geraldine. 

Gar,  Fil  exercise  that  voice,  since  it  doth 
please 
My  better  self,  my  constant  Geraldine. 

Joke.  Why' so,  la,  here's  an  end  of  an  old  song. 
Why  could  not  this  have  been  done  before, 
I  pray  ? 

Gar.  O,  you're  a  goodly  sister,  this  is  your  plot. 
Well,  I  shall  live  one  day  to  requite  you. 

Joice.  Spare  me  not;  for  wheresoever  I  set 
mv  affection,  although  it  be  upon  a  collier,  if  I 
fall  back,  unless  it  be  in  the  right  kind,  bind  me 
to  a  stake,  and  let  me  be  burned  to  death  with 
cliarcoaL 

W.Ra$k,  Well,  thou  art  a  mad  wench,  and 
there's  no  more  to  be  done  at  this  time,  but,  as 
we  brought  you,  together,  so  to  part  you;  you 
roust  not  lie  at  rack  and  manger :  there  be  those 
within  that  will  forbid  the  banns;  time  must 
shake  good  fortune  hj  the  hand,  before  you  two 
roust  be  great;  'specially you,  sister:  come, leave 
swearing. 

Gar.  Must  we  then  part  ? 

W.  Rash.  Mutt  you  part !  why,  bow  think 
you  ?  uds  foot,  I  do  think  we  shall  have  as  much 
to  do  to  get  her  from  him,  as  we  had  to  bring 
her  to  hinu  This  love  of  women  is  of  strange 
quality,  and  has  more  tricks  than  a  juggler. 

Gar.  But  this,  and  then  farewell. 

Ger.  Thy  company^^  is  heaven,  thy  absence 
hell. 


IT.  Rash.  Lord,  who'ld  think  it  ? 

Joice.  Come,  wench.  [Exeuni  omnes. 

Enter  Spenoall  and  Staives. 

&>e».  This  ground  is  firm  and  even.  Til  go  no 
fartner. 

Stainet.  This  be  the  place  then;  and  prepare 
you,  sir : 
Tou  shall  have  fair  play  for  your  life  of  me, 
For  look,  sir,  HI  be  open-breasted  to  you. 

Spen.  Shame  light  on  him  that  thinks  bis  safc« 
ty  lieth  m  a  French  doublet. 
Nay,  I  would  strip  myself,  would  comeliness 
Give  sufferenoe  to  the  deed,  and  fight  with  thee 
As  naked  as  a  Mauritanian  Moor. 

Stmnes.  Give  roe  thy  hand ;  by  my  heart  I 
love  thee; 
Thou  art  the  highest-spirited  citizen 
That  ever  Guildhall  took  notice  of. 

Spen.  Talk  not  what  I  am,  until  you  have 
tried  me. 

Stainet.  Come  on,  sir.  [Th^  fight* 

Spen.  Now,  sir,  your  life  is  mine. 

Staineu  Why  then,  take  it,  for  Fll  not  beg  it 
of  thee. 

Spen.  Nobly  resolved,  I  love  thee  for  those 
words. 
Here,  take  thy  arms  again,  and  if  thy  malice 
Have  spent  itself  like  mine,  then  let  us  part 
More  friendly  than  we  met  at  first  encounter. 

Staines.  Sir,  I  accept  this  gift  of  you,  but  not 
your  friendsnip. 
Until  I  shall  recover't  with  my  honour. 

Spen.  Will  you  fight  again,  then? 

Staines.  Yes. 

Spen.  Faith  thou  dost  well  then,  justly  to  whip 
m;^  folly. 
But  con^e,  sir. 

Staines.  Hold,  youVe  hurt,  I  take  it. 

Spen.  Hurt !  where?  zounds,  I  feel  it  noL 

Staines.  Yoii  bleed,  I  am  sore. 

Spen.  'Sblood,  I  think  you  wear  a  cat's  daw 
upon  ;^oor  rapier's  point ; 
I  am  scratcned  indeed ;  but,  small  as  'tis^ 
I  gnust  have  blood  for  blood. 

Staines.  You're  bent  to  kill,  I  see. 

Spen.  No,  by  my  hopes;  if  I  can  'scape  thnt 
sin, 
And  keep  nw  good  name,  HI  never  offier*t. 

Staines.  Well,  sir,  your  worst 

Spen.  We  both  bleed  now,  I  take  it; 
And,  if  the  motion  may  be  equal  thought^ 
To  part  with  clasped  hands,  I  shall  first  subscnbe. 

Staines.  It  were  unmanliness  in  me  to  refuse 
The  safety  of  us  both;  my  band  shall  never  fall 


'  ^  Thy  eompm^,  &c— So  Otway,  in  The  Orphan^ 

«  Tis  heaven  to  have  Ihce,  and  withoot  thee  hell."   S. 
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Fmm  such  a  charitable  motion. 

Spcn,  Then  juin  we  both,  and  here  our  maKce 

ends. 
Though  foes  we  came  to  th*  field,  we'll  depart 

friends.  [Exeunt, 

Enter  Sir  Lionel  and  «  Servant. 

Sir  X.  Come,  come,  follow  me,  knave,  follow 
me;  I  have  the  best  nose  i'cbe  house,  I  think ; 
either  we  shall  have  rainy  weather,  or  the  vault's 
unstopped :  sirrah,  go  sec ;  I  would  not  have  my 
guests  smell  out  any  such  iucopv^niea9e :  Do 
you  hei\r,  sirrah,  Simon  ^ 

Ser.  Sir  f 

Sir  L.  Bid  the  kitchen-maid  scour  th^e  sink, 
and  make  clean  her  back-side,  for  the  wind  lies 
just  upon't. 

Ser,  I  will,  sir. 

Sir  X.  Apd  bid  Anthony  put  on  his  wh'^te  fus- 
tian doublet,  for  he  must  wait  to-day.  [Exit  Ser.] 
It  doth  qie  so  much  good  to  stir  and  talk,  to 
place  this  and  displace  that,  that  I  shall  need  no 
apothecaries'  prescription^.  I  have  sent  my  daugh- 
ter this  morning  as  far  as  Pimlico,^^  to  fetch  a 
draught  of  Derby  ale,  that  it  may  fetdi  a  colour 
in  her  cheeks :  the  puling  harlotnr  looks  so  pale, 
and  it  is  all  for  want  of  a  man,  for  so  their  mo- 
ther would  say,  God  rest  her  soul,  before  she 
died. 

Enter  Bubble,  Scattebgood,  Staines,  and 
Servant. 

Ser.  Sir,  the  gentlemen  are  come  already. 

Sir  L.  How, knave!  the  gentlemen  I 

ikr.  Yes,  sir ;  yonder  they  are. 

Sir  L.  God's  precious !  we  are  loo  tardy !  let 
one  be  sent  presently  to  meet  the  girls,  and  has- 
ten their  coming  home  quickly.  How  dost  thou 
sian(<  dreaming?  [Exit  Ser.]  Gentlemen,  I  see 
you  love  me,  you  are  careful  of  your  hour;  you 
qiay  be  deceived  in  your  cheer,  but  not  in  your 
welcome. 

Bub.  Thanks,  and  Tu  quoque  is  a  word  fur 
all. 

Scat^  A  pretty  concise  room  :  sir  Lionel,  where 
5^e  your  daughters? 

Sir  JL  Th^y  are  at  your  service,  sir,  and  forth- 
coming. 

Buh.  God*s  will,  Gcrvase !  how  shall  I  behave 
myself  to  the  gentlewomen  ? 

Slainet.  Why,  advance-y^Muself  toward  them 
with  a  comely  step;  and  i^i  your  salute,  be  care- 
'i*ul  you  strike  not  too  high,  nor  too  low ;  and  af- 
terward, for  your  discourse,  your  Tu  quoque  will 
bear  you  out. 


Bub.  Nay,  and  that  be  all,  I  care  doc,  for  FH 
set  a  good  face  on't,  that's  flat :  and  for  my  oe- 
ther  parts,  let  them  speak  for  themselves :  here's 
a  leg,  and  ever  a  baker  in  England  shew  am  a 
better,  I'll  give  him  mine  for  nothing. 

Staines.  O,  that's  a  special  things  that  I  mast 
caution  you  of. 

bub.  What,  sweet  Gervate  ? 

Staines.  Why,  for  commending  jourself;  nerer, 
whilst  you  live,commend  yourself;  and  theo  yoa 
shall  have  the  ladies  themselves  commend  jou. 

Bub.  I  would  they  would  else. 

Staines.  Why,  they  will,  I'll  assure  yroo,  sir ; 
and  the  more  vilely  you  speak  of  youi seJ^  thm 
more  will  they  strive  to  collaod  yoa. 

Enter  Gartred  and  Joicb. 

Bub.  Let  me  alone  to  dispraise  myself; 
I'll  make  myself  the  errantest  coxcomb  within  a 
whole  country. 

Sir  L.  Here  come  the  gipsies,  tlie  sun-bumt 

girls. 
Whose  beauties  will  not  utter  them  alone ; 
They  must  have  bags  although  mj  credit  crack 
ror*t. 

Bub.  Is  this  the  eldest,  sir? 

Sir  L.  Yes,  marry  is  she,  sir. 

Bub*  I'll  kiss  the  youngest  first,  because  die 
likes  me  besL*' 

Scat.  Marry,  sir,  and  whilst  you  are  there,  FU 
be  here: 
O  delicious  touch  I  I  think  in  conscience 
Her  lips  are  lined  quite  through  with  oran^ 
tawney  velvet. 

Bub,  They  kiss  exceeding  well ;  I  do  not  think 
but  they  have  been  brought  up  to't,  I  will  beda 
to  her  like  a  gentleman,  in  a  set  speech. — fm 
lady,  ^hall  I  speak  a  word  with  you  ? 

Joice.  With  me,  sir  ? 

Bub.  Witli  you,  lady;— this  waj, — a  little 
more,—  • ' 

So,  now  'tis  well ;  umh— : 
Even  as  a  drummer, — or  a  pewtereiv— 

JfHce.  Which  of  the  two  no  matter, 
For  one  beats  on  a  drum,  t'other  a  platter. 

Bub.  In  good  faith,  sweet  lady,  you  say  true ; 
But  fxray  mark  me  farther;  I  will  begin  again. 

Joice.  I  pray,  sir,  do. 

Bub.  Even  as  a  drummer,  as  I  said  before^ 
Or  as  a  pewterer — 

Joice,  Very  good,  sir. 

Bub.  Do— do--do. 

Joice,  What  do  they  do  ? 

Bub,  By  nw  troth,  lady,  I  do  not  know;  for, 
to  say  truth,  I  am  a  kind  of  an  ass. 


'*  Ptmlico,— at  Hogsden.    See  Timlyeo,  or  Rxmne  Bed  Cof,    "  'Ks  a  mad  foorld  at  Hogtd^J**    4to 
*^  Lika  mc^^i,  e.  Pleases  me.    See  note  8  to  ComclU. 
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Joice,  How,  sir !  an  ass  ? 

Bub,  Yes,  indeed,  iadj. 

Joice,  Nay,  that  you  are  not 

Bub.  So  God  ha'  me,  I  am,  lady :  yon  never  saw 
an  erranter  ass  in  yonr  life. 
.  Jake*  Why,  beiVs  a  gentleman,  yoar  friend, 
will  not  say  so. 

Bub.  Ffaith,  but  he  shall :  How  say  you,  sir. 
Am  not  I  an  ass? 

.  Scat.  Yes,  by  my  troth,  lady,  is  he :  why,  FU 
say  any  thing  my  brother  Bubble  says. 

Oar.  Is  this  the  man  my  father  chose  for  me. 
To  make  a  husband  of  f  O  God,  how  blind 
Are  parents  in  our  loves !  so  they  have  wealth, 
They  care  not  to  what  things  they  marry  us. 

Bub.  Pray  look  upon  me,  lady, 

Joice.  So  I  do,  sir. 

Bub.  Aye,  but  look  upon  me  well,  and  tell  roe 
if  you  ever  saw  any  man  look  so  scurvily  as  1  do  ? 

Joice.  The  fellow  sure  is  frantia 

Bub.  You  do  not  mark  me. 

Joice.  Yes,  indeed,  sir. 

Bub.  Aye,  but  look  upon  me  well : 
Did  you  ever  see  a  wor8e->timber*d  leg  ? 

Joice.  By  mv  faith,  'tis  a  pretty  four-square  leg. 

Bub,  Aye,  out  your  foui^square  legs  are  none 
of  the  best — Oh !  Gervase,  Gervase. 

Staines.  Excellent  well,  sir. 

jBtt^.  What  sav  you  now  to  me,  lady?  Can 
you  find 
E'er  a  good  inch  about  me } 

Joice.  Yes,  that  I  can,  sir. 

Bub.  Find  it,  and  take  it,  sweet  lady. — 
There  I  think  I  bobb'd  her,  Gervase. 

Joice,  Well,  sir,  disparage  not  yourself  so ;  for 
if  you  were 
The  man  youM  make  yourself,  yet  out  of  your 
.  Behaviour  and  discourse,  1  could  find  cause  enough 
To  love  you. 

Bub.  Ah !  now  she  comes  to  me — M^  beha- 
viour !  alas,  alas,  *tbclownical ;  and  my  discourse 
is  very  bald,  bald  : 

You  shall  not  hear  me  break  a  good  jest 
In  a  twelvemonth. 

Joice.  No,  sir  ?  why  now  you  break  a  good  jest 

Bub.  No,  I  want  the  Boon  jour,  and  the  Tu 
quoquesy 
Which  yonder  gentleman  has  .'—there's  a  bob  for 

hiui  loo : — 
There*s  a  gentleman,  an  you  talk  of  a  jgentlemao. 

Joice,  Who,  he  ?  he*s  a  coxcomb,  mdeed. 

Bub.  We  are  sworn  brothers^  in  good  faith^ 
lady. 

Enter  Servant, 

Scat,  Yes,  in  truth,  we  are  sworn  brothers; 
and  do  mean  to  go  both  alike,  and  to  have  hor^ 
hcs  alike. 

Joice.  And  they  shall  be  sworn  brothers  too? 

Scat.  If  it  please  them,  lady. 

Ser.  Mr  Ballance,  the  goldsmith,  desires  t^ 
ip^  with  you. 

13 


Sir  X.  Bid  him  come,  knave. 

Scat.  I  wonder,  sir  Lionel,  your  son.  Will  Rasig 
is  not  here. 

Sir  L.  Is  he  of  your  acquaintance,  ur  ? 
.  Scat^  O,  very  familiar;  he  struck  me  a  box  o' 
the  ear  once,  and  from  thence  grew  my  love  tO| 
him. 

Enter  Ballance. 

Sir  L.  It  was  a  sign  of  virtue  in  yon,  sir;  but 
he'll  be  here  at  dinner. — Master  Ballanoe,  what 
makes  you  so  strange? 
Come,  you're  welcome;  what's  the  news? 

BaL  Why,  sir,  the  old  news :  your  man  Fran^ 
cis  riots  still ; 
And  little  hope  of  thrift  there  is.  in  him. 
Therefore  I  come  to  advise  your  worshioy 
To  take  some  order  whilst  there's  something  left : 
The  better  part  of  his  best  ware's  consumed 

Sir  L,  Speak  softly.  Master  Ballance. 
But  is  tliero  no  hope  of  his  recovery? 

BaL  None  at  all,  sir ;  for  he's  ahready  laid  to 
be  arrested,  by  some  that  I  know. 

Sir  L,  Weil,  I  do  sufier  for  him,  and  am  loath 
Indeed  to  do  what  I'm  constrained  to  do : 
Well,  sir,  I  mean  to  seize  on  what  is  left 
And,  hark  ye,  one  word  more. 

Joice,  What  heinous  sin  has  yonder  man  com-, 
mitted. 
To  have  so  great  a  punishment,  as  wait 
Upon  the  humours  of  an  idle  fool  ? 
A  verv  proper  fellow,  good  leg,  eood  face, 
A  body  well-proportioned ;  but  his  mind 
Bewrays  he  never  came  of  generous  kind.  . 

Enter  Will  Rasb  and  Geraldine. 

•Sir  L.  Go  to ;  no  more  of  this  at  this  time. 
What,  sir,  are  you  come  ? 

W.  Rash.  Yes,  sir,  and  have  made  bold  to 
bring  a  guest  along. 

Sir  L.  Master  Geraldine's  son,  of  Essex  ? 

Ger.  The  same,  sir. 

Sir  L.  You're  welcome,  sir$  when  will  your 
father  be  in  town  ? 

Ger,  Twill  not  be  long,  sir. 

Sir  Im  1  shall  be  glad  to  see  him  when  be 
comes. 

Ger.  I  thank  you,  sir. 

Sir  L.  In  the  mean  time  you're  welcome ; 
pray  be  not  strange. 
I'll  leave  my  son  amongst  you,  gentlemen, 
I  have  some  business.  Hark  vou,  Mr  Ballance— 
Dinner  will  soon  be  ready.  One  word  more — 
[Exeunt  Sir  Liokel  and  Ballance. 

IT.  Rash.  And  how  does  my  little  Asinus  and 
his  Tu  guoque,  here  ?  Oh,  you  pretty,  sweet-faced 
rogues,  that,  for  your  countenances,  might  be 
Alexander  and  Lodwick.  What  says  the  old  man 
to  you?  wiirt  be  a  match?  shall  we  call  bro- 
thers? 

Scat.  Ffaith,  with  all  my  heart;  if  Mrs  Gar- 
trcd  will,  we  will  be  married  to-morrow. 
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Bub,  'Sfooty  if  Mrs  Joke  willy  we^  bt  vakp- 
ried  to-aigbt 

W,  Boih.  Why,  you  coara^^us  boys,  and 
worthy  wnncbci,  BMe  ob€  ot  wax !  But  what 
f  hall's  do  when  we  have  dined  ?  sheirs  go  see  a 


"%: 
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cat.  Yes, 'faith,  brother,  if  it  please  you :  let*s 
go  see  a  play  at  the  Globe. 

Bub.  I  care  not ;  any  whither,  so  the  clown 
have  a  part ; 
For,  i'fakh,  I  am  no  body  without  a  fool. 

Ger.  Why  then,  we'U  go  to  the  Red  BoU  t 
they  say  Green's  a  good  clown. 

6ub,  Green !  Green's  an  ass. 

Scat.  Wherefore  do  yon  say  so  ? 

Bub.  Indeed  I  ha'  no  reason ;  for  they  say,  he 
is  as  like  me  as  ever  he  can  look. 

Scat.  Well  then,  to  the  Bull 

W*  Roih.  A  good  resolution,  continue  it :  Nay, 
on. 

Bub.  Not  before  the  gentlewomen ;  not  I,  n»- 
▼er. 

W.  Ba^.  O  !  while  you  live,  men  before  wo- 
men: 
Custom  hath  placed  it  so. 

Bub.  Why  then  custom  is  not  so  mannerly  as 
1  would  be.  [Exeunt  Bub.  and  Scat, 

W.  Rath.  Farewell,  Mr  Scattergood.  Come, 
lover,  you*re  too  busy  here.  I  must  tutor  ye : 
cast  not  your  eye*  at  the  table,  on  each  otlier ; 
my  father  will  spy  you  without  spectacles;  he  is 
a  shrewd  observer.    Do  you  hear  me  ? 

Oer.  Very  well,  sir, 

W.  Rmh.  Come  then,  go  we  together;  let  the 
wenches  alone. 
Do  you  see  yonder  fellow. 

Ger.  Yes :  pr'ythee  what  is  he  ^ 

W.Raih.  I'll  give  you  him  within;  be  must 

not  nOw  be  thought  on :  but  you  shall  know  him. 

[Exeunt  W.  Rasu  and  Ger. 

Gar,  I  have  observed  my  sister,  and  her  eye 
Is  much  inquisitive  after  yond'  fellow ; 
She  has  examined  him  from  head  to  foot : 
I'll  stay  aod  see  the  issue. 

Joice.  To  wrestle  'gainst  the  stream  of  our  af- 
fection, 
Is  to  strike  air,  or  bofiet  with  the  wind 
That  plays  upon  us.    I  have  strived  to  cast 
This  fellow  from  my  thoughts ;  but  still  he  grows 
More  comely  in  my  sight :  vet  a  slave, 
Unto  one  worse-conditioned  tlian  a  slave. 
They  are  all  gone ;  berets  none  but  he  and  1 1 
Now  I  will  speak  to  him — and  yet  I  will  nut. 
Oh !  I  wrong  myself;  I  will  suppress 
That  insurrection  love  bath  trained  in  me. 
And  leave  him  as  he  it.    Once  my  bold  spirit 
Had  vowed  to  utter  all  m^  thoughts  to  him 
On  whom  I  settled  my  amotion : 
And  why  retires  it  now  ? 

Staines.  Fight,  love,  on  botli  sides;  for  on  me 
thou  strikest 
Strokes  that  have  beat  (ay  heart  into  a  flame. 


She  hath  sent  amorous  gbmoea  from  her  eye. 
Which  I  have  back  retum'd  as  faithfully. 
I  would  make  to  her,  but  these  servile  robes 
Garb  that  soggestioa,  till  some  fitter  time 
Shall  bring  me  more  persuadiagly  uato  her. 

Joice.  I  wonder  why  he  slays ;  I  fear  he  aoces 
me. 
For  I  have  pablidy  betray*d  myself. 
By  too  much  gazing  on  him.    1  will  leave  faioa. 

Gmr.  But  you  wall  not  s  I'll  make  you  sfieak 
tohmi 
Before  you  ga— Do  you  bear,  sir  } 

Mee.  What  mean  you,  sister^ 

Gar.  To  fit  you  in  yoar  kind,  sister.    Do  jom 
remember 
How  you  once  tyrannised  over  me? 

Joice-  Nay,  pr'ythee  leave  this  jesting; 
1  am  out  of  the  vein. 

Gar.  Aye^  but  I  am  in.  Go  and  speak  to  yoor 
lover. 

Joice.  ril  first  be  buried  quick. 

Gar.  How!  ashamed?  'Sfoot^  I  trow,  if  I 
had  set  my  affection  on  a  collier,  I'd  ne^er  Imll 
back,  unless  it  were  in  the  right  kind ;  if  I  did, 
let  me  be  tied  to  a  stake,  and  burnt  to  death 
with  charcoal. 

Joice.  Nay  then,  we  shall  havi^t 

Gar.  Yes,  marry  you  shall,  stater:  will  joa 
speak  to  him  ? 

Joice.  No. 

Gar.  Do  you  hear,  sir  ?  here's  a  geatlewoosaa 
would  speak  with  you. 

Joice.  Why,  sister !  I  pray,  sister. 

Gar.  One  that  loves  you  with  all  ber  hearty 
Yet  is  ashamed  to  confess  it. 

Staines.  Did  you  call,  ladies? 

Joict.  No,  sir,  here's  no  one  called. 

Gar.  Yes>  sir,  'twas  I,  I  called  to  speak  with 
you. 

Joice.  My  sister's  somewhat  frantic ;  there's  no 
regard  to  l>e  had  unto  her  clamour8.«-Will  you 
yet  leave  ?  ITaith  you'll  anger  me. 

Gar.  Passion !  come  back,  fool ;  lover,  turn 
again  and  kiss  your  belly  full ;  here's  one  will 
stand  ye. 

Staines.  What  does  this  mean,  trow  ? 

Joice.  Yet  is  your  humour  spent  ? 

Gar.  Come,  let  me  go  s  birds,  that  want  tbe 
use  of  reason  and  of  speech,  can  couple  together 
in  one  day ;  and  yet  you,  that  have  both,  camot 
conclude  in  twenty.— ^Now,  sister,  I  am  even  with 
you,  my  venom  is  spit.  As  much  happineta  may 
you  enjoy  with  your  lover,  as  I  with  mine.  And 
droop  not,  wctich,  nor  never  be  ashamed  of  bim ; 
the  man  will  serve  the  turn,  though  he  be  wrapt 
in  a  blue  coat.  III  warrant  bim ;  come. 

Joice.  You  are  merrily  disposed,  sister. 

[Exeunt  Wencie$. 

Staines.  I  needs  must  prosper,  fortune  and 
love  work  for  me. 
Be  moderate,  my  joys ;  for,  as  yoa  grow 
To  your  full  height,  so  Bubble  waseth  low.  [Exit. 
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Enter  Spendall,  Sweatman,  and  Tickleman. 

Tic.  Will  my  sweet  Speodalt  be  gone  then  f 

Spen.  I  rauflt,  upon  proariie ;  bat  V\i  be  here 
at  sapper; 
Therefore,  Mrs  Sweatmao,  provide  us  some  ^ood 
cheer. 

Smeai.  The  best  the  market  ^ill  jield, 

Spen,  Uere*s  twenty  shilUngs;  I  protest  I 
have  left  myself  but  a  crown  for  my  spending- 
mooey :  for  indeed  I  intend  to  be  frugal,  and 
turn  good  husband. 

Tic  Aye,  marry  will  you ;  youil  to  play  again, 
and  lose  your  money,  and  fall  to  fighting;  my 
YBry  heart  trembles  to  think  on  it ;  bow  if  you 
had  been  killed  in  the  quarrel?  of  my  faith,  I 
had  been  but  a  dead  woman. 

Spen,  Come,  come,  no  more  of  this ;  thou  dost 
but  dissemble. 

Tic.  Dissemble !  do  not  you  say  so ;  for,  if 
you  do, 
God's  my  judge,  I'll  give  myself  a  gash. 

Sptn,  Away,  awi^;  pr'ythee  no  more:  fare- 
well. 

Tie.  Nay,  buss  first :  Well, 
There*s  no  adversity  in  the  world  shall  part  us. 

Enter  Serjeants, 

8pen.  Thou  art  a  loving  rascal ;  farewelL 
Sweat.  Yoe  will  not  fail  supper? 
Spen.  Yoa  have  my  word ;  tarewdl. 

1  Ser.  Sir,  we  arrest  yon. 

Spen,  Arrest  me !  at  whose  sait? 

2  Ser,  Marry,  there's  suiu  enoegh  against  you, 
I'll  warrant  you. 

1  Ser,  Come,  away  with  him. 
Spen,  Suy,  hear  me  a  word. 
S  Ser.  What  do  you  say  ? 

Enter  PtnisssrcT. 

Tic.  How  now,  Pursenet?  why  comest  in  such 
baste? 
Purse.  Shut  up  your  doors,  and  bar  young 
Spendall  out; 
And  let  him  be  cashiered  your  company : 
He  is  turned  banquerout,  his  wares  are  seized  on, 
And  his  shop  shut  up. 

Tic.  IIow  !  his  ware  seized  on  ?  thou  dost  but 

je^,  I  hope. 
Purse.  What  this  tongue  doth  report,  these 
eyes  have  seen : 
It  is  no  ^^p*s  fable  that  I  tell. 
But  it  Is  true,  as  I  am  faithful  pander. 
Sweat.  Nay,  I  did  ever  think  the  prodigal 
would  prove 
A  banquerout;  but  bang  him,  let  him  rot 
In  prison,  he  comes  no  more  within  these  doors, 
I  warrant  him. 

Tic.  Come  hither  1  I  would  he  would  but  of- 
fer it; 
"We'll  fire  him  out,  with  n  pox  to  him. 
Spen.  Will  you  do  it  ? 


To  can^r  me  to  priaoii^  but  undoes  me. 

1  Ser»  What  sa^  you,  fellow  Gripe,  shall  we 
take  his  forty  shilbngs  ? 

2  Ser.  Yes,  faith;   we  shall  have  him  again 
within  this  week. 

1  Ser.  Well,  sir,  your  forty  shillings ;  and  we'll 
have  some  compassion  on  you. 
Spen.  Will  you  but  walk  with  me  unto  that 
house. 
And  there  you  shall  receive  it 
Ser.  Whaty  where  the  women  are  ? 
Spen.  Yes,  sir. 

Sweat.  Iiook  yonder,  if  the  ung^'acious  rascal 
be  not  coming  hither 

?etwixt  two  Serjeants :  he  thinks,  belike^ 
hat  we'll  relieve  him ;  let  us  go  in,. 
And  dap  the  doors  against  htm. 
Purse.  It  is  the  best  course,  Mistress  Tickle- 
man. 
Tic^  But  I  say  no,  ;jrou  shall  not  stir  a  foot; 
For  I  will  talk  with  him. 

Spen.  Nan,  I  am  come. 
Even  in  the  minute  that  tbon  didst  profess 
Kindness  unto  me,  to  make  trial  of  it. 
Adversity,  thou  seest,  lays  hands  upon  me ; 
But  forty  shillings  will  deliver  me. 

Tic.  Why,  you  impudent  rogue,  do  you  come 
to  me  for  money? 
Or  do  I  knoiv  you  ?  what  acquaintance,  pray. 
Hath  ever  past  betwixt  yourself  and  me  r 

&r.  Zounds,  do  you  mock  us,  to  bring  us  to 
these  women  that  do  not  know  you  ? 
Sweat.  Yes,  in  good  sooth,  (officers,  I  take*t 
you  are) 
He*s  a  mere  stranger  here ;  only  in  charity. 
Sometimes  we  have  relieved  him  with  a  med. 
Spen.  This  is  not  earnest  in  you  ?  come,  I 
know 
My  gifts  and  bounty  cannot  so  soon  be  buried : 
Go,  pr'ythee,  fetch  forty  shillings. 
Tie.  Talk  not  to  me,  you  slavey  of  forty  shil- 
ling*; 
For  by  this  light  that  shines,  ask  it  again, 
ni  send  my  knife  of  an  errand  in  your  guts. 
A  shameless  rogue,  to  come  to  me  for  money ! 
Sweat.  Is  he  your  prisoner,  gentlemen  ? 
Ser.  Yes,  marry  is  he. 

Sweat.  Pray  carry  him  then  to  prison,  let  him 
smart  for*t ; 
Perhaps  'twill  tame  the  wildness  of  his  youth. 
And  teach  him  bow  to  lead  a  better  life. 
He  had  good  counsel  here,  I  can  assure  you, 
And  if  he  would  have  took  it. 
Pttrse.  I  told  him  still  mysdf  what  would  enr 

sue. 
Spen.  Furies  break  loose  in  me :  Serjeants,  Ic^ 
me  go ;  1*11  give  you  all  I  have  to  purchase  free- 
dom but  for  a  lightning  while,  to  tear  yon  whore, 
bawd,  pander,  and  in  them  the  devil ;  for  there*s 
his  hell,  his  habitation ;  nor  has  he  any  other  Ic- 
ed place. 
Ser.  No;  sir^  well  take  no  bribes. 

[  Takes  Spendall's  Cloak* 
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Spen.  Honest  serjeaiits,  give  me  leave  to  unlade 
A  lieart  overcharged  with  grief.  As  I  have  a  sooly 
I*U  not  break  from  you* — 
ThoQ  stmmpet,  that  wer*t  bom  to  rain  men, 
My  fame,  and  fortune,  be  subject  to  my  curse^ 
And  hear  me  speak  it : — May^  thou  in  thy  yootb 
Feel  the  sharp  whip,  and  in  thy  beldam  age 
The  cart:  when  thou  art  grown  to  be 
An  old  upholster  unto  veneiT» 
(A  bawd  I  mean,  to  live  by  feather-beds) 
May'st  thou  be  driven  to  sell  all  thou  hast, 
Unto  thy  aqua  vitae  bottle,  (that's  the  last 
A  bawd  will  part  withal,)  and  live  so  poor. 
That,  beiuE  turned  forth  thy  house,  may*st  die  at 
£)or« 

Ser,  Come,  sir,  ha*  you  done  ? 

Spen,  A  little  farther  give  me  leave,  I  pray; 
I  have  a  charitable  prayer  to  end  with: — 
May  the  French  cannilMil  eat  into  thy  flesh. 
And  pick  thy  bones  so  clean,  that  the  report 
Of  thy  calamity  may  draw  resort 
Of  all  the  common  sinners  in  the  town, 
To  see  thy  mangled  carcase ;  and  that  then, 
They  may  upon't  turn  honest;  bawd,  say  Amen. 

[Exit. 

Sweat.  Out  upon  him,  wicked  villain,  how  he 
blasphemes ! 

Purte^  He  will  be  damned  for  turning  heretic. 

Tick.   Hang  hini,  banquerout  rascal,  let  him 
talk  in  prison. 
The  whilst  we'll  spend  his  goods ;  for  I  did  never 
lli^r,  that  men  took  example  by  each  other. 

Sweat*  Well,  if  men  did  rightly  consider't,  they 
should  find, 
That  whores  and  bawds  are  profitable  members 
III  a  commonwealth ;  for  indeed,  though  we  some- 
what 
Impair  their  bodies,  jret  we  do  good  to  their  souls; 
For  I  am  sure,  we  still  bring  them  to  repentance. 

Purse,  By  Dis,  and  so  we  do. 

Sweat,  Come,  come,  will  you  dis  before  ?  thou 
art  one  of  them,  that  I  warrant  thee  will  be  hang- 
ed before  thou  wilt  repent. 

[Exeunt. 
Enter  Will  Rash,  Staivis,  and  Geraldine. 

IT.  Rash,  Well,  this  love  is  a  troublesome 
thing.  Jupiter  bless  me  out  of  his  fingers;  there's 
no  estate  can  rest  for  him  :  he  runs  through  all 
countries,  will  travel  through  the  Isle  of  Man  in  a 
minute;  but  never  is  quiet  till  he  comes  into 
Middlesex,  and  there  keeps  his  Christmas;  'tis 
his  habitation,  his  mansion :  from  whence  he*ll 
never  out,  tSII  he  be  fired. 

Ger,  Well,  do  not  tyninnize  too  much,  lest  one 
day  he  make  you  know  his  deitv,  by  sending  a 
shaft  out  of  a  sparkling  eye,  shall  strike  so  deep 


into  your  heart,  that  it  shall  make  yoa  fetch  your 
breath  short  again. 

W,  Rash,  And  make  me  cry,  O  ^^es^  no  ^, 
but  two  celeatiol  start  l*^  A  pox  oo*t,  I'd  as  lieve 
hear  a  fellow  sing  throng^  the  nose.— How  now, 
wench  ^ 

Emttr  Gartkbd. 

Oar.  Keep  your  station ;  yon  stand  as  wdl  for 
the  encounter  as  may  be:  she  is  coming  on ;  hot 
as  melancholy  as  a  bass-viol  in  concert. 

W.  Rash.  Which  makes  thee  as  spr^tly  as 
theTtreble.  Now  dost  thou  play  thy  prize :  betels 
the  honourable  8dence,'one  against  another,— —» 
Do  you  hear,  lover ;  the  thing  is  done  you  wot 
of;  you  shall  have  your  wench  alone  withoat 
any  disturbance:  now  if  yon  can  do  any  ^md^ 
why  so;  the  silver  game  be  yours ;  we^ll  stand  h^ 
and  give  aim,*^  and  halloo  if  yon  hit  the  doot. 

Staineu  'Tib  all  the  assistance  I  request  of  yog. 
Bring  me  but  opportunely  to  her  pre^ce. 
And  I  desire  no  more;  and  if  I  cannot  win  ber. 
Let  me  lose  her. 

Gar.  Well,  sir,  let  me  tell  you,  perbaps  yoa 
un«lertake 
A  harder  task  than  yet  you  do  imagine. 

Staines,  A  task !  what,  to  win  a  woman,  and 
have  opportunity  ?  I  would  that  were  a  task, 
i'faith,  for  any  man  that  wears  his  wits  about  him. 
Give  me  but  half  an  hour's  conferefice  with  the 
coldest  creature  of  them  all;  andif  Ibrii^bercoc 
into  a  fool's  paradise,  I  will  puU  out  my  toofsiie, 
and  hang  it  at  her  door  for  a  draw-lau:h.  Uds 
foot,  I'd  never  stand  thrommine  of  caps  for  the 
matter;  I'll  quickly  make  trial  of  her.  If  she 
love  to  have  her  beautjr  praised,  I'll  praise  it ;  if 
her  wit,  1*11  commend  it;  if  hca'  good  parte,  ril 
exalt  them :  no  course  shall  'scape  me ;  for  to 
whatsoever  I  saw  her  indinedi  to  that  would  I 
fit  her. 

W,  Rash.  But  you  mnst  not  do  thus  to  her,  for 
she's  a  subtle  flouting  rogue,  that  will  laug|i  ytm 
out  of  countenance,  if  you  solicit  her  seriously : 
No,  talk  me  to  her  wantonly,  slightly»  and  care^ 
lessly :  and  perhaps  so  you  may  prevail  as  moch 
with  her,  as  wind  does  with  a  sail,  carrj  her 
whither  thou  wilt,  bully. 

Enter  Joicr. 

Staines.  Well,  sir,  I'll  follow  your  iostracdoo. 
W,  Rash.  Do  so. — And  see,  she  appears :  iall 
you  two  off  from  us, 
Let  us  two  walk  together. 
Joice,   Why  did  my  enquiring  eye  take  in  tkm 
fellow. 
And  let  him  down  so  easy  to  my  heart ; 
Where,  like  a  conqueror,  he  seizes  on  it. 
And  beats  all  other  men  out  of  my  bosoia  ? 


!!  9  ''•V**'  "*  •^*''  *"*  '"^  celfstial  stars  /—A  parody  on  a  line  from  The  Spanith  Tragfdv. 
'5>  Give  tf*m.— See  note  5^3  to  Cornelia. 
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W.  Rath.  Sister,  you're  well  met ; 
Here*8  a  gentleman  desires  to  be  acqoainted  with 
you. 
Joke*  See,  the  serving-man  is  turned  a  gentle- 
man! 
That  villainous  wench^  my  sister,  has  no  mercy ; 
She  and  my  brother  have  conspired  together  to 
play  upon  me ;  but  I'll  prevent  their  sport ;  for 
rather  than  my  tongue  shall  have  scope  to  speak 
matter  to  give  tliem  mirth,  my  heart  shall  break. 
W*  Rath,    You  have  your  desire,  sir,  I'll  leave 
you; 
Grapple  with  her  as  you  can* 
Siainet.  Lady,  God  save  you. — She  turns  bade 
upon  the  motion ; 
There's  no  good  to  be  done  by  praying  for  her,  I 

see  that; 
I  must  plunge  into  a  passion :  nbw  for  a  piece  of 

Hero  and  Leander ; 
Twere  excellent,  and,  praise  be  to  my  memory. 
It  has  reached  half  a  dozen  lines  for  the  purpose : 
Well,  she  shall  have  them. 

One  is  no  number:  maids  are  nothing  then,^^ 
Without  the  sweet  society  of  men. 
Wilt  thou  live  single  still  ?  one  shalt  thou  be, 
Though  never  sin^in^  Hymen  couple  thee. 
Wild  savages,  that  dnnk  of  running  springs. 
Think  water  far  excels  all  other  things ; 
But  they  that  daily  taste  neat  wine,  despise  it. 
Virginity,  albeit  some  highly  prize  it, 
Compared  with  marriage,  had  you  tried  them 
both, 

Diflfers  as  much  as  wine  and  water  doth. No? 

Why  then,  have  at  you  in  another  kind. 

By  the  faith  of  a  soldier,  lady,  I  do  reverence 
the  ground  that  you  walk  upon :  I  will  fight  with 
him  that  dares  say  you  are  not  fair :  stab  him 
that  will  not  pledge  your  health,  and  with  a  dag- 
.  ger  pierce  a  vein,^'  to  drink  a  full  health  to  you; 
but  it  shall  be  on  this  condition,  that  you  shall 
speak  first 

Uds  foot,  if  I  could  but  get  her  to  talk  once, 
half  my  labour  were  over:  but  TU  .try  her  in 
another  vein. 

What  an  excellent  creature  is  a  woman  with- 
out a  tongue  !  but  what  a  more  excellent  crea- 
ture is  a  woman  that  has  a  tongue,  and  can  hold 
her  peace !  but  how  mixh  more  excellent  and 
fortunate  a  creature  is  that  man,  that  has  that 
woman  to  his  wife  ! 
This  cannot  chuse  but  mad  her ; 
iSnd,  if  any  thing  make  a  woman  talk,  'tis  this. 
—It  will  not  do  though  yet.  I  pray  God,  they 
have  not  guU'd  me :  but  ill  try  once  again. 


When  will  that  tongue  take  liberty  to  talk  ? 
Speak  but  one  word,  and  I'm  satisfied : 
Or  do  but  say  but  mum,  and  I  am  answered. 
No  sound  ?    no  accent  ?  is  there  no  noise  in  wo* 

men? 
Nay  then  without  direction,  I  have  done. 
I  must  go  call  for  help. 

W.  Rath,  How  !  not  speak  ? 
Stainct*  Not  a  syllable :  night  nor  sleep  is  not 
more  silent. 
She*s  as  dumb  as  Westminster-hall  in  the  long 
vacation. 
W.  Rath,  Well,  and  what  would  you  have  me 

do? 
Stainet,  Why,-  make  her  speak. 
W,  Rash,  And  what  then  ? 
SCainet.  Why,  let  me  alone  with  her. 
W.  Rath,  Aye,  so  ^ou  said  before ;  give  you 
but  opportunitv, 
And  let  you  alone,  you  d  desire  no  more,    But, 

come, 
I'll  try  my  cunning  for  you :  see  what  I  can  do. — 
How  do  you,  sister  ?  I  am  sorry  to  hear  you  are 

not  well. 
This  gentleman  tells  me  you  have  lost  your  tongue ; 

I  pray  let's  see ; 
If  you  can  but  make  signs  whereabout  you  lost 

it, 
We*ll  go  and  look  for't.  In  good  f^th,  sister,  you 

look  very  pale ; 
In  my  conscience  'tis  for  grief;  will  you  have 
Any  comfortable  drinks  sent  for  ? — ^This  is  not 

the  way; 
Come,  walk,  seem  earnest  in  discourse,  cast  not 

an  eye 
Towards  her,  and  you  shall  see  weakness  work 
itself. 
Joke,  My  heart  is  swollen  so  big,  that  it  must 
vent. 
Or  it  will  burst.— —i- Are  you  a  brother? 

W.  Rath,  Look  to  yourself,  sir ; 
The  brazen  head  has  spoke,  and  I  must  leave 
you. 
Joke.  Has  shame  that  power  in  him,  to  make 
him  fly; 
And  dare  you  be  so  impudent  to  stand 
Just  in  the  face  of  my  mcensed  anger? 
What  are  you  ?  why  do  you  stay  ?  who  sent  for 

you? 
You  were  in  garments  yesterday,  befitting 
A  fellow  of  your  fashion ;  has  a  crown 
Purchased  that  shining  sattin  of  rhe  brokers  ? 
Or  is*t  a  cast  suit  of  your  goodly  master's? 
Staines,  A  cast  suit,  lady  ! 


3^  One  it  no  number,  &c. — These  lines  are  taken  from  5farlow*s  Hero  and  Leander,  4to,  IQ()0. 
sign.  B.  3. 

J'  With  a  dagger  pierce  a  vein. — See  note  39  to  Tke  Honett  Whorty  Vol.  I.  p.  535.  Again  in  Cynthia's 
Revels,  A.  5.  8.  II.  *'  From  stabbing  of  arms,  flapdrdgom,  health?,  whiffs,  and  all  such  swaggering 
humours,  good  Mercury  defend  as.'* 
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Joice.  You  think  it  do«s  beoome  jfou  :  faith  it 
does  Bot 
A  blue  coat  ^^  with  a  badge  does  better  with  you. 
Go,  iMitruss  your  inaster's  points,  and  do  not  dare 
To  stop  your  nose,  when  as  his  worship  stinks : 
Thas  been  your  breeding. 
Staines*  Uds  life^  this  u  excellent .  notf  she 

talks. 
Joke.  Nay,  were  you  a  gendeman,  and>  which 
is  more, 
Well  landed,  I  should  hardly  love  you : 
For,  fur  your  face,  I  never  saw  a  worse ; 
It  looks  as  If ^t  were  drawn  with  yellow  ochre 
Upon  black  buckram:  and  that  hair 
That's  on  your  chin,  looks  not  like  beard,^ 
But  as  i(\  had  been  smeared  with  shoeH>akers' 
wax. 
Staines,  Uds  fbot;^  shell  make  me  out  of  love 

with  myself. 
Joice.  How  dares  your  baseneii  once  aspire 
unto 
So  high  a  fortune,  as  to  reach  at  me? 
Because  you  have  heard,  that  some  have  run 

away 
With  butlers,  horsekeepersy  and  their,  father^' 

clerks ; 
You,  ibrsoothi  cockered  with  your  own  soggestion. 
Take  heart  upon't,  and  think  me,  (that  am  m^t. 
And  set  up  for  your  master)  fit  for  you. 
Staines,  I  would  I  could  get  her  now  to  hold. 

her  tongue* 
Joice,  Or  'cause  soroetiraes-as  I  have  past  along, 
And  have  returned  a  court'sie  for  your  hat, 
You,  as  tho  common  Crick  is,  straight  suppose 
'Tis  love,  (sir  reverence,  which  makes  the  word 
more  beastljr.) 
Staines,  Why,  this  is  worse  than  silence. 
Joice^  But  we  are  fools,  and  m  ourreputations 
We  find  the  smart  on't : 
Kindness  b  termed  lightness  in  our  sex  ;- 
And,  when  we  give  a  favour,  or  a  kiss, 
We  give  ou^good  namettooi 
Staines*  Will  you  be  dumb  agaip -^ 
Joice.  Men  you- are  caifd^  butyou*re  a  viper- 
ous brood. 
Whom  we  in  dharity  take- into  our  bqsoins. 
And  cherish  with  our  heart;  for  which  you  sting 
us. 
Staines,  Uds  foot,  Til  fetch  him  that  waked, 
your  tongue. 
To  lay  it  down  again. 

W.  Rash*  Why,  how  now,  man  f 
Staines,  O  relieve  me,  or  I  shall  lose  my  hear- 
ing; 
You  have  raised  a  fury  up  into  her  tongue ; 
A  parliament  of  women  could  not  make 
Such  a  confused  noise  as  that  she  utters. 

W,  Rash.  Well,  what  would  you  have  me  do.^ 


Staines  Why,  make  her  kuM  her  toi>g«ie. 
W,  Rash.  And  what  then? 
Staines*.  Why  then,  let  o^e  alone  ag«io. 
W,  Rash,  This  is  very  good  i'hkh;  first  give 
thee  but  opportunitv,  aind  let  thee  alone:  then 
make  her  but  speak,  and  let  thee  alone:   now 
make  her  Itotd  her  tongue^  and  then  let  cbee  a- 
lone.     By  my  troth,  I  think  I  were  best  to  lee 
tl^ec  alpne  indeed:  but  come,  follow  me;  the 
wild  cat  shall  not  carry  it  so  away.    Walk,  vraM^, 
as  we  did. 
Joice*  What,  have  you  fetcbt  your  cbam{Uon  ? 
whi^t^can  he<k>? 
Not  have  you,  nor  himself  firom  out  the  stotiB 
Of  my  iqcensed  rag^  t  I  wilt  tbuader  into  joor 

ears. 
The  wrongs  that  you  have  done«ii  innooent  maid : 
Oh,  you*re  a  couple  of  sweet— What  shall  I  call 

you  ? 
Men  you  are  not ;  for,  if  you  were, 
You  would  not  ofler  tUb  ui)to  a  maidb 
Wherein  have  I  deserved  it  at  your  hands  ^  Have 
I  not  been  always  a  kind  sbterto  you,  and- in  signs 
and  tokens  shewed  it?  Did  I  not  send  moaey  to 
t  you  at  Cambridge^  whep  you  w^e  bat  a  fresb- 
I  man  ?  wrought  you  purser  ai?d  bands ;  and  since 
\  you  came  t6  the  inn^  of  courr,  a  fkir  pairof  han- 

?ers  ?  Have  you  not  taken  rings  ftom  me,  which 
have  been  fain  to  say  1  have  lost,^  when  yoi|  had 
pawn'd  them ;  and  yet  was  never  bcholctaa  to 
you  for  a  pair  of  gloves  ? 

W.  Rash*  A  Ionian's  tongue,  f  see,  is  like  a 
bell, 
Thar,  once  being  set  a  going,  poes  itself. 

Joice,  And  yet  ^ou  to  join  with  my  sister  against 
me,  send  one  here  to  play  upon  me,  whilst  yon 
laugh  and  leer,  and  make ^a pastime  on  me:  is 
this  brotherly  done  ?  No,  it  is  barbarous;  and  a 
Turk  would  blush  to  offer  it  to  a  Christian.  But 
I  will  think  on>,  and  have  it  writteo  in  mj  heart, 
when  it  hath  slipt  your  memories. 

W,  Rash*  When  will  your  tongue  be  weary? 
Joice.  Never. 

W>  Rash.   How !  never?  Come  talk,  and  111 
talk  with  you ; 
I'll'  try  the  nimble  fuotmanship  of  your  ton^e ; 
And  if  you  can  out-talk  me,  your-s  be  the  vio- 
tory. 
[Here  they  two  talk  and  rait  what  the^  list ; 
and  then  Will  Rasu  speaks  to  Staisies. 
AH  speak, 
Uds  foot,  dost  thou  stand  by,  and    do  no- 
thing  ? 
Come,  talk,  and  dcowti  her  clamours. 
[Here  they  all  three  talk^  and  Joice  gives  acer^ 

tceepifigy  and  JEWf. 
Ger*  Alas,  she  s  speu(,  i'faith :  now  the  atoini  s 
over. 


3*  J  blue  coa(.*~The  coloar  of  servants  clothes. 
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IF.  SMu  V^faat,  nttbtlem  bi^  as  Asloag 
as  i  hive  any  brettth. 

Oar.  Ntiy,  no  taiore  now,  brotfier^  you  baVe 
no  cmnpasBion; 
You  see  she  criesi 

S^atfiM.  If  I  do  not  wander  she  could  talk  Sf) 
long,  I  am  a  vittaio.  She  eats  no  nerts,  I  warrant 
her:  ^sfbot^  I  am  almost  out  of  breath  With  that 
little  I  talkt:.  #e)t>  gtt^  brothers,  I  might  say; 
for  she  and  I  must  dap  hands  u{)on*t ;  a  match 
for  all  this,  t'ray,  go  in;  and,  sister,, salve  the 
matter,  collogue  with  ktr  lig^,  And  till  slfai^  be 
well:  I  have  a  little  bn^bftfs^  Hrdt  rim^  be 
thought  ttpokt,  «nt]  ^t?s  >(mt^  fdr  ybA¥  InMln 
therefore  letWeftot(tftb«|h^(il^At)'Ber(r#^)t^n: 
fareyrell. 

W.Rath.  We  will  be  mindftil^3rod,sir;  fare 
you  wcIL 

Oer*  How  now,  man !  what  tiffed,  ti^df 

W.  Ra$h.  Zoutods,  and  yoA  had  t^^d  as  rii^ich 
as  I  did,  you  would  be  tired,  I  ^aVraift.  What, 
is  she  gone  in  ?  I'll  to  her  agaib  #Mtst  tny  toAgtt6 
is  warm :  and,  if  I  thought  I  i^onfd  be  used  to  this 
exercise,  I  would  eat  every  morning  ah  ounce  of 
lickorisb.  [ExeunU 

Enter  Lodge,  the  Matter  of  the  Priton,  and 
Holdfast  hit  Man* 

Lodge.  Have  yon  sumuM  up  these  reckon-^ 

ings? 
HM.  Yes,  sir. 

Loe^e.  And  what  is  owing  me  ? 
HcS.  Thh'ty-seven  pound  ddd  teoney. 
Lo^e.  How  mo^  owes  die  Frenchman  ? 
HoM.  A  fortnight's  eommdns. 
Lodge.  Has  Spendall  any  mo^y  ? 
HoM.  Not  any,  sir;  and  be  Ms  sold  all  his 

cbthes. 

Enter  Spendall. 

Lodg^.  That  felbw  would  waste  niltions  if  he 
had 'em; 
Whilst  he  bas  raonev,  no  man  sptods  a  penny. 
Ask  faim  money,  «aa  if  he  sa?  he  has  none. 
Be  plain  with  him,  and  turn  him  oiit  of  the  ward. 

[Exit  Lodge. 

Hold.  I  will,  sir. Mastib  SpendAll, 

My  master  baSi  sent  to  you  for  moi^. 
Sptnd.  Money !  >yhy  does  hfe  send  to  me  ? 
Does  he  thmk 
I  have  the  j^hilb^pher's  stone,  br  1  can  clip  or 

coin? 
How  does  lie  think  I  can  come  by  money  ? 

&ld.   Faith,  sir^  bis  occasions  are  so  great, 
that  be  ibust  bare  flioney,^or  ebe  bis  can  buy  no 
victaalsii 
Spend.   Then  wb  mubt  starve^  belike:  Uds 
foot,  thou  seest 
I  have  nothing  left  that  will  yield  me  two  shil- 
lings. 
Hold.  If  you  have  no  money,' 
You'd  best  remove  into  soikie  cheaper  ward. 
Spend*  What  ward  should  I  remove  in  ? 


Hold,  Why,  to  the  two-penny  %ard ;  its  like* 
liest  to  hold  out  whh  your  i^eans :   or,  if  you 
wiH,  yon  itfay  go  ihtb  the  hole,  and  there  you  may 
feed  for  notliing. 
Spend,  Aye,   out  of  the  ahns-basket,  where 
charity  appears 
Fn  likeness  of  a  piece  of  stinking  fish. 
Such  as  they  btet  bawds  with  when  they  are  carted. 
Hold.  Why,  sir^  do  not  scorn  it;  as  good  men 
as  yourself 
Hwt  been  glad  to  eat  scraps  oUt  of  the  ahns 
basket. 
Spend.    Atid   ye<\  sftivte,  thob  in  pride  wilt 
st«p  thy  nose, 
Screw  and  make  faces,  talk  contemptibly  of  it, 
Arid  df  tb«  f^f6lik^,  surTy  i;tdm. 

Enter  Fox. 

Hold.  WeBs  sit,  yortr  matafycrtftWs  will  get  you 
nothing. Fox ! 

ffet.  HeHfr. 

Hold.  A  prisoner  to  the  hole;  ti/ke  charj^e 
of  him,  fiuH  'uKe  hi'm  lis  scteVviiy  as  thou  cahst. 
—You  shall  be  taught  your  duty,  sir,  I  warrant 
you. 

■Spend,  Heiide,  slavish  tyrahts,  Instruments  of 
torture ! 
There  is  more  kindness  yet  in  whdr^s  ttiim  you ; 
Ftfr  when  a  man  bath  spent  all,  he  tiity  go 
And  seek  his  way,  they'll  kidc  hiiM  but  of  dobfS, 
Not  keep  him  in  as  you  do,  aud  rnforce  *him 
To  be  th6  subject  of  their  criieftjr. 
Ytm  have  *o  mercy ;  but  be  this  Wurcbmfbft, 
The  punishment  And  tortures  which  you  do 
Inflict  on  men,  the  devils  shall  oh  you. 

Hold.  Well,  sir,  you -may  talk,  but  jrbusb&Hsee 
*  the  end, 
And  who  shall  have  the  worst  of  Ih 

[Ej^it  HoLDFiST. 

Spend,  Why,  villaiit,  I  shall  have  the  worst ;  I 
know  it, 
And  am  prepared  to  suffer  like  a  8tnic& ; 
Or  else  (to  speak  more  properly)  like  a  stock; 
For  I  hare  no  seus6  left :    Dost  thbu  think  I 
have? 
Fox.  Zonnds,  I  think  he*s  mad. 
Spend.  Why,  thou  ^rt  in  tWfe  Hght;  foi*  I  am 
riiad,  indeed. 
And  harte  b^en  mad  this  two  V^r^    Dost  thou 
thiuk 

I  could  hftv^  spent  so  much  ^  t  hk\^  dorle. 
In  wares  and  credit,  had  I  bbt  been  mad  ? 
Why,  thou  must  know,  I  had  a  fair  estate. 
Which,  through  my  riot,  I  havte  torn  in  pieces. 
And    Seatt^r'd  iimongst  baWds,   buffoons,  and 

whores, 
That  fkwned  on  me,  and  by  their  flatteries. 
Rocked  all  my  understanding  faculties 
Irito  a  pleasant  slumber ;  where  I  dreamt 
Of  nought  but  joy  and  pleasure:  never  felt 
How  I  was  lulled  in  sensoali^, 
Until  at  last  affliction  waked  me, 
And,  lighting  up  this  taper  of  my  8onl» 
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Led  me  untp  myself,  whore  I  might  see 
A  mind  and  body  rent  with  misery. 

[A  Prisoner  within* 

Priu  Harry  Fox  !  Harry  lox ! 

Fox.  Who  calls? 

Enter  Prisoners, 

Pris.  Here's  the  bread  and  meat  man  come. 
Tox,  Well,  ihe  bread  and  meat  man  may  stay 

a  little. 
Pris.  Yes,  indeed,  Harry,  the  bread  and  meat 

man  may  stay ; 
But  you  know  oar  stomachs  cannot  stay. 

Enter  Gatherscrap  with  the  Basket, 

Fox,  Indeed  your  stomach  is  always  first  up. 

Pris,  And  tlierefore  by  right  should  be  first 
served. 
I  have  a  stomach  like  aqua  fortis,  it  will  eat  any 

^  thins. 
O,  father  Gatherscrap,  here  are  excellent  bits  in 
the  basket. 

Jar.  Will  you  hold  your  chops  fartlier:  By 
and  by  you'll  drivel  into  the  basket. 

Prts.  Perhaps  it  may  do  some  good ;  for  there 
may  be  a  piece  of  powdered  beef  that  wants  wa- 
tering. 

Fox.  Here,  sir,  here's  your  share. 

Pris,  Here's  a  bit,  indeed!  what's  this  to  a 
Gargantua  stomach }  ^^ 

Fox,  Thou  art  ever  grumbling. 

Pris.  Zounds !  it  would  make  a  dog  grumble, 
to  want  his  victuals.  I  pray  give  Spendall  none ; 
he  came  into  the  hole  but  yesternight. 

Fox,  What,  do  you  refuse  it  ? 

^^pend,  I  cannot  eat,  I  thank  you. 

Pris,  No,  no,  give  it  me ;  he's  not  yet  seasoned 
for  our  company. 

Fox,  Divide  it  then  amongst  you. 

[Exeunt  Fox  and  Prisoners, 

Spend.  To  such  a  one  as  these  are,  must  I 
come; 
Hanger  will  draw  me  into  their  fellowbliip. 
To  %ht  and  scramble  for  unsavoury  scraps, 
That  come  from  unknown  hands,  perhaps  un- 
washed: 
And  would  that  were  the  worst ;  for  I  have  noted, 
That  nought  goes  to  the  prisoners,  but  such  food 
As  either  by  the  weather  has  been  tainted, 
Or  children,  nay,  sometimes,  full-paunched  dogs 
Have  overlicked ;  as  if  men  had  determined 
That  the  worst  sustenance,  which  is  God's  crea- 
tures, 
However  they're  abused,  are  good  enough 
)  or  such  vile  creatures  as  abuse  themselves. 
<),  what  a  stave  was  1  unto  my  pleasures ! 
How  drowned  in  sin,  and  overwhelmed  in  lust ! 


That  I  could  write  my  repentance  to  the  world, 
And  force  the  impression  of  it  in  the  hearts 
Of  you,  and  m  v  acquaintance ;  I  might  teach  them 
By  my  example,  to  look  home  to  thrift. 
And  not  to  range  abroad  to  seek  out  ruin. 
Experience  shews,  his  purse  shall  soon  grow  light. 
Whom  dice  wastes  in  the  day,  drabs  in  the  night. 
Let  all  avoid  false  strumpets,  dice,  and  drink ; 
For  he  that  leaps  i'  the  mad,  shall  quickly  unk. 

Enter  Fox  and  Longfield. 

Fox.  Yonder's  the  man. 

Xong.  I  thank  yoo. — 
How  b  it  with  you,  sir?  What,  on  the  groond? 
Look  op,  there^  comfort  towards  yoa. 

Spend.  Belike  some  charitable  friend  has  sent 
a  shilling. 
What  is  your  business  ? 

Long.  Dberty. 

Spend,  There's  virtue  in  that  word ;  Til  rise 
up  to  you. 
Prav  let  me  bea'r  that  cheerful  word  again. 

Long.  The  able  and  well-minded  widow  Bayt* 
by. 
Whose  hand  is  still  apon  the  poor  mati's  box. 
Hath,  in  her  charity,  remembered  you ; 
And,  being  by  your  master  seconded. 
Hath  taken  order  with  your  crecKtors 
Fur  day  and  payment;  and  freely  from  her  purse. 
By  me,  her  deputy,  she  hath  discharged 
All  duties  in  the  house :  besides,  to  yoor  neces- 
sities. 
This  is  bequeathed,  to  furnish  you  with  dothes. 

Spend.  Speak  you  thb  seriously  ? 

iong.  Tis  not  my  practice  to  mock  misery. 

Spend.  Be  ever  praised  that  Divinity, 
That  has  to  my  oppressed  state  raited  friends ! 
Su'll  be  his  blessings  poured  upon  their  beads ! 
Your  hand,  I  prav. 

That  have  so  faithfully  performed  their  wills : 
If  e'er  my  industry,  jomed  with  their  loves. 
Shall  raise  me  to  a  competent  estate, 
Your  name  shall  ever  be  to  me  a  friend. 

Long*  In  yoar  good  wishes,  you  requite  me 
amply. 

Spend.  All  fees,  yoa  say,  are  paid? — ^There's 
for  your  love. 

Fox.  1  thank  you,  sir,  and  am  glad  yoa  are  re- 
leased. [£rafmt. 

Enter  Bubble  gallanted. 

Buh.  How  apparel  makes  a  man  respected ! 
the  very  children  in  the  street  do  adore  roe :  ibr 
if  a  boy  that  is  throwing  at  his  jackni-l^u  ^ 
chance  to  hit  me  on  tlie  shins,  why,  I  amy  no- 
thing but — Jh  quogue,  smile,  and  forpve  the 
child,  with  the  beck  of  my  hand,  or  aome  tndkk 


33  Gargantua  st(mttch.-^See  Rabelais, 

3*  Jack  a-Txnt.^A  Jack  o'  Lent  ap|iean  to  have  been  some  pappet  which  was  thrown  at  in  Lent,  like 
f  hfove^idc  cocks.  Sec  Mr  Steevcqs*8  potcs  on  The  Afcrry  Wives  of  fVindtcr,  A.  S.  6. 3.,  and  A.  6.  &  5. 
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Jike  token ;  to,  b^  that  means^  I  do  seldom  go 
without  broken  shins. 

Enter  Staines,  like  an  Italian* 

Staines.  The  blessings  of  jour  mistress  fall 

upon  jou ; 
And  may  the  heat  and  spirit  of  her  lip 
Endue  her  with  matter  above  her  understanding, 
That  she  may  only  live  to  admire  you,  or,  as  the 

Italian  swrs, — 
Que  que  dellfogo  Ginni  coxcombie. 

Buih  I  do  wonder  what  language  he  speaks. 
Do  you  hear,  my  friend ;  are  not  you  a  conjurer  ? 
Staines.  I  am,  sir,  a  perfect  traveller,  that  have 

trampled  over 
The  face  of  the  universe,  and  can  speak  Greek  and 
Latin,  as  promptly  as  my  own  natural  language. 
I  have  composed  a  book,  wherein  I  have  set  down 
All  the  wonders  of  the  world  that  I  have  seen, 
And  the  whole  scope  of  my  joumles,  together 

with  the 
Miseries  and  lousy  fortunes  I  have  endured  there- 
in. 
Bub,  O  lord,  sir,  arc  you  the  man?  give  me 

your  hand : 
How  do  ye  ?  in  good  faith,  I  think  I  have  heard 

of  you. 
Staines,  No,  sir,  you  never  heard  of  me;  I  set 

this  day  footing 
Upon  the  wharf;  I  came  in  with  the  last  peal  of 

ordnance, 
And  dined  this  day  in  the  Exchange  amongst  the 

merchants. 
But  this  is  frivolous,  and  from  the  matter :  You 

do  seem 
To  be  one  of  your  gentile  spirits,  that  do  affect 

generosity : 
Pleaseth  you  to  be  instituted  in  the  nature,  garb, 

and  habit 
Of  the  most  ezactest  nation  in  the  world,  the 

Italian? 
Whose  language  is  sweetest,  clothes  neatest,  and 

Mhaviour 
Most  accomplished.    I  am  one  that  have  spent 

much  money, 
And  time,  which  to  me  is  more  dear  than  money, 

in  the 
Observation  of  these  things:  and,  now  I  am  come, 
I  will  sit  me  down  and  rest ;  and  make  no  doubt. 
But  to  purchase  and  build,  by  professing  this  art. 
Or  human  science,  as  I  may  term  it,  to  such  ho- 
nourable 
And  worshipful  personages  as  mean  to  be  pecu- 
liar. 
Bub.  This  fellow  has  his  tongue  at  his  fingers* 

ends. 


But,  hark  ye,  sir,  is  your  Italian  the  finest  gen- 
tleman? 

Staines.  In  the  world,  signor;  your  Spaniard  is 
a  mere  Bumbard  to  him ;  he  will  bounce,  indeed, 
but  he  will  burst:  But  your  Italian  is  smooth  and 
lofty,  and  his  language  is  cousin-german  to  the 
LaQn. 

Bub,  Why  then  he  has  his  Tu  quoque  in  his 
salute  ? 

Staines.  Yes,  sir,  for  it  is  an  Italian  word  as 
well  as  a  Latin, 
And  infolds  a  double  sense;  for,  one  way  spo- 
ken. 
It  includes  a  fine  gentleman,  like  yourself; 
And,  another  way,  it  imports  an  ass,  like  whom 
you  wiU. 

Bub»  I  would  my  man  Gervase  were  here,  for 
he  understands  these  things  better  than  L — You 
will  not  serve  ? 

Staines.  Serve !  no  sir;  I  have  talked  with  the 
great  Sophy. 

Bub.  I  pray,  sir,  what's  the  lowest  price  of  be- 
ing Italiauated  ? 

Staines.  Sir,  if  it  please  you,  I  will  stand  to 
your  bounty : 
And,  mark  me,  I  will  set  your  face  like  a  grand 

signor's. 
And  you  shall  march  a  whole  day,  until  you 

come  opunctly  ^^  to  your  mistress, 
And  not  disraiik  one  hair  of  vour  physiognomy. 

Bttb,  I  would  you  would  do  it,  sir;  if  you  will 
stand  to  my  bounty,  I  will  pay  you,  as  1  am  an 
Italian  Tu  quoque. 

Staines.  Then,  sir,  I  will  first  disburthen  you 
of  your  cloak ; 
You  will  be  the  nimbler  to  practise.    Now,  sir, 

observe  me, — 
Go  you  directly  to  the  lady  to  whom  you  devote 
yourself. 

Bub.  Yes,  sir. 

Staines.  You  shall  set  a  good  sUyed  face  upon 
the  matter  then. 
Your  band  is  not  to  your  shir^  is  it? 

Bub.  No,  sir,  'tis  loose. 

Staines.  It  is  the  fitter  for  my  purpose. 
I  will  first  remove  your  hat.  It  has  been  the 
fashion  (as  I  have  heard)  in  England,  to  wear 
your  hat  thus,  in  your  eyes;  but  it  is  gross, 
naught,  inainvenient,  and  proclaims,  with  a  loud 
voice,  that  he  that  brought  it  up  first,  stood  in 
fear  of  Serjeants.  Your  Italian  is  contrary,  he 
doth  advance  his  hat,  and  sets  it  thus. 

Bub.  Excellent  well:  I  would  you  would  set 
it  on  my  head  so. 

Staines.  Soft;  I  will  first  remove  your  band, 
and  set  it  out  of  the  reach  of  your  eyes;  it  must 
lie  altogether  backward :  So,  your  band  b  well. 
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Bub,  b  it  as  jmi  would  have  k? 

Staines.  It  is  as  I  would  wish ;  4m\%  sir,  this  1 
mtmfL  caoddM  70a  wfy  in  yoar  aflhim^^  «•  mikte, 
nevfer  to  mtrre  joat  iiat;  ^t  bct^y  b^ra  is  jKatff 
cawrtciy* 

BMft.  Kay,  f  wattanc  too  *  l«t  im  alaae,  if  I 
perceive  a  thing  once.  111  carry  it  away.  K«w, 
limyy  sir,  reach  my  do«(k. 

Staineu  Never,  whilst  >oii  live,  sir. 

Buk  No !  what,  4b  y<>u  Itatiaos  wvai*  no 
cloaks  ? 

8Uam$.  Your  stgniors  aef«t :  Y<mi  see  1  am  oa- 
fumished  myself. 

EkUt  Sir  LfovEL,  Will  Rash,  GcRALBiKBy 
Widow,  Gabtred,  and  Joice, 

B»K  Say  ye  so  ?  iw'yihee  ke«p  it,  then.— Sfee  ! 
yoader^  the  cMn|Hmy  that  I  look  for ;  thertPore, 
if  vou  will  set  my  face  of  any  fashion,  pray  do  it 
ifudLly. 

Staines.  You  carry  your  face  as  well  lis  e*er  an 
Italian  i«  the  world ;  only  enrich  it  with  a  smilei 
and  'tis  mcomparable:  and  thus  hiuch  more; 
lit  yoor  first  hppearance,  you  shall  perbapis  strike 
your  acquaintance  into  an  txtasy,  or  perhaps  a  . 
Iaa^€^;  hut  ^s  ignorance  in  Ihetn,  which  will 
soon  be  overcome  if  you  per8e\'ere. 

Bub.  I  win  persevere,  1  warrant  thee ;  oiily  do 
thou  Maad  aloof,  and  be  not  ^een;  because  I 
worild  ttot  hwre  them  think  but  I  fetch  it  oat  of 
«iy  e^n  practice. 

SImnes.  Do  sttit  yOa  fear;  PU  not  be  si*cn,  1 
warrant  you.  {Exit. 

Sir  LtdH.  Now,  widotf,  yoo  are  wcloome  to  my 
house, 
Aad  to  your  own  hoose  too,  so  you  mtiy  call  it  l 
For  what  is  mine  is  yours :  you  mav  command 

hew 
As  at  home,  and  be  as  soon  M>ey%d. 

Wid.  May  I  deseiTe  this  kindness  of  you,  sir. 


Bui.  9sifB  j^  ywltttMUL  t  iriale  yoQ  after 
the  Italian  faNiioo* 

W.  RasL  How !  the  Italian  fashion?  Zoomb! 
he  has  dnesiad  bin  rarely. 

Sir  Litm.  My  son.  Bubble,  I  teke  it? 

W.  ttoik  The  necher  ptrt  af  hin,!  ikUk,b 
he; 
But  what  the  upper  part  ia>  I  Imm  nht 

Btiib.  By  my  tro  A  he's  a  rare  Mow,  he  wd 
UWk.  : 
They  are  ail  in  an  extasy. 

Uart.  1  thM  he*^  mad. 

Mnce.  Nav>  ilMt  eaiMet  he ;  f of  they  sa^  Aey 
that  ai^  nad  Ichb  their  whs ;  audi  aai  wre  fa« 
hiM  MMte  ta  wyt* 

EiUtr  ScATT£aoooiK 

Sir  U&n.  flow  now,  son  Babble;  how  coaie 
you  thus  attirtjd  f 
Whht !  db  yob  mean  tb  mAk^  yoarselfa  lio|^ 
stock,  naf 
Bub,  Um  !  Ignorance,  ignoratite. 
Ger.  Tcft  the  IbVe  of  lai^ghier,  look  yonrfcr: 
Another  hening  in  the  same  pickle. 

W.  RasL  folhfer  hohhy^botse,  I  ptrceire,  i» 

not  foGgotten.  ^^ 
Bab.  na,  ha,  ha,  ha ! 
Scat.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  ha ! 

BtS.  Who  ha%  Doadfe  hida  such  a  coxconb, 
trow? 
An  Ttaliaa  l\i  pioqut  f 
Scat.  I  salute  you  acconfiftg  to  the  Ittiitn 

ftcshion. 
Buk,  Puh !  tlieltalian  faflhion  I  th^  Uttered* 
demalimi  fashion  be  mtafi«. 

Scat.  Save  you,  sweet  bloody  save  You. 
Sir  iMm.  Why,  but  what  jig  i*  this? 
Scat.  Nay,  if  I  know,  fethe»-,  woald  I  were 
hanged ;  I  am  e*en  as  itiooc^nt  as  the  child  De# 
born. 


w  4/^»wi»,-*l.  a.  meettagi    Bo  ia  Itamlet,  A.  S.  S.  1. 1 

**  That  hej  as  'Iwcrc  by  accident,  aMiy  here 
jlffronl  Ophelia.** 

37  Tah9r  hobbg-kane,  Jperctive,  h  n^t  forgottem.^Ati  ollosldn  ptabaMy  tb  saate  oM  baUad.  HwWi 
A.  S.  H.  9.  refers  to  the  sanie»  aad  appears  to  repeat  the  i^tentical  Hoe,  which  ki  also  iatroduetd  ta  iMe't 
tahour  Lost,  A.  X  ^.1.  Bisbop  Watburtaa  abfervcs,  thait,  **aaHMigBt  the  eoabtry  Margaoifs,  di«« 
Waft  an  hobby-horse,  which,  when  the  puritanical  Humour  of  those  tiaies  apposed  aad  diMrcdiked  thee 
caroes,  was  broufht  by  tbe  poets  and  ballad-oMikers,  as  an  instance  of  the  ridiculous  seal  of  the  SccU* 
ries.^*    Note  to  fiomtn. — ^^ee  alio'Mt  St^evens's  Mate  on  the  same  passage. 

Again  in  Massingeri  Verjf  WomaHf  A.  3.  B.  1 . : 

«  How  like  aa  CTcrlasiilil^  MorHs  dance  it  hfoksf 
Kothiog  but  kobbjf^horsei  and  Maid  Marian*'* 

The  Hohby-hcrse  was  also  introduced  into  the  Christmas  diversions,  as  well  as  the  May-saaies.  Is 
**  A  true  relation  of  the  faction  begun  at  Wisbich,  by  Fa.  Edmonds,  alias  Weston,  a  Jesuit,  ld9A,'*&c* 
4to,  1601,  p.  7,  is  the  following  passage :  ^  He  Itfteil  np  ais  eD1imnanc«,  &S  if  a  BCW  Spirit  had  bin  pot 
into  him,  and  tooke  upon  him  to  controll,  and  finde  fault  with  this  and  that  (as  the  comming  iniotkeksU 
•fa  hobby  horse  in  Christmas,)  affirming,  that  he  waald  no  laager  lolarate  these  and  those  so  grosse  abiae*) 
but  woold  have  them  reformed.*' 
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Sir  iMtu  Ayo»  but  ton  BuU)le^  wWre  did  yoa 
twobttgr  your  fetol^ 
Scat*  Felts !  by  tbb  light,  mine  is  a  good  bea- 
ver: 
It  cost  me  three  pounds  tbb  morning,  upon  trust. 
Sir  Lion.  Nay,  I  think  you  bad  it  upon  trust ; 
for  no  man  that  lias  any  shame  in  him  would  take 
noney  for  it.    Behold,  sir. 
Scat.  Ha,  ha,  ha ! 
Sir  Idotu  Nay,  never  do  you  laugh ;  for  yoa*rc 

i'  the  iMie  block. 
Bub.  Is  thb  the  Italian  fashion^ 
Scat.  No,  it^ia  the  foptfs  fiMhion; 
And  we  two  arc  the  first  that  folknar  k» 

Bub.  Bt  tu  quoqiie ;  are  wm  botb  caoentd  t  - 
Then  let's  shew.  ouMehrea  brothers  in  adversity^ 
and  embrace. 
Sir  Lion.  What  was  he  that  clieated  yon  ? 
Bub.  Marry,,  sir,  he  ivae  a  knave  ikat  cheated 

me. 
Scat.  And  I  think  he  was  no  iMoest  nao  that 

cheated  mtw 
Sir  LioMk  Bo  jwa  know  him  again  if  you.  see 
him? 

Enter  Staines. 

Bub.  Yes,  I  know  him  again,  if  fi  seo  him: 
Bttt  I  do  not.  hnoMT  how  f  shauhi  coise  to  ace 


O  Grerva«»»  Geivaae !  da  you  see  ut.tw o,  Garvwe? 
Staines.  Yes,  sir,  very  weLL 
Bub.  No,  youi  dft  nojt  see  m  very  well ; 
For  we  have  beea  hontibly  abtiaedi : 
Never  w£ce  Eaglisbnien.  so  gulled  in  Ilaliaa  as 
we  have  been. 
Staines.  Why,  sir,  you  have  not  lost  your  cloak 

and  hat? 
Bub.  Gervnse,  you  lie,  I  havo  lost  my  cloak 
*  and  hat;' 

And  therefore  you  must  use  your  credit  for  an- 
other. 
Scat.  I  think  my  old  cloak  and  hat  must  be 
glad  to  serve  me  till  UMLt  quartep-day. 

Sir  Lion.  Come,  take  no  care  for  cloaks,.  TU 
furnish  y(Hi<: 
To-night  yoy  lodge  vidth  me;  tQ^morraw  morn. 
Before  the  sun  he  up,  prepare  for  church ; 
The  wklow  and*  I  have  so  oenchided  on'r. 
The  -wenches  understand  not  yet  so  muelv 
Nor  shall  not  until  bed-time  :  then  will  tiiey 
Not  sleep  a  wink  all)  night,  for  veiy  joy. 
Scat.  And  1*11  promise,  the  next  night 
They  shall  not  sleep  for  joy  neither* 

Sir  Lion.  O !   ^ls  Geraidiue,  1  saw  yon  not 
before : 
Your  father  now  is  come  to  lowo^  i  heaf. 
G€r.  Yes,  sic 

Sir  Lion.  Were  not  my  bamness.  earnest,  I 
would  see  him : 
But  pray  intreat  him  break  an  hour's  sleep 
To-morrow-  morn,  €  ac«irapany  me  to  chorch; 
And  cuiue  y4>ur«elf,  I  pray,  along  with  him. 


Enter  Spendall. 

Oir.  Sic,  I  thank  you. 

Sir  Lion.  But  look,  here  comes  one 
That  has  but  lately  shook  off  hb  shftBkl«s«^ 
How  now,  sirrah !  wiierefore  come  you  ? 

Sf&uL  1  come  to  crave  a  pavdon,  sif>  of  y^^ ; 
And  with  hearty  and  zealous  thaakf 
Unto  this  worthy  ladv,  that  hath  gw«n  me 
Mora  than  I  e'er  couiid  hope  fqr,— libes^ 

Wid.  Be  thankful  onto  Uwei^  aad  your  mas- 
ter; 
Nor  let  your  heart  grow  bigger  than  year  piMe, 
But  live  within  a  limit,  lest  you  bunt  Qut 
To  riot  and  to  misesy  agaia; 
For  thou  'twould  biee  the  beaefit  I  nMUU  Um 

Sir  Limu  O  t  you  do  gradqasly ;  '«a  gpo4  «A* 
▼ice; 
Let  it  take  root,  sirrah,  kt  it  take  looi: 
But  oorae^  widow,  eooie,  aad  see  your  abwuhlir ; 
Nay,  your  company  too^  fiw  1  Must  8|Kak  with 
you.  [Exmnt. 

SppuL  Th  bound  onto  you,  sis. 

Bub.  And  I  have  to  talk  with  you,  tpiQ^  vm^ 
tress  Joice. 
Pray,  a,  word; 

Jbiciw  What  would  yon,  sir  ^ 

J^iA.  Rray  let  na  see  your  handt  the  BnUroC 
your  maidenhead;  is  out.  Now  fiir  your  fipgm< 
tt|Mi.n  whiieh  fiugef  wilt  you  wear  your  weAsg? 
rmg? 

Mce.  Upon  no  finfjeri 

jBii^.  Then  1  perGeive>you  maan  to  wearit  aft 
your  thumbw 
Well,  the  time  is  come,  sweet  Joice,  the  tim0  iff 
come* 

Jeice*  What  to  do,  sir  j 

Bub.  For  me  to  tickle  tt^  Tttquoque;  to  do 
Uie  act 
Of  our  fefefothefft:  ^lenefeno  prefacse^  pcrade, 
To-morrow  mom  to  awRt  me  as.  my  hnde. 

iSiiit. 

Joic4,  V\\  meet  thee  like  a  glunt  first. 

Gar.  How  now,  what  matter  have.  jqU  fished 
out  of  that  fool? 

Mce*  Mattepas*potBoiiii^a&oofruptlo%. 
That  will,  without  soase  antidote,  nlrikfi  hnm<t 
Like  blue  infection  to  the  very  heaot 

W.  JbuA.  As^  how,  for  God's,  sake  ? 

Joice.  To-morrow  is  the  appointeil  wedding- 

Gar.  The  day  of  doom  it  ia.1 

Ger.  'fwould  be  ^  dismal  day,  iadoed,  tQ 

seme  of  ue. 
Joice*  Sir,  I  do  kaofa  you  lova  rae ;  and  tb^ 
time 
Will  net  be  daUied  wiih :  be  whatyottiS€rtflH 
Or  no6  tha  same;  I  am  your  wifi&,  yaurmistrcMv 
Or  your  servaot;  indeed-  what  you  wiU  makjc 

me. 
Let  us.no<  longer  wrangle  with  our  wits, 
Op  dally  with  our  fortunes;  lead  me  hence. 
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And  carrjT  me  into  a  wildeFness: 

ril  fast  with  TOO,  rather  than  feast  with  him. 

Staines*  What  can  be  weloomer  unto  these 
arms? 
Not  my  estate  recovered  is  more  sweet. 
Nor  strikes  more  joy  in  me,  than  does  your  love. 

W,  Bxufu    Will  you  both  kiss  then  upon  the 
bargain? 
Here*s  two  couple  on  you,  God  give  you  joy ; 
I  wish  well  to  you,  and  I  see  'tis  all  the  good  that 

I  can  do  you : 
And  so  to  your  shifts  I  leave  you. 

Jotce.  Nay,  brother;  you  will  not  leave  us  thus, 
I  hope. 

W.  Rath*  Why,  what  would  you  have  me  do  ? 
you  mean  to  run  away  together ;  would  you  have 
me  run  with  yoa,  and  so  lose  my  inheritance  ? 
no,  trudge,  trudge  with  your  backs  to  roe,  and 
your  bellies  to  them :  away. 

Oer,  Nay,  I  pry*thee  be  not  thus  unseasonable : 
Without  thee  we  are  nothing. 

W.  Ra$h,  By  my  troth,  and  I  think  so  too.  You 
love  one  another  in  the  way  of  matrimony,  do 
you  not? 

Ger,  What  else,  man  ? 

W,  Rath,  What  else,  man !  why  *tts  a  question 
to  be  ask'd ;  for  I  can  assure  you,  there  is  another 
kind  of  love.  But  come,  follow  me ;  I  must  he 
your  good  angel  still :  'tis  in  this  brain  how  to 
prevent  my  father,  and  his  brace  of  beagles :  you 
shall  none  of  you  be  bid  to-ni(i(ht :  follow  but  my 
direction,  if  I  bring  you  not.  To  have  and  to  holdy 
fftr  better  for  worsen  let  me  be  held  an  eunuch 
in  wit,  and  one  that  was  never  father  to  a  good 
jest. 

Gar*  We'll  be  instructed  by  you. 

TT.  Rath.  Well,  if  you  be,  it  will  be  your  own 
another  day. 
Come  follow  me. 

[Spkmdall  meett  themy  and  they  look  ttrangefy 
upon  Aim,  and  go  of.] 

Spefid,  How  ruthless  men  are  to  adversity  ! 
My  acquaintance  scarce  will  know  me ;  when  we 

meet. 
They  cannot  stay  to  talk,  they  roust  be  gone ; 
And  shake  me  by  the  hand  as  if  1  burnt  them : 
A  man  must  trust  unto  himself,  I  see ; 
For  if  he  once  but  halt  in  his  estate. 
Friendship  will  prove  but  broken  crutches  to 

him. 
Well,  I  will  lean  to  none  of  them,  but  stand 
Free  of  myself:  and  if  I  had  a  spirit 
Daring  to  act  what  1  am  prompted  to, 
I  might  thrust  out  into  the  world  again, 
FulUblossom'd,  with  a  sweet  and  golden  spring. 
It  was  an  argument  of  love  in  her 
To  fetch  me  out  of  prison ;  and  this  night. 
She  clasped  my  hand  in  her's,  as  who  should  say, 
Thou  art  my  purchase,  and  I  hold  thee  thus. 
The  worst  is  but  repulse,  if  I  attempt  it. 
I  am  resolved ;  my  genius  whispers  to  mo. 
Go  on,  and  ivin  her ;  jtljpu  art  young  and  active, 


Which  she  is  apt  to  catch  at;  for  there^s  noa|(ht 
That*s  more  unstedfast  than  a  woman's  tboof^t. 

[Erit. 

Enter  Sir  Lionel,  Will  Rash,  Scattercood, 
Bubble,  Widow,  Gartred,  Joice,  Phillis, 
and  Servant, 

Sw  Lion.  Here's  ill  lodging.  Widow:  but  yon 
must  know, 
If  we  had  better,  we  couM  afibrd  it  you. 

Widow.  The  lodging  sir,  might  'serve  better 

guests. 
Sir  Lion,  Not  better,  Widow,  nor  yet  wel- 
oomer: 
But  we  will  leave  you  to  it,  and  the  rest. 
Phillis,  pray  let  your  mistress  not  want  anj  thing* 
Once  more,  good  night;  I'll  leave  a  kiss  with 

you. 
As  earnest  of  a  better  gift  to-morrow. 
Sirrah,  a  light. 

Widom,  Good  rest  to  all. 
Bub.  Et  tu  quoquey  forsooth. 
Scat,  God  give  you  good  night,  forsooth. 
And  send  you  an  early  resurrection. 
Widow,  Good  night  to  both. 
Sir  lion.  Come,  come  away,  each  bird  onto 
his  nest, 
To-nu>rrow  night's  a  time  of  litde  rest  \E3pem1t* 
[Manent  Widow  oiuf  Phillis. 
Widow,  Here,  untie :  soft,  let  it  alone; 
I  have  no  disposition  to  sleep  yet : 
Give  me  a  book,  and  leave  me  for  a  whil^ 
Some  half  hour  hence  look  10  to  me. 
Phillit.  I  shall,  forsooth.  [Exit  Phillis. 

Enter  Spendall. 

Widow,  How  now !  what  makes  this  bold  in- 

trosion  ? 
Spend.  Pardon  me,  lady,  I  have  bouness  10 

you. 
Widow,  Business !   from  whom  ?  is  it  of  sud> 
importance 
That  it  craves  present  hearing  ? 
Spend.  It  docs. 

Widow.  Then  speak  it,  and  be  brief. 
Spend,  Nay,  gentle  Widow,  be  more  pliant 
tome; 
My  suit  is. soft  and  courteous;  full  of  lovc« 
Widow,  Of  love! 
Spend,  Of  love. 

Widow.  Why  sure  the  man  is  mad?  bethink 
thyself; 
Thou  hast  forgot  thy  errand. 
Spend.  I  have  indeed,  fair  lady ;  for  my  er^ 
rand 
Should  6rst  have  been  delivered  on  your  lips. 
Widow,  Why,  thou  impudent  fellow  !  unthrift 
of  shame. 
As  well  as  of  thy  purse!   What  has  moved 

thee 
To  prosecute  thy  ruin?  I«nih  my  bounty. 
For  which  thy  master  was  an  orator, 
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Importunod  tbee  to  piiy  me  with  abase  f 

Sirrahy  redre,  or  I  mHy  to  vour  sbf  me, 

With  damoara  raise  the  house,  and  make  your 

master, 
For  this  attempt,  retom  you  to  the  dtMigeoa 
From  whence  you  came. 

ibaidL  Nay,  then  (must  be  desperate : 
MTidow,  hold  your  dapdish,'*  fasten  your  tongue 
Unto  ^ur  roofy  and  do  not  dare  to  call ; 
But  gire  me  audience,  with  fear  and  silence. 

Come,  kiss  me no  ? 

ThbdagftrhasapoiAtydo^yoil  seek/ 

AmA  be  watn  my  suil  obedient 

Or  you  shall  feel  it  too : 

For  I  will  rather  totter^  hang  in  clenn  linep,    . 

Ibap  fire  to  scrub  it  out  inlousy  linings. 

Go  to, kiss :  yoq  will ;  why,  so :  again,  the  thhd  dme ; 

Good ;  'tis  a  sufl^dent  charm :  now  hear  me, 

Tou  are  rich  in  money,  lands,  and  lordships, 

Manors,  and  fair  possessions;  and  1  have  not  so 

fnuch 
^s  o;ie  poor  copyhold  to  thrust  my  bead  in. 
Why  should  you  not  then  have  compassion 
Upon  a  neasonable  handsome  felbw, 
That  has  ^th  youth  and  liveliness  upon  him ; 
And  can  at  midnight  quicken  and  refresh 
Pleasures  decayed  in  you  f  Tou  want  children } 
And  I  am  strong,  lusty,  and  have  a  back 
Uke  Hercules;  able  to  get  them 
Without  the  help  of  muscadine  and  eggs. 
And.  wiU  you  then,  that  have  enough^ 
Take  to  your  bed  a  bundle  of  disc^ues^ 
WmptDpia  threeseore  yean,  to  ttem  hawkioct 

Sling,  a»i  oongjhing  backward*  end  forwards, 
t  yon  shall  not  sleep;  bat,  ihcMliag  forth 
Your  iMe  o^t  of  the  bed,  be  glad  to  draw 
The  curtains,  such  asteam  shul  reek 
Outef  tbiftdttnghilU  N«w,  what  n^  vo^  ? 
Shall  we,  without  farther  wnmgliagi  aap  it  up^ 
And  go  to  bed  togicber  ? 

irSfai.  Will  you  bear  me? 

iSbeadL  Yes,  with  all  my  heart, 
Se  ihe  fimt  wqid  may  be,  Uncross  fOu#  poluti^-- 
Zovod^OBekiiodu;  do  not  stir,  I  okerae  jpou. 

Nor  epeak,  bat  wbati  bid  yeus 
For,  l^theMlipsy  wbicbaowiBlovel  kill, 
If  you  but  stnpg|e,or  but  ndae  jwrnr  voioe, 
My  arm  shall  nse  with  it,  and  ttnke  yon  dead* 
Go  to,  cone  en  wkb  me,  and  ask  who's  there  f 

Widow.  It  is  my  maid. 

Jhei^  Me  matter;  do  as  I  bid  mt :  aay, 
WhofftteM? 

Widom.  Who's  there? 

PkU&iwiaiim.  *ISt  I,  ftreoodu 

Spend,  If  it  be  you,  forsooth,  then  pr^  fHQT 
Till  I  shall  call  upon  you. 


Widow,  If  it  be  you,  forsooth,  then  pray  you 
stay 
T\\\  I  shall  odl  upon  you. 

Spend.  Very  well;  why,  now  I  see 
Thoult  prove  an  obedient  wife.    Come,  let's  un- 
dress. 
Widow,  ^  Will  you  put  up  your  naked  weapon, 

sir? 
Spend,  You  shall  pardon  me.  Widow,  I  moit 
have  you  grant  first. 

Widow.  You  will  not  put  it  up  ? 

Spend.   Not  till  I  have  some  token  of  your 

love. 
Widow.  If  this  may  be  a  testimony,  take  it; 

\Kimei1wn. 
By  all  my  hopes,  t  love  thee;  thou  art  worthy 
Or  the  best  widow  living,  thou  takest  tho  eourse ; 
And  those  that  wil|  win  widows  roust  do  thus. 

Sp^.  Nay,  I  knew  what  I  did,  when  I 
came  with  my  naked  weapon  in  ray  hand ;  but 
come,  unlaoe. 

Widow,  Nay,  my  dear  love;  know  diet  I  will 
not  yield 
My  body  unto  lust,  until  die  priest 
Shall  join  us  in  Hymen's  sacred  nuptial  rites. 
Spend.  Then  set  your  hand  to  this :   nay,  'tis 
acontract 
Strong  and  sufficieat,  and  wiQ  boM  in  hiw. 
Elerc,  here's  pen  and  ink ;  you  see  I  come  pro« 
video. 
Widow.  Give  ine  the  pen» 
^nd.  Why  here's  some  comfort. 
Yet  write  your  name  fair,  I  pray. 
And  at  krge. — Why,  now  'tis  very  wcM ; 
Now,  Widow,  you  may  admit  yonr  miiid^ 
W<^T  V  the  next  room  Til  go  fetch  a  nap. 

Widow,  Thou  shatt  not  leave  me  so ;  cooUf 
pr'ythee  sir, 

Kell  talk  a  white,  for  thou  bast  made  mybeart 
mce  in  my  bo&em,  I  receive  such  joy. 
Spends    Thou  art  a    good    weacb,    i'faith; 

come  kiss  upon't 
Widow,  But  will  you  be  a  knrbig  hnskamd  to 
me. 
Avoid  an  naughty  company,  and  be  tr«e 
To  me,  and  to  my  bed? 
Spemdp  As  true  to  thee,  as  steel  to  adamant. 

lBindiiimt0thepatii 
Widow,  m  bind  you  to  year  wmti;  see  that 
you  be, 
Or  ril  conceal  n^y  bags :  I  have  kbiiifotks, 
To  whom  m  make't  over,  you  shall  not  hare  i 
penny. 
Spend.  iHsh,  pi^y  thee  do  not  devkbt  me. 
How  now!  what  means  this? 

Wi4ow,  It  means  my  vengeance;  any,  sir,  y<m 
are  fast^ 
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Nor  do  not  dare  to  stranlc ;  I  have  llbertj 
Both  of  mj  tongue  and  Mt ;  HI  call  mj  maid. 

Enter  Phillis. 

Phiilis,  come  in,  and  help  to  triumph 
*    Over  this  bold  intruder.    Wonder  not,  wench. 
Bat  go  unto  him,  and  ransack  all  his  podtets. 
And  take  from  thence  a  contract  which  he  forced 
From  vaj  unwilling  fingers. 

SpenJL  Is  this  according  to  your  oath? 
JPhiiUi.  Come,  sir,  I  must  search  you. 
Spend,  Ipi'ytheedo; 
And,  when  thou  takest  that  from  me,  take  my 
life  too. 
Widow,  Hast  thou  it, girl.' 
Phillis.  I  have  a  paper  here; 
Widow.  It  is  the  same,  give  it  me.— Look  you, 
Mr, 
Thus  your  new-fancted  hopes  I  tear  asunder. 
Poor  wretched  man !  thou  st  had  a  golden  dream, 
Which  gilded  over  thy  calamit}r; 
But,  being  awake,  thou  find'st  it  ill  laid  on, 
For  with  one  finger  I  have  wiped  it  off,— 
Go,  fetch  me  hitner  the  casket  that  contains 
My  choicest  jewels,  and  spread  them  here  before 

him. — 
Look  you,  sir ; 

Here's  gold,  pearls,  rubies,  sapphires,  diamonds; 
These  would  be  goodly  things  for  you  to  pawn, 
Or  revel  with  among'st  your  courtezans, 
Whilbt  I  and  mine  did  starve.    Whjr  dost  not 

cur^e. 
And  utter  all  the  mischiefs  of  thy  heart. 
Which  I  know  swells  witVm  thee  ?  pour  it  ou^ 
And  let  ,me  hear  thy  fury. 

Spend,  Never,  never: 
Whene'er  my  tongue  shall  speak  bdt  well  of 

thee. 
It  proves  no  faithful  servant  to  my  heart. 

Widow,  False  traitor  to  thy  master,  and  to 

.  m^      . 

Thou  lyest,  there's  no  such  thing  within  thee. 
•  Spend*   May  I  be  burned    to    ugliness,     to 

that 
Which  you  and  all  men  hate^  but  I  spe^k  truth. 
Widow.   May  I  be  turned  a  monster,  and  the 

shame 
Of  all  my  sex^— and  if  I  not  believe  the« ! 
Take  me  unto  thee ;  these  and  all  that's  mine. 
Were  it  thrice  trebled,  thou  wert  worthy  idl : 
And  do  not  blame  this  trial,  'cause  it  shews 
I  give  myself  unto  thee,  am  not  forced. 
And  with  it  love,  that  ne'er  shall  be  divorced. 
Spend,  I  am  g|ad  'tis  come  to  this;  yet»  by 

this  light, 
Thou  putts't  me  into  a  horrible  fear. 
But  this  is  my  excuse :  know  that  my  thoughts     | 


Were  not  so  despmrnte  as  wf  acdoDS seemed; 
For  fore  my  dagger  should  W  drawn  one  df^ 
Of  thy  chaste  blood,  it  should  have  sluiced  out 

mine, 
And  the  cold  point  stud^  deep  into  my  heart  - 
Nor  better  be  my  fate,  if  I  shall  move 
To  any  other  pleasure  but  thy  love.^ 

Widow,  It  shall  be  in  my  creed :   but  let^s 
■way. 
For  night  with  her  black  steeds  draws  up  the  day. 

lEremmt'. 
Enter  Will  Rasb,  Staiitks,  Geraldiite, 
Gabteed,  Joice,    and  a  Bay  witk  a  Lmm- 
thorn, 

W.  Rath.  Softly,  boy,  softly;  you  think  jou 
are  upou  firm  ground,  hut  it  is  dangerous. 
Yooll  never  make  a  good  thief,  you  rorue, 
till  you  learn  to  creep  upon  all  four.  If  I  do 
not  sweat  with  soing  this  pace ;  every  thing  I  see. 
roethinks,  should  be  my  father  in  hu  wWte 
beard. 

Staines.  It  is  the  property  of  that  passion ;  for 
fear 
Still  shapes  all  things  we  see  to  that  we  fear. 
W.  Rash,  Well  said,  logic :  sister,  I  pray  lay 
hold  of  him. 
For  the  man,  I  see,  is  able  to  give  the  watcfa  an 
answer,  if  they  should  come  upon  him  with  inter- 
rogatories. 

Enter  Sp^tsdxll^  Widow,  and  Pmi^zts. 

Zounds,  we  are  discovered !  boy,  come  op  close^ 
and  use  the  property  of  your  lantfaom:  what 
dumb  showshouh]  this  lie? 

Ger^  They  take  their  way  directly,  intend  qo> 
thing  againH  us. 

Staines*  Can  von  not  discern  who  they  are  ? 

Joice,  One  is  Spendall. 

Gar,  The  other  is  the  widow,  as  I  ti^a  it. 

Staines,  Tis  true,  and  that's  her  maid  belbn 
her. 

PT.  JtofA.  What  a  night  of  conspiracy  is  here ! 
more  villainy?  there's  another  goodly  mocton 
gomg;  my  father  is  fleeced  of  aU;  grieflpll  nve 
him  a  bo¥,  i'faith---but  'lb  no  great  nStter  ^  I 
shall  inherit  the  sooner.  Nay,  soft,  sir ;  too  wkatH 
not  pass  so  current  vrith  the  matter ;  111  Ou^ 
yon  a  little  t  Who  goes  there  ? 

6pend,  Out  with  the  candle;  who's  that  ukt 
thequestion? 

W.  BMh.  One  that  has  some  reason  for  it. 

Spend.  It  should  he,  by  the  roice,  yoonc  R^A 
Why,  we  are  honest  folks. 

W.  Rash,  Prey,  where  do  you  dwell?  Noc  m 
town,  I  hope? 


3'  Thy  1^.— 'lit  edition  reads,  my  hve. 
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Spend,  Why,  wedfreU^20UDds!  where  do  we 
dwell?  I  know  not  where. 

W.  Rash.  And  yoall  be  married  you  know  not 
when-*-Eoand8 !  it  were  a  Christian  deed  to  stop 
^ee  in  thy  joamey :  hast  thou  no  more  spirit  in 
thee,  bat  to  let  thy  tongue  betray  thee  ?  suppose 
I  had  been  a  constable,  you  had  been  in  a  fine 
taking,  had  you  not? 

Spend,  But  my  still  worthy  friend. 
Is  there  no  worse  foce  of  ill,  bent  towards  me, 
Than  that  thou  merrily  putt'st  on  ? 

W*  Roih.  Yes^  here's  four  or  live  faces  more, 
but  ne'er  an  ill  one,  though  ne\'er  an  excellent 
good  one.*— Boy,  up  with  your  lantfaom  of  light, 
and  shew  him  his  associates,  aU  running  away  with 
the  flesh,  as  thou  art.  Go,  yoke  together,  you 
may  be  oxen  one  day,  and  draw  all  together  in  a 
plough ;  go,  march  together,  the  parson  stays  for 
jou;  pay  him  royalty.  Come,  give  me  the  Ian- 
thorn,  for  YOU  have  light  sufficient,  for  night  has 
put  off  hi)  black  cap,  and  salutes  the  mom ;  now 
farewell,  my  little  children  of  Cupid,  that  walk  by 
two  and  twoy  as  if  you  went  a-feasting:  let  me 
hear  no  more  words,  but  begone, 

SpemL  and  Staines,  FarewelL 

GarL  and  Joke,  Farewell,  brother. 

lEseunU    Manet  Will  Rash. 

W'  RasL  Ave,  you  may  cry  farewell ;  but  if 
my  father  should  know  of  my  villainy,  how  should 
I  fare  then  ?  But  alfs  one,  I  have  done  my  sisters 
good,  my  friends  good,  and  myself  good ;  and  a 
general  good  is  always  to  be  respected  before  a 
particular.  There's  eightscore  pounds  a-vei|r 
saved  by  the  conveyance  of  this  viidow.-^I  hear 
footstens;  now  darkness  take  me  in^o  t|)y  arms, 
and  deliver  me  from  discovery.  [-I^'^« 

Enter  Sir  Lion  el. 

Sir  Lio,  Lord,  lord,  what  a  careless  world  is 
tins !  neither  bride  nor  bridegroom  ready ;  tin^e 
to  go  to  church,  and  not  a  man  unroo^ted ;  this 
•age  has  not  seen  a  young  gailai^t  rise  with  a  candle; 
we  live  drowned  in  feather  beds,  and  dream  of  no 
other  felicity.  This  was  not  the  life  whf  n  I  was 
a  young  man.  What  makes  us  so  weak  as  ^e  are 
now?  a  feather-bed.  What  so  unapt  for  exer- 
cise? a  feather-bed.  What  breeds  such  pains 
and  aches  in  our  bones  ?  why,  a  feather-bed,  or 
a  wench,  or  at  least  a  wench  in  a  feather-bed.  Is  it 
not  a  shame,  that  ^^  old  man,  as  I  am,  should  be 
up  first,  and  in  a  iredding^day  ?  I  thii^lc,  in  my 
conscience,  there's  more  metal  in  lads  of  three* 
score,  than  in  l^oys  of  one-and-twenty. 

Enter  Baskethilt, 

Whv,  BnAethilt! 

Bat,  Here,  sir. 

Sir  Xio.  Shall  I  not  be  trussed  to-day  ? 

Bas.  Yes,  sir;  but  I  went  for  water. 

Sir  Uo.  Is  Will  Rash  up  yet? 

Bas.  I  think  not,  sir,  for  I  heard  nobqdy  stir- 
ring in  the  hous^. 


Sir  Iao,  Knodc,  sirrah,  at  his  chamber* 

[Knock  within. 
The  house  might  be  pluck'd  down,  and  bvildefl 


Before  he'd  wake  with  the  noise. 

[Will  Rash  alQflt. 
W.Rash^  Who's  that  keeps  such  a  knocking? 

areyoumad? 
Sir  Uo,  Kather  thou  art  drunk,  thou  lazy 
slouch. 
That  mak'st  thy  bed  thy  grave,  and  in  it  buriest 
All  thy  youth  and  vigour :  up,  for  shame. 
W,  Mash,  Why,  'tis  not  tyvp  o*clock  yet. 
Sir  IMh  Out,  sluggish  kofive !  'tis  nearer  untp 
Bve : 
The  whole  house  has  outsl^pt  thein^lves,  as  if 
they  had  drunk  ^ild  poppy.— Sirrah,  go  you  ao^ 
raise  the  maids,  an(f  let  them  call  upon  il^eir  mis- 
tresses. 
Bau  Well,  sir,  I  shaU.  [Exif, 

I\ntpr  ScATT^ROOOD  and  Bubble. 

Scat,   Qid  I  e^t  any  lettuce  to '  sqpper  last 

night,  that  I  am  so  sleepy  ?  I  think  ic  be  day4)ght, 

brotlier  Bubble. 

S)*b,  What  say'st  thou,  brother  ?  heigh-ho !  , 

«S^  fJO'  Fie,  fie,  not  ready  yet?  what  sluggish- 


Hath  seiz'd  upon  you  ?  why,  thine  eyes  are  close 
stilt 
Bulh  Ab  fast  as  a  Kentish  oysters  surely  I  was 
begotten  in  a  plumb-tree^  I  ha'  such  a  deal  of  gum 
about  mine  eyes. 
Sir  Iao.  Lord,  how  yon  stand  !  I  am  ashan^efi 
to^ee 
The  sun  should  be  a  witness  of  yoifr  sjoth, 
Now,  sir,  your  ha^te  ? 

f^nter  B41$ki:thilt. 

Bos,  ^tjXTji  sir.  there  are  guests  coming  to  ac- 
company you  to  church. 
Sir  Iao,  Why,  this  is  excellent ;  men  whpm  it 
not  concerns. 
Are  more  respective  than  w^  that  are  main 
actors. 
B«&.  Father  Rash,  be  not  so  outrageous,  wp 
will  go  in  and  buckle  ourselves,  all  in  good  time. 
How  now!  what*s  this  about  my  sbin^? 

Enter  Olh  GBRALpn^E,  onif  LoNOf  iel% 

Scut,  Methought  our  shanks  were  i)pt  fellows; 
we  h^ve  no^tamorpbosed  9$|r  stockings  fpr  want 
of  splendour. 

Bub,  Pray,  what's  that  splendour? 

Scat.  Why,  'tis  the  latin  word  for  a  Christmas 
ci^ndle.  •       [Exeunt. 

Sir  Lio.  O,  gentlemen,  you  love,  you  honour 
me.  Welcome,  welcpme,  good  master  Geraldine ; 
you  have  taken  pains  tq  accompany  «n  undeserv-* 
}ng  friend. 
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M/UtrPmiUM, 

Old  0&.  Too  pot  OS  to  I 

To  ran  tnd  wind  aboot  for 

Wbeo  the  plant  word, ''  1  tfaaok  joo,'  wooU 

have  served. 
5Er  lio.  Row  aow,  weocb ;  are  the  foualct 

readj^f 
The  time  conies  oo  opon  ia»  alid  #e  nm  back- 


We  are  to  votoward  m  oiv 
We  tbmk  not  what  we  hare  t*  do^  nor  wlutt 
we  do. 
Phil,  I  know  nor,  nr,  whether  ther  kttow 
what  to  do,  but  I  am  anm  they  hare  beoft  at 
cfanrcb  well  nigb  an  hoor ;  ther  were  at  raid  700 
had  got  tbe  start  of  them,  widch  made  twm 
make  such  haste. 
Sir  Uo.  M  pomibte?  what  think  3100,  gentle- 
men. 
Are  not  these  wenches  Ayrward?  is  theveeot  vir- 
tue ia  a  man 
Can  make  joung  rirg^  leave  then*  bedl  so  soon  ? 
Bot  is  the  widow  gone  along  with  them? 
ThU.  Yesy  sir;  why,  she  was  the  rii^gleader. 
Skr  Uo.  I  thoo^ht  as  modiy  for  she  knows  what 
belongs  to't. 
Come,  gentlemen;  meChinks  *tii  sport  to  see 
Young  wenches  nm  to  chardi  before  their  bos* 


EiUer  Will  Rash. 


Taith,  we  shall  make  diem  bhisb  fbf  tidt  ere 

night. 
Ah,  sirrah,  are  too  come?  why,  that's  well  wM : 
I  marl'd  indeed  that  all  things  were  so  quiet, 
Which  made  me  thmk  th*ad  not  unwrapt  their 


Emler  Servant^  wrilk  a  cloak* 

And  then  were  thejat  ehureh  I  twld  mj  life: 
Maids  think  it  long  till  each  be  made  a  wife. 
Hast  thou  my  ckxdk,  knave  ?  w«ll  said,  put  it  on ; 
Well  after  them;  let  me  go,  hasten  botby 
Both  tbe  bridegrooms  forward ;  well  walk  a  little 
Softly  on  aforew—^BotySee,  see^  if  they  be  not 

come. 
To  fetch  us  noww— We  coaoe,  we  come : 
Bid  them  reum  and  save  themselves  this  kboor. 

Enter  SpE^flAtt,  SxAiirtt,  OtEALDiHt,  Witkm, 
Gabtreo,  and  Joicx. 

W.  Rash.  Now  have  I  a  quartan  ague  upon 
nl<?. 

Sir  tie.  Why,  how  now?  why  cone  you  from 
diurch  to  kneel  thus  pubKdy  ?  wfaAt^i  the  mat- 
ter? 

Cer,  We  kn^l,  kii',  for yoar  blessing. 

Sir  Iao»  How  !  my  blessing  ?  Master  Geraldlo^, 
is  not  that  your  SOU? 

Did  Gtr.  Yes,  sir ;  and  that,  I  take  it,  is  your 
dau[^hlfcr.  >   "^ 


fib*  Xisu  1  SMiMi  kBMTT :  Whal  are  JO 

Why  do  yoo  kneel  hand  ic  haad  with  her  ? 

AaiMi.  For  a  ^llnly  taesHf  loq,  sii;. 

Sir  Uo,  H^-dayl  'da  palpableTfa^ 


•od  my  auoiLScattenand  and  Bohhlr,  fboTi 
aramttm^? 


O 


we  go  to 


Sptmd,  Yep,  sir,  we  are  1 
Sir  Uo,  More  vilbnay !  evciy  1 
wrong  way. 

AwidL  We  shaU  ga  the  rk^  wi^  aauiu  I IMO. 
Sir  Xio.  Yes^  many  shaU  yoo ;  yas  sfaiai  cW 
to  the 

|UD,amltha^sdMrigkwaty  ibrjFM. 
O,yoaarawroo|; 
The  prison  that  sbaU  hoUbim  x 

Sir  Uo,  I  dofeardMtlshaUlaraa 
do  smoU  soch  a  matter :  you  ave  1 

Etaer  9CkrttmQOtm  end  BtnMM. 

Spend,  Eoee  agnom  t  haie*s  di^  weddinc-rink 
r  affirm  it. 

Sir  Uo,  IbefievetheknaVtehasdmnkipocn^ 
fieissopfeasaot 

Scat,  Good-morrow,  »enfleaMn. 

Bmb.  Tuquoqoe  toaU:  #hat,sball 
ehorch? 
Come,  I  long  to  be  aboot  (his  tear. 

5lr  Jtia^DoyouheaTme;  n^l  jitn  fim  go  ilcqi 
again  ?  take  out  the  Mother  nip;  ^dr  iftfti  tr«  bod 
made  cozoMnbs,  and  so  am  t. 

<Si^.  Howl  coxcoolbs? 

Sir  Uo,  Yes,  cozcookbl 

Scot.  Father,  that  word,  eozcOmb^  goes  agaiiMI 
my  stomach,  , 

Bub,  And  against  mine ;  k  man  mig^  ba*  £- 
gested  a  wood-cock  better. 

Sir  Uo.  Yoo  two  come  n6w  t6  gp  fo  dbmrdb  fo 
be  marriad; 
And  they  two  come  fhxn  dmroh,  and  are  mttnied. 

Btt&.  How!  married?  I  wadd  see  that  nsaa 
dursi  mamr  her. 

Ger.  Why,  sir,  what  would  vou  do  ? 

Buk  Whv,  sir,  I  would  for6d  the  (uuam. 

Seat,  And  so  would  I. 

Sir  Uo.  Do  yoo  know  that  voodi  in  ntlia? 
he's  die  pen  that  belongs  to  that  mkhom. 

Bui.  How!  let  mesne;  arenotvoo  nv  nma 
Gervase? 

BtainoM,  Yes,  sir. 

Mntt¥  a  Kijeeuti, 

Bub.  And  have  yon  married  her  ? 

Staines,  Yes,  sir. 

Bub.  Afid  do  yoo  think  yoa  have  tiatd  Aa 
well? 

Staines.  Yes,  sir. 

Bub.  O  intolerable  rascal !  t  will  pf^aentlj  be 
made  a.justice  of  peace,  and  bate  thee  whipp'd, 
—Go,  fetch  a  consuble.  '^^ 

Stainei,  Come,  vooVe  a  flourishing  ais:  Ser- 
jeant, take  him  to  tbee^  he  hashed  akMic  time  of 
his  pageantry. 
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Sir  Uo,  Simbylethiiiigo;  Fll  be  his  bail  for 
all  debts  whkh  oome  a^unst  him. 

Stamet.  BeYerend  sir,  to  whom  I  owe  the 
duty  of  a  son. 
Which  I  fhall  ever  pay  in  m^  obedience ; 
Know,  that  which  made  him  gracious  in  joar 

And  gUdedover  his  imperfections, 
Is  wasted  and  consumed  even  like  ice. 
Which,  bj  the  rehemenoe  of  heat,  dissolves, 
And  did«  to  manj  rivers ;  so  his  wealth. 
That  felt  a  prodigal  hand,  hot  in  expeiiO^, 
Melted  withm  his  gripe,  and  from  his  oomrs 
Ban  like  a  violent  stream  to  other  men's; 
What  was  mv  own,  I  catdi'd  at. 

Sir  Lio.  Have^rou  joor  mortgage  in? 

jS^tftnei.  Yes,  sir. 

Sir  Xjp.  Stand  up ;  the  matter  is  well  amended. 
Master  Geraldiue,  pve  you  sufferance  to  this 
matehl  . 

iMQet,  Y^nmnyioli  nr;  for  since  the/ 
leve^ 
PU  iml  have  the  crime  lie  en  my  head. 
To  difide  fti«A  aad  wife. 

Sir  Urn  Why»  yoo  say  nffH;  119  blessing  faU 
apenye«k 

IFidoii.  And  vpotf  as  that  love»  Sir  lionel, 

iSirliei  Ify  my  trotbi  smee  Umw  hM  ta^n  the 
youuf  knave, 
God  pve  thee  loy  of  him,  and  may  he  prove 
A  wiser  man  than  his  master. 

Staines.  Serjeant,  why  dost  not  carry  him  M 
prison? 

fSer.  Sir  Lionel  Rash  will  bail  him. 

Sir  Lio. .  I  bail  him,  knave  I  wherefoi^^htmld  I 
bail  him  ? 
Nck  carry  him  awa^,  FU  relieve  no  prodigals. 

Buhhk,  Good  Sir  lionel,  1  beseech  you,  sir; 
gentlemen,  t  priiy,  make  a  purse  for  me. 

Ser»  Come,  sir,  come,  are  yon  beg^ng  ? 

j8tt5b  Why,  that  does  you  no  harm.    Oerva^ 
ttiister,  I  sh6«td  lay;  some  compassion. 

Sidineu  Serjeant^  come  back  with  him. — 
Look,  sir,  nereis 
"ifour  livery; 

if  yon  can  put  otf  all  your  former  pride, 
And  put  00  this  with  that  humility 
That  you  first  ^ore  it,  I  will  pay  your  debta^ 
Free  you  of  all  incumbrances. 
And  take  yon  agaia  into  my  service* 


Bub.  Tenterhook,  let  me  go ;  I  will  take  his 
worship's  ofier,  without  wages,  rather  than  come 
into  your  clutches  again;  a  man  in  a  blue  coat 
may  have  some  colour  for  his  knavery,  in  the 
Compter  he  can  have  none. 

Sir  Lio.  But  now,  Mr  Scattergood^  what  say 
you  to  this  ? 

Scat,  Marry,  I  say,  'tis  scarce  honest  dealioj^ 
for  any  man  to  coney-catch  another  man's  wi«. 
I  protest  well  not  put  it  up. 

Staines.    Nolwhidiwe? 

SeMt.  Why,  Gartred  and  I.- 

Staines.  Gartf ed  I  why,  shell  pot  it  up. 

iSca^  Will  she? 

Ger.  Ave,  that  she  will,  and  so  must  you. 

Scat.  Must  I? 

Oer.  Yes,  that  yon  must 

Scat.  Well,  if  I  must,  I  mnst :  but  I  protest  I 
would  not. 
But  that  I  must;  So  vak^  vaU ;  ei  iu  quomte. 

[Exit. 

Sir  Ha.  Why,  thars  welt  smd; 
Then  t  perceive  we  stmll  wind  op  all  wrong. 
Corner  gentlemen,  and  all  our  other  guests. 
Let  oar  well-temper'd  bloods   taste  Bacchus^ 

feasts  t 
But  let  OA  know,  first»  Jiow  these  spcurts  delight^ 
And  to  these  gentlemen  each  bid  gobd-nigbt 

W.  Haih.  Gentles,  1  hope^  that  well  my  labow 
ends; 
All  that  I  did,  was  but  to  please  my  friends. 

Gdr.  A  kind  enaitaoftt  I  did  strive  to  prpve, 
Bbt  now  I  leave  that,  and  pursue  your  love. 

Oar.  My  part  t  have  performed  with  the  rest. 
And,  thodgh  I  have  not,  yet  I  would  do  best. 

Staines.  That  I  have  cheated  through  the  play 
'tis  true: 
But  yet  I  hope  I  have  not  cheated  you. 

Joke.  If  with  my  clamours  1  have  done  yon 
wrong. 
Ever  hereafter  I  will  hold  my  tongue. 

Spen.  If  tbrouffh  mv  riot  I  fikve  offensive  been. 
Henceforth  1*11  play  the  civil  citizen. 

Wid.  Fiiith,  all  that  I  sa;r,  ift,  however  It  hap, 
Widows,  like  mmds^  sometimes  may  catch  a  dap. 

Bub.  To  mirth  and  laughter  henceforth  I'll 
provoke  ye. 
If  you  but  please  to  like  of  Green*8  2\i  Qudquf. 

[Ejteitnt 
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EDITIONS. 

1.  Greene's  Tu  Qkio<)Qe,  or,  the  Cittie  Gallant;  as  it  hath  been6  divers  fifties  a^^ted  by  fh^ 
qneenes  majesties  servants.  Written  by  Jo.  Cooke,  Gent.  Printed  at  London  by  M.  Flesber,  4t(]. 
No  dace.  2.  Greene's  To  Quoque,  6r,  the  Cittie  Gallant;  as  it  hath  beene  divers  times  acted  by 
the  qneenes  majesties  servants.  Written  by  Jo.  Cooke,  Gent.  Printed  at  London,  for  John  Trundle, 
1014.    4to. 


C  m  3 


ALBUMAZAR.* 


Mr  Jhmhi,  the  author  tf  thi$  play,  wot  of  Trinity  College,  Cmnhridge.  In  what  part  of  tk 
kingdom  he  was  bom,  who  htt  parents  were,' and  what  became  rf  him  after  he  quitted  the  UnnerntVf 
are  all  circwnstanees  alike  unknown.  That  no  memorials  should  remain  of  a  person  to  whom  the 
world  is  obliged  for  a  performance  of  so  much  merit  as  A&umaxar  is  allowed  to  possess,  cannot  kU 
create  surprise;  and,  ai  the  same  time,  will  demonstrate,  that  genius  is  not  aboays  sufficknt  to  er- 
cite  the  attention  of  contemporaries,  or  the  curiosity  of  posterity.  The  very  name  if  Mr  TcmUs, 
as  author  of  this  work,  was,  until  lately,  unknown.  No  writer  on  the  stage  appears  to  have  bee»  w- 
formed  of  tt ;  and  so  very  soon  as  just  after  the  Revolution,  Mr  Dryden  not  only  seems  to  hose  km 
ignorant  to  whom  the  world  owed  this  piece,  but  also  the  time  in  which  it  was  first  represented.  a4 
has,  without  any  authority,  asserted,  tnat  Ben  Jonson 


'  chose  ibis. 


At  the  best  model  of  Us  matter-piece  t 

Subtle  wat  got  by  o«r  jftbutmuar. 

That  Alekymitt  bv  thit  Astrologer  r 

Here  he  was  fathioncdy  and,  we  may  suppose, 

l|e  fiked  the  fashion  irell,  who  wore  the  clothes.** 

But  in  this  particular  he  was  certainly  mstahen.   The  Alc^mist  was  printed  m  1610,  and  JUbwrn- 
zar  was  not  performed  until  the  year  1614,  as  will  appear  from  the  following  particulars : 

'*  King  James,*'  says  a  writer  in  the  Geotleman^s  Magazine,  May  1756,  p.  S34^  "  made  a  pro- 
gress  to  Cambridge  and  other  parts,  in  the  winter  of  the  year  1614,  as  is  particularly  taken  notice 
of  by  Kapin,  vol  ii,  p.  156 :  who  observes,  that  the  pUnf  called  Ignoramus  a7as  then  acted  before  his 
Majesty  at  Cambridge,  ana  gave  him  infinite  pleasure,  Ifoundln  the  library  of  Sir  Edward  Dtt^ 
ing,  a  minute  in  manuscript,  of  what  pqssed  at  Cambridge  for  the  five  days  the  king  stayed  there, 
which  I  shall  here  transcAbe,for  it  accords  perfectly  witn  the  account  given  by  the  historian,  both  cf 
the  king*s  progress,  and  the  play  entitled  Ignoramos ;  and  at  the  same  time  wtU  afford  us  the  bat 
light  to  the  matter  in  hand, 

**  On  Tuesday  the  7th  ^  March,  1614,  was  acted  before  the  king,  in  IHnily  College  ^: 

^  1.  Emilia ;  a  latin  Comedy,  made  by  Mr  Cecill,  Johannis. 
**^  On  Wednesday  night, 

^  9.  Ignoramus  the  Laywer ;  f  Latine,  and  part  English.    Composed  by  Mr  Ruggle,  Ckreniik 
**  On  Thursday, 

"  8.  Alb^matar  the  Astronomer,  in  English.    By  Mr  Tomkis,  Trinity. 


«  4J6ttmasar.---T||is  play  seems  to  have  been  planned  on  VAstrotogo  of  G\fm  Batista  deUa  Ports. 
8.  P.  ' 

Battiita  Porta  was  the  famous  physiognorabt  of  Naples.  His  play  was  printed  at  Venice,  1600.  See 
Air  bteevfos*8  note  on  Timon  of  Athent,  A.  4.  8.  3. 

f  1  have  seen  no  earlier  edition  of  this  play,  than  one  in  l^mo,  16S0.  «  Ignoremas  Comoedia  corssi 
Re^ia  Miyestate  Jacob!  Regis  AnglisB,  &c.  Londioi  Impensis,  1.  S.  1630."  The  names  of  the  orifiau 
actots  are  preserve<iin  the  Supplement  to  Mr  Gratoger's  Biographical  History  of  Jbjiglaod,  p.  H6> 
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**  On  Friday  f 

**  4.  Mekmihe;  *  a  iMtin  PaitoraL    Made  by  Mr  Brw^  (mox  dactaur)  Trinitatis. 
^  On  the  nest  Monday, 

**  5,  The  Pucatorvf  an  EngUsh  comedy,  toas  acted  hrfore  the  Univenity,  in  Kinfft  College,  which 
Master  Letcher  f  cfthat  college  Kdd  provided,  if  the  king  ih&uld  hopoe  tarried  another  nigitJ* 

Part  of  the  above  account  it  confirmed  in  a  letter  from  Mr  Chamberlain  to  Sir  Dudley  Carletonf 
at  IWtfi,  dated  16th  March,  16li,  lately  printed  in  Mi$cellaneout  State  Paper$,from  1501  to  17^, 
vol  i,  p.  395.  ^  The  kin^f  and  prince  hw  at  Trinity  College,  where  the  playt  were  represented :  and 
the  haU  so  well  ordered  fir  room,  that  above  2000  persons  were  conveniently  placed.  I%e  first  night*s 
entertainment  was  a  cumedy,  and  acted  by  St  Johtrs  men :  the  chirfpart,  consisting  of  a  count^eit 
Sir  Edward  Ratcliffe,  a  foolish  tutor  of  physic,  which  proved  but  a  lean  argument ;  and,  though  it 
were  larded  with  pretty  shows  at  the  liginning  and  end,  and  with  somewhat  too  broad  sveechfor  sttck 
a  presence,  yet  it  was  still  dry.  The  second  night  was  a  comedy  of  Clare  Hall,  wnth  the  he^  of  two 
or  three  good  actors  from  other  houses,  wherein  David  Drummond,  in  a  hobby-horse,  and  Brakin,  the 
recorder  of  the  town,  under  the  name  of  lgnoramu:s,\  a  comrndn  lawyer,  bare  itreat  parts.  The 
thins  was  full  of  mirth  and  variety,  with  many  excellent  actors  (among  whom  the  Lord  Compton*s 
son,\(  though  least,  was  not  worst,)  but  more  than  half  marred  with  extreme  length.  The  third 
night  was  an  English  corned^  called  Albomazar,  of  Trinity  Collegj^s  action  and  invention;  but 
tJ&re  was  no  grfat  matter  in  tt,  more  than  one  good  clown*s  part.  The  last  night  was  a  Latin  pas- 
tordl,  of  the  same  house,  excellently  written,  aiSi  as  well  acted,  which  gave  great  contentrnent,  as 
well  to  the  king  as  to  the  rest  J* 

After  the  Restoration,  Albumazar  was  revived,  and  Mr  Dryden  wrote  a  prologue  to  it,  which  is 
printed  in  every  etUtion  of  his  works. 

Although  it  does  not  appear  to  have  been  upon  the  list  qfaetmg  plays^yel  the  reputation  which  it 
had  obtained,  induced  Mr  Ralph  to  build  uoon  it  a  comedy,  which,  efter  ten  years  application,  was 
performed  at  Drury  Lane  in  1744»  under  the^  title  of  The  Astrologer :  it  was  acted  however  only  one 
night,  when  the  receipts  cf  the  house  amounted  but  to  twenty-^me  pounds*  On  the  second  night,  the 
manager  was  obliged  to  shut  tip  his  doors,  for  want  Of  an  audience.  (See  advertisement  prefixed  to 
iheplay.) 

It  cannot  be  denied,  that  Albumaxar  has  not  been  a  favourite  play  with  the  people  in  general. 
About  the  year  1748,  soon  after  Mr  Oarrick  became  manager  of  Drury  Lane  theatre^  he  canted  it 
to  be  revived,  and  gave  it  every  advantage  which  could  be  derived  from  the  assistance  of  the  best  per^ 
formers;  but,  though  admirably  acted,  tt  does  not  appear  to  hate  met  with  much  success.  It  was 
again  revived  at  the  same  theatre  in  1773,  wnth  some  alterations,  and  was  again  coldly  received, 
though  supported  by  the  best  comic  performers  qf  the  times.  Hie  piece,  on  this  revival,  received 
some  alterations  from  the  pen  of  Mr  Oarrick,  and  was  published  in  Bvo,  1773. 


•  **  MeUaUhe,  fabala  paitoralis,  acta  cam  Jacobus,  Bfafnae  Brit.  Franc,  et  Hibernie  Rei,  Cantabri- 
giam  muun  onper  inviteret*  ibidemqae  mmanmi  atqne  animi  gratia  dies  qninqne  commoraretttr.  Egerant 
AIobidI  ColL  San.  et  individim  Trioitatis  Cantabrigisd.    Excndebat  Cintrellas  Legg^  Mart.  27.  I616.'*J 

f  This  was  Phineas  Fletcher,  son  of  Dr  Giles  Fletcher,  and  author  of  Tke  Purple  Itland,  an  Allego- 
rical Poem,  4to,  1033  <  LocusUt  vel  Pietas  Jesuitiea,  4to,  IdiT  ;  Piscatory  Eclogues  i  and  other  pieces. 
The  play  above  mentioned  was,  I  beHere,  not  pablished  nntil  IftSI,  when  it  appeared  under  the  title  of 
<*  Sicelidct,  a  Piscatory,  as  it  bath  beene  acted  in  King's  College,  in  Cambridge."  Printed  for  William 
Abeares,  4to. 

fThe  list  printed  by  Mr  Grainger  assigns  this  part  to  Mr  Perkioson  of  Clare  Hall. 
Mr  Compton  of  Qoeen's  Coll^,  peiformed  the  part  of  Vinct, — ^ce  Grainger.   . 
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ALBUMAZAR- 


THE  PROLOOUS. 


Hie  bri^toeas  of  lo  creat  and  fair  a  pretenco^ 
Tkaj  at^jf  ttriket  cald  amazement;  bat  I  feel 
Coatvanr  fSdCU:  Bor,  from  the  gracious  ceotrf 
Qf  the  boaoorable  awembl/^  aome  secret  power 
Inflaniei  mj  courage ;  and,  melliink%I  am  grown 
Tajler  bf  cbe  firtoe  of  this  audieace. 
And  jrety  thus  raised,  I  fear  there's  no  retiring. 
MUh  vbose  beauties  glad  the  whole  aistm- 

% 


Upon  yoor  faTOort  I  impose  my  binhie«» 
Irt  be  a  fault  to  speak  this  ibram  i>pyuige» 
(For  Latin  ia  ov  mother  tongue)^  I  m^ntenn 


emraat 


you 


To  frame  excuses  for  os;  for  whose  sake 
We  now  ^>eak  English.    All  the  rest  we  bope 
Come  purposeiy  to  grace  our  fioor  ende«VQOc% 
As  we  to  please.    lo  whose  fair  ooartesj 
We  trust;  not  in  onr  weak  abHitj, 


BRAMAT0  PfiBMN A. 


AxaoifaiaByt  am  Aitnhgfr. 

EovdA,    ) 

iUaPAX,  I  Tkiem, 

Fuaao,    j 

Pandocfo^  on  old  OetUUman* 

CaiccA,  ki$  Servant. 

TiiNCALO;  Poado^i  Ffaraier. 


Abm  aixiVA*  Jni$rM$  UmUL 
IjEUO,  Antama*$  Son, 
£i7oairjo^  fmMfif$  Sam. 
fi^vut  AtUamoi  Daygkitr* 
SuLPiTiA,  JPandoffo*i  Daughter. 
Bbvilosia,  a  Contrtemiu 
AHTomOy  ^n  etf  Cf#af»iiMii» 


ACTl. 


aC£N£L 

Enter  Albuiiazab,  Habpax,  Rokca. 

Alb.  Come,  brave  mercuiiaby  snbbiied  in 
cheating; 
My  dear  compamons,  fellow-soldiers 


rdie  watchW  eaerciie  of  tluerery : 
Shiwie  aot  at  yuar  so  largp  proiemion. 
No  more  than  I  at  deep  astrology ; 
Far  in  she  4ByB  of  eld,  «^  GMd«iaiffWPr»  aloef,' 
As  welcome  was  reoahiady  as  now,  **  Y 
ship.'' 


wor- 


*  For  tAttin  it  our  nmther  tongue^^Ji  b  observed  by  the  writer  hi  the  GentlemanU  Magmin^^  IIX,, 
p.  SS6„  that  **  the  exercises  of  the  onlTcnIty  were  not  only  perfbnned  in  LaUa,  bet  the  playt,writCea  is 
tbb  and  tlie  former  reign,  for  the  entertainment  of  the  court,  whenever  it  removed,  either  to  Oxford  er 
Cambridge,  were  genmlly  composed  In  that  hmgaage.  Thw  JEmiHa^  Jgnovammt,  and  JMalantAc,  all 
acted  at  the  same  thne  with  Albomasar,  were  in  Latin.  Both  Khir  James  and  Qoeeo  BUaabetk  were 
JLatinlitt.'* 

M,t  Albumaxar  b  the  name  of  a  fiunoas  PersUm  astrologei^  via.  Aba  ma shar^-^C/mv.  W$t.  vok  ▼.  n* 
418.    Co«br*f  Dtd.  hi  voce.    8.  P.  ^ 
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The  Spartans  held  it  lawful,'  and  the  Arabians;^ 
So  t^rew  Arabia  Felix^  Sparta  valiant. 

Ron.  Read  on  this  lecture,  wise  Albumazar. 
Alb.  Your  patron,  Mercurjr,  in  his  mysterious 
character, 
Holds  all  the  marks  of  the  other  wanderers, 
And,  with  his  subtle  influence,  works  in  all. 
Filling  their  stories  full  of  robberies. 
Most  trades  and  callings  much  participate 
Of  jours;  though  smoothly  gilt  with  the  honest 

title 
Of  merchant,  lawyer,  or  such  like:  the  learned 
Ouly  excepted ;  and  he's  therefore  poor. 

Har,  And  yet  be  steals ;  one  author  from  an- 
other. 
This  poet  is  that  poet's  plagiary, 
And  he  a  third's,  till  they  end  all  in  Homer. 
Alb,  And  Homer  fUcht  all  from  an  Egyptian 
priestess. 
Tlie  world's  a  theatre  of  theft.    Great  rivers  ^ 
Kob  smaller  brooks;  and  them  the  oceaiu 
And  in  this  world  of  ours,  this  microcosm. 
Guts  from  the  stomach  steal,  and  what  they 

spare. 
The  meseraicks  filch,  and  lay*t  i*tbe  liver : 
Where,  lest  it  should  be  found,  turned  to  red 

nectar, 
^i1s  by  a  thousand  thievish  veins  convey'd, 
And  hid  in  flesh,  nerves,  bones,  muscles,  and  si- 
news. 
In  tendons,  skin,  and  hair;  so  that,  the  property 


Thus  altered,  the  theft  can  never  be  discovered. 
Now,  all  these  pilferies,  couched  and  composed 

in  order. 
Frame  thee  and  me.    Man's  a  quick  mass  of 
thievery. 
Roru  Most  philosophical  Albumazar ! 
Har,  I  thought  these  parts  had  lent  and  bor- 
rowed'mutual. 
Alb,  Say  they  do  so  t  *tis  done  with  full  inten- 
tion 
Ne*er  to  restore — and  that's  flat  robbery. 
Therefore  i^o  on,  follow  your  virtuous  laws. 
Your  cardinal  virtue — great  necessity ; 
Wait  on  her  close,  with  all  occasions. 
Be  watchful,  have  as  many  eyes  as  heaven. 
And  ears  as  harvest :  be  resolved  and  impudent; 
Believe  none,  trust  none :  fur  in  this  city 
(As  in  a  fought  field,  crows  and  carcases) 
No  dwellers  are  but  cheaters  and  cheatees. 

Ron,  If  all  the  houses  in  the  town  were  prisons. 
The  chambers  cages,  all  the  settles^  stocks. 
The  broad-gates  gallowses,  and  the  whole  people 
Justices,  juries,  constables,  keepers,  and  hang- 
men, 
rd  practise,  spite  of  aU  ;  and  leave  behind  me 
A  fruitful  seminary  of  our  profcssiou, 
And  call  them  by  thy  name,  Albumazarians. 

Har.  And  I  no  less,  were  ail  the  city  thieves 
As  cunning  as  thyself. 

Alb,  Why,  bravely  spoken. 
Fitting  such  generous  spirits:  I'll  make  waj 


*  The  Sptrfant  held  H  tawfuL-^The  Spartans  held  steallsg  lawfUl,  and  entoufaged  It,  as  a  piece  of  mi- 
litary exercise}  bot  puoisbed  it  very  severely  if  it  was  discovered.  See  Stanyan^i  Grtc'utn  Hutory,  voL  i* 
p.  80, 

*  ArabioHf.—Mr  Sale,  (p.  SO,  Preliminary  Discourse  to  bis  translation  of  The  Koran,  >lto  edition,) 
jays,  <*  The  frequent  robberies  committed  by  these  people,  on  merchants  and'  travellers,  have  rendered 
the  name  uf  an  Arab  almost  infamous  in  £urope :  this  they  are  sensible  of,  and  endeavour  to  excnse 
themselves,  by  alleging  the  hard  usage  of  their  lather  Umasl,  who,  being  turned  out  of  doors  by  Abra- 
ham, had  the  open  plains  and  desarts  given  him  by  God  for  his  patrimony,  with  permission  to  take  what- 
ever he  coold  find  there  t  and  on  this  account,  they  thiuk  they  may,  with  a  sale  conscience,  indemnify 
themselves  as  well  as  they  can,  not  only  on  line  posterity  of  Isaac,  but  also  on  every  body  else;  always 
supposing  a  sort  of  kindred  between  tii<qD8elves  and  those  they  plunder-  And  in  relating  their  adven- 
tures of  th'is  kind,  they  think  it  sufficient  to  change  the  expression,  and  instead  of,  I  robbfd  a  won  of  tuck 
cr  such  a  thing,  to  say,  /  gained  il,  We  must  not,  however,  imagine,  that  they  arc  the  lew  honest  for  this 
among  themselves,  or  toward^  those  whom  they  receive  as  friends;  on  the  contrary,  the  strictest  probity 
h  observed  in  their  camp,  '^f  here  every  thing  is  open,  and  nothing  ever  known  to  be  stolen.'' 

3  Great  rivtrtf  &c.-^So  Shakespeare,  in  Timon  o/Athent^  A.  4.  S.  3. 


'  ril  eiample  you  with  thievery. 


The  sun's  a  thief,  and,  with  his  great  attraction, 

Robs  the  vast  sea :  the  moon's  an  arrant  thief, 

And  her  pale  fire  she  snatches  from  the  sun  i  ^ 

The  sea*s  a  thief,  whose  liquid  surge  resolves 

The  moon  into  salt  tears ;  the  earth*8  a  thief. 

That  feeds  and  breeds,  by  a  composture  stolen 

From  general  excrement :  each  thiog^s  a  thief ; 

1  he  laws,  your  curb  and  whip,  in  their  rough  power 

Have  unchecked  theft.*' 

tet  also  the  19th  Ode  of  Anacreon. 

^  AU  the  settles  itockt.-^J  settle  is  a  wooden  bench,  with  a  back  to  it,  and  capable  of  holding  seve- 
ral people.  These  kinds  of  seats  ore  only  to  be  found  in  ancient  balls,  or  the  common  driokiug-rooms  in 
the  country.     S. 
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ALBUMAZAR. 


CTOHKIS. 


To  YOur  great  virtae  ^ith  a  deep  resemblaDce 
Of  high  afttroloQT.    Ilarpax  and  Rooca, 
List  to  our  profit :  I  have  new  lodged  a  prej 
Uaf d  by,  that  takep,  is  so  fat  and  rich, 
rrwill  nake  us  leave  off  trading,  and  fall  to  pur- 
chase. 

Ear.  Who  is't?  speak  quicklj. 

Ron*  Where,  eood  Aibumazar } 

AUfn  *Tis  a  rich  gentleman,  as  old  as  foolish ; 
The  poor  remnant  of  whose  brain,  that  age  had 

left  him. 
The  doting  love  of  a  young  girl  hath  dried  : 
And,  which  concerns  us  roost,  he  gives  firm  credit 
To  necromancy  and  astrology. 

Enter  Furbo. 

Sending  to  me,  as  one  that  promise  both. 
Fandolfo  is  the  man. 

Ear.  What,  old  Pandolfo? 
Alb.  The  same :  but  stay,  yon's  Furbo,  whose 
smoothest  brow 
Shines  with  good  news,  and*s  visage  promises 
Triumphs  and  trophiei  to  us.         [Furbo  ptuyt, 
Ron,  My  life  h  as  learnt  out  all,  I  know't  b/s 
music 

Then  Furbo  iingi  this  Song. 

Bear  up  thy  learned  brow,  Aibumazar  ; 

Live  longy  of  all  the  world  adwlred, 

For  art  profoundt  and  tkill  retired^ 

Ta  cheating  by  the  height  ofttart : 

Eencey  gyptiet,  hence ;  hence,  rogues  of  bater 

ttrainy 
That  hazard  life  for  little  gain : 
Stand  of  and  wonder j  gape  and  gate  afar 
At  the  rare  Mil  if.  great  AUmmazar. 

Fur.  Aibumazar, 
Spread  out  thy  nets  at  large,  here's  fowl  abun- 
dance: 
PandoIfo*s  ours ;  I  understand  his  business. 
Which  I  filcht  closely  from  him,  while  he  re- 
vealed 
V  his  man  his  purposes  and  pixijects. 

Alb.  Excellent! 

JPtir.  Thanks  to  this  instrument:  for,  in  pre- 
tence 
Of  teaching  young  Sulpitia,  th*  old  man*s  daugh* 

ter, 
Igot  access  to  the  house,  and,  while  I  waited 
Tul  she  was  ready,  over-heard  Pandolfo 
Open  his  secrets  to  his  servant ;  thus  'cis : 
AiUonio,  Pandolfo's  friend  and  neighbour. 
Before  he  went  to  Barbary,  agreed 
To  sive  in  marriage— 

Alb.  Furbo,  this  is  no  place 
Fit  to  consider  curious  points  of  business : 
Come,  let's  away,  I'll  hear't  at  large  above. 
Rouca,  stay  you  below,  and  entertain  him 
With  a  loud  noise  of  my  deep  skill  in  art ; 
Tbou  know'st  my  rosy  modesty  cannot  do  it. 
Harpazi  up  you,  and,  from  my  bed-chamber/ 


Where  all  things  for  our  purposes  are  ready. 
Second  each  beck,  and  nod,  and  word  of  o«a 
You  know  my  meaning. 
Ear.  Yes,  yes. 
Fur^  Yes,  sir. 

[Furbo  goes  out  singing,  **Fa,U,U, 
Fandolfifs  aursf 

SCENE  II. 
Fnter  Rohca,  Pandolfo,  and  Ciicca. 

Fan.  There's  old  Paodc^fo,  amorous  is  jootb- 
ful  May, 
And  gray  as  January.    1*11  attend  him  here 

Fan,  Cricca,  I  seek  thy  aid,  iiot  tbj  cross 
counsel ; 
I  am  mad  in  love  with  Flavia,  and  mosthsTeber: 
Thou  spend*st  thy  reasons  to  the  contrary, 
Like  arrows  'gainst  an  anvil :  I  love  FlsTia, 
And  must  have  Flavia. 

Crif.  Sir,  you  have  no  reason ; 
She's  a  young  girl  of  sixteen,  you  of  sixty. 

Fan*  I  have  no  reason,  nor  spare  room  for 
any. 
Love's  harbinger  hath  chalked  upon  my  heart, 
And  with  a  coal  writ  on  my  brain,  for  Flivia; 
This  house  is  wholly  taken  up  for  Flavis. 
Let  reason  get  a  lodging  with  her  wit; 
Vex  me  no  more,  I  must  have  Flavia. 

Cric*  But,  sir,  her  brother  Lelio,  under  wliose 
charge 
She's  now,  after  her  father*s  death,  sware  boUI; 
Pandolfo  never  shall  have  Flavia. 

Fan.  His  father,  ere  be  went  to  Barhsiy, 
Promised  her  me :  who,  be  he  live  or  dfad, 
Spite  of  a  list  of  Lelios,  Pandolfo 
Shall  enjoy  Flavia. 

Cric.  Sir,  you're  too  old. 

Fan.  I  must  confess,  in  years  about  tbreescorr, 
But  in  tough  strength  of  body,  four-aDd-tweotj, 
Or  two  months  less.    Love  of  young  Flaris, 
More  powerful  than  Medea*s  drugs,  renews 
All  decayed  parts  of  man :  my  arteries, 
Blown  full  with  youthful  spirits,  move  the  blood 
To  a  new  business*,  my  withered  ner»c«po* 

plump 
And  strong,  longing  for  action.  Ileoce,  tboo  poof 

prop 
Of  feebleness  and  age :  walk  with  such  sires 
As  with  cold  palsies  shake  away  their  »t^"^. 
And  lose  their  legs  with  cureless  gouts.  PawWfo 
New  moulded  is  for  revels,  maS^  and  nu»c. 

Cricca, 
String  my  neglected  lute,  and,  from  my  annofj. 
Scour  my  best  sword,  companion  of  my  yoaib, 
Without  which  I  seem  naked. 

Cric,  Your  love,  sir,  like  strong  water 
To  a  deplored  sick  man,  quicks  yo«r^«f*^^T7 
For  a  poor  moment :  but,  after  one  nigb"  "^ 

You'll  fall  so  dull  and  cold,  that  Flavia 
Will  shriek  and  leap  from  bed  as  from  a  iepolcltf« 
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Shall  I  st>eak  plainer,  ur  ?  she'll  cuckold  you, 
Alas !  she'll  cuckold  jou. 

Pan*  What,  me !  a  man  of  known  disctetion ; 
Of  riches,  vears,  and  this  grav  gravity  ? 
I'll  satisfyV  with  gold,  ricli  clothes,  and  jewels. 

Cfic  VVer't  not  far  fitter  urge  your  son  Eu- 
genie 
To  woo  her  for  himself? 

Pan^  Cricca,  be  gone. 
Touch  no  more  there:  I  will,  and  must  have 

Flavia. 
Tell  Lelio,  if  he  grant  me  his  sister  Flavia,  ■ 
lil  give  my  daughter  to  him  in  ekchange. 
Be  gone,  and  find  me  here  within  this  half  hour. 

lUxeunt. 


SCENE  IIL 

Enter  Ronca  and  Pandolfo. 

JRon.  Tis  well  that  servant's  gone ;  1  shall  the 
easier 
Wind  up  his  master  to  my  purposes. 

Pan*  Sure  this  is  some  novice  of  th*  artillery, 
That  winks  and  shoots :  sir,  prime,  prime  your 

piece  a  new, 
The  powcter'b  wet.  [Knocks  at  the  Door* 

Ron*  A  good  ascendant.    Bless  me,  sir,  are 

you  frantic? 
Pan.  Why  frantic?  are  not  knocks  the  lawful 
courses 
To  open  doors  and  ears  ? 

Ron*  Of  vulgar  men  and  houses. 
Pan*  Whose  lodging*s  this?  is*t  not  the  astro- 
loger's ? 
Ron.  His  lodging !  no;  'tis  the  learned  phron- 
tisterion ' 
Of  roost  divine  Albumazar. 

Pan.  Good  sir. 
If  the  door  break,  a  better  shall  redeem  it. 
Ron.  How !  all  your  land,  sold  at  a  hundred 
years  purchase. 
Cannot  repair  the  damage  of  one  poor  rap : 
To  thunder  at  the  phrontisterion 
Of  great  Albumazar ! 
Pan*  Why,  man,  what  barm? 
Ron*  Sir,  you  must  know  my  matter's  heaven* 
ly  brain, 
Pregnant  with  mysteries  of  metaphysics. 
Grows  to  an  embryo  of  rare  contemplation. 
Which,  at  full  time  brought  forth,  excels  by  far 


The  armed  fi'nit  of  Vulcan's  midwifery. 
That  leapt  from  Jupiter's  mighty  cranmm. 
Pan.  What  of  all  thu? 
Ron.  Thus  one  of  your  bold  thunders  may 
abortive, 
And  cause  that  birth  miscarry,  that  might  have 

proved 
An  instrument  of  wonders,  greater  and  rarer 
Than  Apollonius  the  magician  wrought.  ^ 
Pan*  Are  you  your  master's  countryman? 
Ron,  Yes ;  why  ask  you  ? 
Pan,  Then  must  I  get  an  interpreter  for  your 

language. 
Ron.  You  need  not ;  with  a  wind  instrument 
my  master  made. 
In  five  days  you  may  breathe  ten  languages. 
As  perfect  as  the  devil  or  himself. 
Pan.  When  may  I  speak  with  him? 
Ron.  When't  please  the  stanu 
He  pulls  you  not  a  hair,  nor  pares  a  nail, 
Nor  stirs  a  foot,  without  due  figuring 
The  horoscope.    Sit  down  a  while,  and*t  please 

you, 
I  see  the  heavens  incline  to  his  approach, 
Pan.  What's  this,  I  pray  you  ? 
Ron*  An  engine  to  catch  stars, 
A  mace  to  arrest  such  pUinets  as  have  lurked 
Four  thousand  years  under  protection 
Of  Jupiter  and  Sol. 

Pan.  Pray  you,  speak  English. 
Ron.  Sir,  'tis  a  perspicil,  ^  the  best  under  hea- 
ven. 
With  this  I'll  read  a  leaf  of  that  small  lUad 
That  in  a  walnut-shell  was  desked,  as  plainly 
Twelve  long  miles  off,  as  you  see  Paul's  from 
Highgate. 
Pan.  Wonderful  workman  of  so  rare  an  inj 

strument ! 
Ron.  'Twill  draw  the  moon  so  near,  that  you 
would  swear 
The  bubh  of  thorns  in't  pricks  your  eyes.    The 

crystal 
Of  a  large  arch  multiplies  millions. 
Works  more  thau  by  point  blank,  and,  by  refrac« 

tions 
Optic  and  strange,  searcheth,.  like  the  eye  of 

truth, 
All  closets  that  have  windows.    Have  at  Rome; 
I  see  the  Pope,  his  cardinals,  and  his  mule. 
The  English  college,  and  the  Jesuits, 
And  what  they  write  and  do. 
Pom.  Let  me  see  too. 


^  PArofiltKfHMi,— i. «.  cloister,  or  college.    8.  .    tt    .         ^  rr         .    .    ^  ^ 

6  Tkam  JpoliamiuB  the  magician  wrmigkt  — Comeliui  Jgrippat  ^  <^  Vanttie  and  Uneertafntte  of  Art€$ 
mid  Sciencet,  4to,  1669,  p.  M,  meoUoos  ApoUoniui ;  "  They  sale  that  Hierome  made  mention  thereof, 
writii^  to  Paulima^  where  be  saithe,  that  JpoUonius  Tianeut  was  a  magitieo,  or  a  pbiloBopher,  as  the 
Fithagoreaos  were/' 

And  he  if  also  noticed  among  tl|o«e  who  have  written  on  the  ivl^ect  pf  magic# 

f  i*ersfici(|— an  optic  glass. 
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Ron.  So  far  jtm  cannot ;  for  this  glass  is  framed 
For  ejes  of  tlnrcj ;  yoo  are  nigh  threescore : 
Bat,  for  some  fittj  miles,  'twill  serve  joo, 
With  help  of  a  refractive  glass  that's  jonder. 
Por  trial,  sir;  where  are  jou  now ? 
Pifu.  In  London. 
Ron,  Ha*  vou  found  the  glass  within  that  cbam- 

her? 
Fan,  Ye?, 

Ran,  What  see  you  ? 

Fan.  Wonders !  wonders !  I  see,  as  in  a  land- 
scape, 
An  honourable  throng  of  noble  persons 
As  dear  as  I  were  under  the  same  roof. 
Seams  by  their  gracious  brows,  and  courteous 

looks, 
Something  they  see,  which,  if  it  be  indifferent, 
They *il  favourably  accept;  if  otherwise. 
They'll  pardon.    Who  or  what  ihey  be,  I  know 
not. 
Ron,  Why  that's  the  court  at  Cambridge,  for- 
ty miles  hence. 
What  else? 
Fan.  A  hall  thrust  full  of  bare  heads,  some 
bald,  some  bushed, 
Some  bravely  branched. 

Rtm.  That's  the  university, 
Ijirded  with  townsmen.    Look  you  there,  what 
now? 
Fan,  Who?  I  sea  Dover  Pier,  a  man  now 
landing, 
Attended  by  two  porters,  that  seem  to  groan 
Under  the  burden  of  two  loads  of  paper. 

-Ron.  That's  Coriatus  Perbicus,  •  and's  obser- 
vations 
Of  Asia  and  Afric. 
Fan.  The  price? 
Ron.  I  dare  not  sell't. 
But  here's  another  of  a  stranger  virtae : 
The  great  Albumazar,  by  wondVous  art, 
III  imitation  of  this  perspicil. 
Hath  framed  an  instrument  that  magnifies 
Objects  of  hearing,  as  this  doth  of  seeing, 
That  you  may  know  each  whisper  from  Prester 

Jqhn 
Against  the  wind,  as  fresh  as  'twere  delivered 
Through  a  trunk,  or  Gloucester's  list'ning  ivall.'  | 
Fan.  And  may  I  see  it,  sir?  Bless  me  0£>cc 
more.  .      t  .      t- 


Ron.  Tis  something  oeremoiiiovs ;   bat  joo 
shall  try't. 
Sund  thus.    What  bear  yoa  ? 

Fan.  Nothing. 

Rom.  Set  your  hands  tbu% 
That  the  vertex  of  the  organ  may  perpemticolarij 
Point  out  our  zenith.    What  hc»r  yoa  oow  f 

Fan,  A  humming  noise  of  laogbter. 

Ron.  Why  that's  the  court 
And  university,  that  now  are  merry 
With  ao  old  gentleman  in  a  comedy.  What  noir  ? 

Fan.  Celestial  music,  but  it  seems  fw  t)^ 
List,  list,  'tis  nearer  now* 

Ron,  Tis  music  'twizt  the  acts.    What  now  ? 

Fan:  Nothing. 

Ron.  And  now  ? 

Fan.  Music  again,  and  strang^y  ddicate  ; 
O  most  angelical !  they  sing.  '^ 

Ron,  And  now  ? 

Sing  nceetfyi  that  our  notes  may  coiue 

The  heavenfy  orbs  themselva  to  pause  : 

And  at  our  music  stand  as  still 

As  at  Jov^s  amorous  wilL 

&>,  noi^  release  them  as  before^ 

Th*  have  waited  long  enough  ;  na  more* 

Fan.  Tis  gone,  give  me't  agaiod    O  do  not  so* 

Ron.  What  hear  you  now  ? 

Fan.  No  more  tKan  a  dead  oyster. 

0  let  me  see  this  wond'rous  instrument.     • 
R^m.  Sir,  this  is  called  an  otacousticoiu  " 
Fan.  A  cousticon  I 

Why,  'tis  a  pair  of  ass's  ears,  and  large  ones. 

Ren.  True ;  for  in  such  a  form  the  greftt  Al* 
bumazar 
Hath  framed  it  purposely,  as  fitt'st  receivers 
Of  sounds,  as  spectacles  like  eyes  for  sight. 

Fan.  What  gold  will  buy  it? 

Ron.  I'll  sell  it  you  when  'tis  finished. 
As  yet-  the  epiglottis  '^  is  unperfect. 

Pan*  Soon  as  you  can ;  and  here's  ten  orowns 
in  eamestJ 
For,  when  'tis  done,  and  I  have  purchased  it, 

1  mean  to  entail  it  on  my  heirs-male  for  ever. 
Spite  of  the  ruptures  of  the  common  law. 

Ron.  Nay,  rather  give  it  to  Flavia  for  her 
jointure  ^ 
For  she  tbat  marries  you  deserves  it  ricUy« 


«  CaHMttit  Per5ift«.— See  Note  II.  to  The  Ordinary, 

ii^li**"^"'""  *  '"'^•"^  wa//.— Before  the  rebuilding  of  St  Paul'i  Cathedral,  the  wall  at  Gloucester,  here 
alluded  to,  was  much  more  celebrated  than  it  is  at  present.  CanHkn^  in  his  Urlfowita,  VoL  I.  p.  875., 
edition  I  .S2,  speaking  of  it,  says,—"  Beyond  the  quiie,  in  an  arch  of  the  church,  there  is  »wmH^  bam 
wHh  so  great  artifice,  in  the  form  of  a  semicircle  with  corners,  that  \f  any  one  whbper  very  low  atone 

lo  *^  another  lay  his  ear  to  the  Pther  end,  he  may  easily  bear  every  8>llable  distinct." 
rection  *^  *"'^'""^**  *******  ****  quartos.    But  1  apprehend  the  words  itere  ratitier  intended  for  a  sts^  dK 

«  r^f T*'*^*"'^*"  Instrument  to  did  ajid  improve  the  sense  of  heariflfi 
.     ^/''^^"i^-theflaporiroverof  thcwind-pipe.    S. 
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SCENE  IV. 

Enter  Ckicca,  Pandolfo,  and  RonCa* 

Cric  Sir,  I  have  spoke  with  Lelio,  «im1  he  an- 
swers— 

Pan,  Hang  Lelio,  and  his  answers.    Come  hi- 
ther, Cricca, 
Wonder  for  roe,  admire,  and  be  astonished ; 
Marvel  thyself  to  marble  at  these  engines, 
These  strange  Oorgonian  instruments. 

Cric,  At  what? 

Pan.  At  this  rare  perspicil  and  otaconsticon ; 
For,  with  these  two,  I'll  hear  and  see  all  secrets; 
Undo  intelligencers.    Pray  let  my  roan  see 
What*s  done  in  Rome ;  hu  eyes  are  just  as  yours 
are. 

Ron.  Pandolfo,  are  you  mad  ?  be  wise  and 
secret; 
See  you  the  steep  danger  you  are  tumbling  in  ? 
Know  you  not  that  these  instruments  have  power 
To  unlock  the  hidden'st  closets  of  whole  states  ? 
And  you  reveal  such  mysteries  to  a  servant  ? 
Sir,  be  advised,  or  else  you  learu  no  more 
Of  our  unknown  philosophy. 

Pan.  Enough. 
What  news  from  Lelio  ?  Shall  I  have  his  sister  ? 

Cric  He  swears  and  vows  he  never  will  con- 
sent. 
She  shall  not  play  with  worn  antiquities, 
Nor  lie  with  snow  and  statues ;  and  such  replies 
That  I  omit  for  reverence  of  your  worship. 

Pan.  Not  have  his  sister !  Cricca,  I  will  have 
Flavia, 
Maugre  his  head :  '^  by  means  of  this  astrologer 
ril  enjoy  Flavia.    Are  the  stars  yet  inclined 
To  his  divine  approach  ? 

Hon.  One  minute  bnngs  him. 

Crk,  What'strologer? 

Pan.  The  learned  man  I  told  thee. 
The  high  almanack  of  Germany,  an  Indian, 
Far  beyond  Trebesond  and  Tripoli, 
Close  by  the  world's  end ;  a  rare  conjurer. 
And  great  astrologer.    His  name,  pray,  sir  ? 

Ron*  Albuma^arro  Meteoroscopico. 


Cric.  A  name  of  force  to  hang  him  without 
trial. 

Pan.  As  he  excels  in  sdencc,  so  in  title. 
He  tells  of  lost  plate,  horses,  and  strayed  cattle. 
Directly  as  he  had  stolen  them  all  himself. 

Cric*  Or  he,  or  some  of  his  confederates. 

Pan.  As  thou  respects  thy  life,  look  to  thy 
tongue ; 
Albumazar  has  an  otaconsticon. 
Be  silent,  reverent,  and  admire  his  skill. 
See  what  a  promising  countenance  appears  ! 
Stand  still  and  wonder,  wonder  and  stand  still* 


SCENE  V. 

Enter  Albumazar,  Rokca,  Pandolfo,  and 
Caicca. 

Jib.  Ronca,  the  bunch  of  planets  new  found 

out, 
Hanging  at  the  end  of  my  best  perspicil, 
Send  them  to  Galilso  at  Padua  '^ ; 
Let  him  bestow  them  where  he  please.    But  the 

stars 
Lately  discovered  'twixt  the  horns  of  Aries, 
Are  as  a  present  for  Pandolfo's  marriage. 
And  hence  styled  Sidera  Pandolfcea. 
Pan.  My  marriage,  Cricca!  he  foresees  my^ 

maniage. 
O,  most  celestial  Albumazar ! 

Cric.  And  sends  y'  a  present  from  the  head  of 

Aries. 
Alb.  My  almanack,  made  for  the  meridian 
And  height  of  Japan,  give*t  th'  East  India  com-< 

pany; 
There  may  they  smell  the  price  of  cloves  and 

pepper. 
Monkeys  and  china  dishes,  five  years  ensuing, 
And  know  the  success  of  the  voyage  of  Magores ; 
For,  in  the  volume  of  the  firmament, 
We  children  of  the  stars  read  things  to  come, 
As  clearly  as  poor  mortals  stories  past 
In  Speed  or  Holiingshead.  '^ 

Rmt,  The  perpetual  motion 
With  a  true  'larum  iu't,  to  run  twelve  hours 


'3  Mmigre  hii  head^'-^.  e.  in  spite  of  bis  bead.    8. 

'^  Send  them  to  Galilao  at  Padua. — GaHlao^  the  inventor  of  the  telescope,  was  bom  February  IP.  1564 ; 
according  to  some  writers  at  Pisa,  but  more  probably  at  Florence.  Wbilj  Professor  of  Matbema* 
tics  at  Paduat  he  was  invited  by  Cosmo,  the  secuod  Dul^e  of  Tuscany,  to  Pisa,  and  afterwards  removed 
to  I*  loreoce.  During  his  residence  at  the  latter  place,  he  ventured  to  assert  the  troth  of  the  Copemican 
system ;  which  gave  so  much  offence  to  the  Jesuits,  that,  by  their  procurement,  he  was  ever  after  harass- 
ed by  the  Inquisition.  He  suffered  very  frequent  and  long  imprisonments  on  account  of  his  adherence  to 
the  opinions  he  had  formed,  and  never  obtained  his  liberty  without  renouncing  his  sentiments,  and  nnder* 
taking  not  to  defend  them,  either  by  word  or  writing.  His  assiduity  in  making  discoveries  at  length 
proved  fetal  to  him.  It  first  impaired  bis  sight,  and  at  length  totally  deprived  him  of  IL  He  died  at 
ArccHre,  near  JPlonnice,  Jamary  8.  (649,  M.  8.  in  the  seventy-eighth  year  of  bb  age;  having  been,  fdr 
the  last  three  yean  of  his  life,  quite  blind.  See  a  comparison  between  him  and  Lonl  fiacon,  in  Huiix*s 
HMttry  of  England,  yo\.  VI.  p.  1.13.  8vo,edit.  176:1. 

'^  lip  $fttd  or  tioUin^htad^^JotLa  Speed  and  K8j>bael  Hollin|;shead,  two  writen  of  JBoglbb  Cbroni- 
fileat 
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Tore  Mahomet's  retani. 

Alb.  Deliver  it  safe 
To  a  Turkey  factor,  bid  him  with  care  present  it 
From  me  tu  the  house  of  Ottoman. 

Ron,  I  will,  sir. 

Cric  Praj  you  stand  here,  and  wonder  now 
for  me ; 
Be  astonished  at  his  Gorgon,  for  I  cannot 
Upon  my  life  ''  be  proves  a  mere  impostor. 

Pan.  Peace,  not  a  word,  be  silent  and  admire. 

Alb.  As  for  the  issue  of  the  next  summer's  war, 
Reveal*t  to  none,  keep  it  to  thyself  in  secret. 
As  a  touchstone  of  my  skill  in  prophecy.  Be  £one. 

Ron.  I  go,  sir.  [£jt^ 

Alb.  Signior  Pandolfo,  I  pray  you  pardon  me, 
Exotical  dispatches  of  great  consequence 
Scaid  me ;  and  casting  the  nativity 
O'  th'  Cham  of  Tartary,  and  a  private  conference 
With  a  mercurial  intelligence. 
Y'  are  welcome  in  a  good  hour,  better  minute. 
Best  second,  happiest  third,  fourth,  fifth,  and 

scruple. 
Let  the  twelve  houses  of  the  horoscope 
3e  lodged  with  fortitudes  and  fortunates. 
To  make  you  blest  in  your  designs,  Pandolfo. 

Fan,  Were*t  not  much  trouble  to  your  starry 
employments, 
I,  a  poor  mortal,  would  entreat  your  furtherance 
In  a  terrestrial  business. 

Alb.  My  ephemeris  '^  lies. 
Or  I  foresee  your  errand :  Uias,  'tis  thus: 
You  had  a  neighbour  calfd  Antonio, 
A  widower  like  yourself,  whose  only  daughter, 
Flavia,  ytm  love,  and  he  as  roach  admired 
Y.our  child  Sulpitia.    Is  not  this  right  ? 

Pan,  Yes,  sir :  O  strange !  Cricca,  admire  in 
silence. 

Alb.  You  two  decreed  a  counternoaatch  be- 
twixt you. 
And  purposed  to  truck  daughters.    Is't  not  so  ? 

Pan,  Just  as  you  say*t.    Cricca,  admire  and 
wonder. 

Cric.  This  is  no  such  secrjet :  look  to  yourself, 
he'll  cheat  you, 

AW.  Antonio,  after  this  match  concluded, 
Having  great  sums  of  gold  in  Barbary, 
Desires  of  you,  before  he  consummate 
iThe  rites  of  matrimony,  be  might  go  ihither 
For  three  months;  but  as  now  'tis  three  and  three 
Since  he  embark'd,  and  is  not  yet  returned ; 
Now,  sir,  your  business  is  to  me,  to  know 
Whether  Antonio  be  dead  or  living. 
Ill  tell  you  instantly. 

Pan.  Hast  thou  reveaPd  it  f 
I  told  it  none  but  thee. 


Cric.  Not  L 
Pan.  Why  stare  you? 
Are  Ton  not  well  ? 

Alb.  I  wander  'twixt  the  poles 
And  heavenly  hinges,  'mongst  excentricals, 
Centers,  concentricks,  circles^  and  epicycles. 
To  hunt  out  an  aspect  fit  for  your  business. 
Cric.  Mean  ostenution  !  for  shame,  awake 

yourself. 
Alb.  And,  since  the  lamp  of  heaven  is  newlj 
enter'd 
To  Cancer,  old  Antonio  is  stark  dead, 
Drown*d  in  the  sea,  stone  dead ;  for  radius  di^ 

rectonut 
In  the  sixth  house,  and  the  waining  moon  by  Cft- 

pricom ; 
He's  dead,  he's  dead. 

Cric  Tis  an  ill  time  to  marry. 
The  moon  grows  fork'd,  and  walks  with  Capn- 
com. 
Pan.  Peace,  fool ;  these  words  are  full  of  mys- 
tery. 
Alb.  What  ominous  face^  and  dismal  coonte- 
nanoe, 
Mark'd  for  disasters,  hated  of  all  the  heatvens^ 
Is  this  that  follows  yon  ? 

Pan.  He  is  my  servant, 
A  plain  and  honest  speaker;  but  no  harm  in  hioi.v 
Cric  What  see  you  in  my  face  ? 
Alb.  Horror  and  darkness,  death  and  gallowses : 
Vd  swear  thou  werthang'd^stood'sttlxHi  hot  two 

footbigher; 
But  now  the  stars  threaten  a  nearer  deadu 
Sir,  send  to  toll  his  knell. 
Pan.  What,  is  he  dead? 


Alb.  He  shall  be,  by  the  dint  of  many  stabs; 
Only  I  spy  a  little  hope  of  'scaping 
Through  the  clouds,  and  foul  aspects  of  death. 

Cric.  Sir,  pray  give  no  credit  to  this  dieater  ; 
Or,  with  his  words  of  art,  he'll  make  jfou  dote 
As  much  on  his  feign*d  skill,  as  on  fair  Flam. 


SCENE  VI. 

EnUr  Harpax,.  Furbo,  Albuhazar,  Pakdol- 
Fo,  and  Cricca* 

Ear,  Stay,  villain,  stay;  though  safety  itself 
deliend  thee, 
Thou  diest. 
Fur.  ComcL  do  thy  worst;  thmst  sore,  or  die. 
Cric  For  Heaven's  sake,  gentiemen,  stay  your 
hands :  help,  help^ 
Help,  Albnmazar. 


'^  Upon  my  Vft^  &c.— Both  the  quartos  begin  Paodolfo*8  speech  with  this  line.  The  alteiatiotf  b v 
Mr  Dodiley. 

'^  Ephemeriff.— A  book  of  astronomy,  in  me  among  such  as  erect  figures  to  cast  meo^s  nativities  ;  by 
which  is  shewp  how  al|  the  phmets  are  placed^  every  day  and  hov  of  the  year. 
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Hot.  Thus  to  tSae  hinderer 
Of  my  revenge. 

Cric.  Save  me,  Albumazar. 

Fur,  And  thus,  and  thus,  and  thus. 

Cric.  Master,  I  die,  I  die. 

Har.  Fliest  thoo,  base  coTtard?  lis  not  thy 
heels  can  save  thee. 

SCENE  VII. 

Enter  Albumazae,  Pandolfo,  and  Ceicca. 

Cric.  Oh,  oh ! 

Pan.  What  aits  thee,  Cricca } 
Cric.  I  am  dead,  1  am  dead. 
Trouble  yourself  no  more. 

Pan.  What,  dead,  i|nd  speak'st? 

Cric.  Only  there's  left  a  little  breath  to  tell 

you. 
Pan.  Why,  where  art  hurt  ? 
Cric.  Stabb*d  with  a  thousand  daggers; 
My  heart,  my  lights,  my  liver,  and  my  skin, 
Pierced  like  a  sieve. 

Pan.  Here's  not  a  wound :  stand  up, 
Tis  but  thy  fear. 

Cric.  lis  but  one  wound  all  over : 
Softly,  oh,  softly.    You  have  lost  the  truest  ser- 
vant.— 
Farewell,  I  die. 
Alb.  Live  by  my  courtesy;    stand  up  and 
breathe. 
The  dangerous  and  malignant  influence  is  past; 
But  thank  my  charity  that  put  by  the  blows. 
The  least  of  which  threaten'd  a  dozen  graves. 
Now  learn  to  scoff  divine  astrology, 
And  slight  her  servants. 

Cric.  A  surgeon,  good  ^r,  a  surgeon. 

Alb.  Stand  up,  man;  th*  hast  no  barm,  my  life 

for  thine. 
Pan.  Th'art  well,  th'art  well. 
Cric,  Now  I  perceive  I  am : 
I  pray  you  pardon  me,  divine  astrologer. 

Alb.  I  do :  but  henceforth  laugh  at  astrology. 
And  call  her  servants  cheaters. 

Pan.  Now  to  our  business.    On,  good  AJbu* 

mazar. 
Alb.  Now,  since  the  moon  passeth  from  Ca- 
pricorn, 
Through  Aquarius,  to  the  watry  sign  of  Pisces, 
Antonio*s  drown'd,  and  is  devoured  by  fishes. 
Pan.  Ib't  certain  ? 
Alb.  Certain. 

Pan.  Then  let  my  earnestness 
Intreat  your  skill  a  favour. 
Alb.  It  shall.    But  first 
1*11  tell  you  what  you  mean  to  ask  me. 
Pan.  Strange ! 


Alb.  Antonio  dead,  that   promised  yoa  his 
daughter. 
Your  business  is  to  entreat  me  nuse  his  ghost. 
And  force  it  stay  at  home  till  it  have  perform*d 
The  promise  past,  and  so  return  to  rest 

Pan.  That,  that,  ye  *ave  hit  it,  most  divine  Al- 
bumazar. 
Alb.  Tis  a  hard  thing;  for  deprivatione  ad  ha* 
bitum  twn  datur  regretsus. 
O,  what  a  business,  what  a  roaster^piece 
^ris,  to  raise  up  his  ghost  whose  body's  eaten 
By  fish !  This  work  desires  a  planetary  intelli- 
gence 
Of  Jupiter  and  Sot ;  and  these  great  spirits 
Are  proud,  fantastical.    It  asks  much  charges. 
To  entice  them  from  the  guiding  of  their  sphere^ 
To  wait  oil  mortals. 

Pan^  So  I  may  have  my  purpose,  spare  for  no 

cost. 
Alb.  Sir,  spare  your  purse;  1*11  do  it  an  easier 
way; 
The  work  shall  cost  you  nothidg. 
We  have  an  art  is  call'd  prsstigiatory,  '^ 
That  deals  with  spirits,  and  mteliigenoes 
Of  meaner  office  and  condition, 
Whose  service  craves  small  charges:  with  one  of 

these 
rU  change  some  servant,'"  or  good  friend  of 

your% 
To  the  perfect  shape  of  this  Antonio ; 
So  like  m  face,  behaviour,  speech,  and  action, 
That  all  the  town  shall  swear  Antonio  lives. 

Pan.  Most  necromantical  astrologer  I 
Do  this,  and  take  me  for  your  servant  ever. 
And,  for  your  pains,  after  the  transformation. 
This  chain  is  yours :  it  cost  two  hundred  pound. 
Beside  the  jeweL 

Alb.  After  the  work  is  finished,  then^-how  now  i 
What  lines  are  these  that  look  sanguineous. 
As  if  the  stars  conjured  to  do  you  mischief! 
Pan.  How  !  mean  you  me  ? 
Alb.  They're  dusky  marks  of  Saturn : 
It  seems  some  stone  shall  fall  upon  your  head, 
Threat'ning^  a  fracture  of  the  pericranium. 
Pan.  Cncca,  come  hither;  fetch  me  ray  stafF 
again ; 
Threescore  and  ten's  retum'd :  a  general  palsy 
Shakes  out  the  love  of  Flavia  with  a  fear. 
Is  there  no  remedy  ? 

Alb.  Nothing  but  patience. 
The  planet  tlireatens  so,  whose  prey  you  are. 
The  stars  and  planets  daily  war  together; 
For,  should  they  stand  at  truce  but  one  half  hour. 
This  wondVous  machine  of  the  world  would  ruin; 
Who  can  withstand  their  powerful  influence? 
Pan.  You,  with  your  wisdom,  good  Albuma* 


'^  Prmtigiatory.-^i.  e.  joggHog  or  deceiving. 

■»  rachaHge9omeitrvmt,ifc.^So  in  Jeffrey  of  Monmouth's  Hkfory,  1718,  p.  864,  Merlin  changes 
Uthery  Uljmt  and  hlmte^,  into  the  shapes  of  GoHoU^  Jord4n  of  Tintagol^  and  Briettj  by  which 
Uther  obtains  the  possession  of  Jgerna  the  wife  of  Gorlois.    8.  P. 
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Alb,  Indeed,  th'  Ef^rptian  Ptolomj  the  wise 
Pronounced  it  as  an  oracle  of  trothy  sapiens  domi" 

nabitur  astris, 
"Who's  above  there  ?  Rooca,  bring  down  the  cap 
Made  in  the  point  of  Mercury  being  ascendant. 
Here,  put  it  on ;  and  in  your  hand  this  image. 
Framed  on  a  Tuesday,  when  the  fierce  god  of  war 
Mounted  th*horizon  in  the  sign  of  Aries. 
With  these  walk  as  unwounded  as  Achilles, 
Dipt  by  his  mother  Thetis. 

Pan.  You  bind  me  to  your  service, 

AW.  Next  get  the  man  you  purpose  to  tnuis- 
form, 
And  meet  me  here. 

Pan.  I  will  not  fail  to  find  you. 

Alb.  Meanwhile,  with  sdoferical  '^  instrument, 
By  way  of  azimuth  *°  and  almicantarath,  ** 
I'll  seek  some  happy  point  in  heaven  for  you. 

Pan.  I  rest  your  servaut,  sir. 

Alb.  Let  all  the  stars 
Guide  you  with  most  propitious  influence* 

[Exit. 

Pan*  Here's  a  strange  man,  indeed,  of  skill 
profound  1 


How  right  he  knew  niy  bouneis  *fore  be  i 
And  how  thou  scoflTst  bira  when  we  talk'd  io  pri- 
vate! 
Tis  a  brave  instrument,  his  otacoustiooo. 

Cric.  In  earnest,  sir,  I  took  him  for  a  cheater  ; 
As  many,  under  name  of  cunning  men, 
Witli  promise  of  astrology,  much  abuse 
The  ^ping  vulgar,  wronging  that  sacred  skill 
That  in  tbe  stars  reads  all  our  actions. 

Pan.  A  re  there  no  arches  o*er  our  bends  ?  Xook^ 
Cricca. 

Cric.  None  but  the  ardi  of  heaven ;  that  can*^ 
not  fall. 

Pan.  Is  not  that  made  of  marble  ?  I  have  read* 
A  stone  dropt  from  the  oioon ;  and  nuMh  I  feac 
Hie  fit  should  take  her  now,  and  void  another. 

Cric.  Fear  nothing,  sir ;  this  charmed  rn^vo-^ 
rial  cap 
Shields  from  the  fall  of  mountaiaa;  lis  oot  aalpiie 
Can  check  his  art :  walk  boldl]^ 

Pan.  I  do.    Let's  in. 


ACTH. 


SCENE  I; 
lEnter  Trimcalo,  and  AaMEttiVA. 

!7Vm.  He  that  saith  I  am  not  in  love,  he  lies 
de  cap-a-pie  ;  for  I  am  idle,  choicely  neat  in  m^ 
clothes,  valiant,  and  extreme  witty.  My  medi-^ 
tations  are  loaded  with  metaphors,  songs,  and  son- 
nets; not  a  one^^  shakes  his  tail,  but  I  sigh  out 
a  passion  :^^  thus  do  I  to  ray  mistress ;  but,  alas, 
I  kiss  the  dog,  and  she  kicks  me.  I  nnver  see  a 
young  wanton  filly,  but  say  I,  There  goes  Ar- 
roeltioa ;  nor  a  lusty  strong  ass,  but  I  remember 
myself,  and  sit  down  to  consider,  what  a  goodly 


race  of  muka  would  inherit,  if  she  were  wilfiog  : 
only  I  want  utterance,  and  that's  a  nnin  mark  of 
love  too. 

Arm.  Trincalo,  Trincalo. 

Trin.  O,  'tis  Armellina !  Now  if  she  have  the 
wit  to  begin,  as  I  mean  she  should,  then  wiiJ  I 
confound  her  with  compliments,  drawn  from  the 
plajs  I  see  at  the  Fortune,  and  Red  Bull,^ 
where  I  learn  all  the  words  I  speak  and  ander- 
stand  not. 

Arm.  Trincalo,  what  price  bears  wheat  and 
saflfron,  that  your  band's  so  stiff  and  yellow  ?  ^^ — 
not  a  word  r — Why,  Trincalo,  what  busiiiesi  m 


'*  ScioferiraL-^Belonging  to  a  sun  dial  :  it  should  be  written  ikiathcriatl.    Johnsons  Dictionary. 

^^  Azimuth. — Azimuths,  called  also  vertical  circles,  are  great  circles,  intersecting  each  other  in  the 
zenith  and  nadir,  and  cutting  tbe  horizon  at  right  angles,  in  ail  the  points  thereof. 

Chamhers's  Dictiamarf. 

^'  Almicantarath, — An  Arabic  word,  written  variously  by  various  authors,  and  signifies  a  circle  drawn 
par^lel  to  the  horizon.  It  is  generally  used  in  the  plural,  and  means  a  series  of  parallel  circles,  drawn 
through  the  several  degrees  of  the  meridian.    Johnson's  Dictionary. 

»*  Not  a  one.—So  both  the  editions ;  Mr  Dodsley  altered  it  to  not  a  dog.  In  Macbeth,  A.  S«  S.  4.  is 
the  same  phrase  j  which  Mr  Steevens  observes,  however  uncouth,  signifies  am  individual: 

**  There^s  not  a  one  of  them,  but  in  hit  bouse 
"  1  keep  a  servant  fce»d." 

*'  A  passtim,— See  note  1 1 ,  to  Green's  Tu  Quoqne,  p.  54\ 

*♦  The  Fortune,  and  Red  Bu/i.— Two  play  houses.  The  Fortune  belonged  to  the  celebrated  Edward 
AUeyn,  and  stood  in  Whitecross  Street.     The  Red  Bull  was  situated  in  St  John's  Street* 

*5  Trincalo,  uhat  price  bears  wheat  and  saffron^  that  your  band's  so  stiff  and  yellow  ?— This  alludes  to  the 
fashion  tlien  much  followed,  of  wearing  bands  washed  and  dyed  with  yellow  starch.  The  ioventreM  of 
them  was  Mrs  Turner,  a  woman  of  au  infamous  charactcri  who,  being  concerned  in  the  murder  of  Sir 
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town  ?  bow  do  all  at  Totnam  F'-grown  mute? — 
What  do  you  bring  from  the  country  ? 

Trin,  There  it  15.  Now  are  my  flood-gates 
drawn,  and  FU  surround  her.— What  have  I 
brought?  sweet  bit  of  beauty;  a  hundred  thou- 
sand salutations  o'  the  etder-nouse  to  your  most 
illustrious  honour  and  worship. 

Arm,  To  me  these  titles !  Is  your  basket  full 
of  uothiojc  else  ? 

ZVta.  Full  of  the  fruits  of  love,  most  resplen- 
dent lady;  a  present  to  your  worthiness  from 
your  worship's  poor  vassal  Trincalo. 

Arm.  My  life  ou't,  he  scraped  these  compli* 
ments  from  his  cart  the  last  load  he  carried  for 
the  progress.  **  What  ha*  you  read,  that  makes 
you  grow  so  eloquent  ? 

2Vi».  Sweet  madam,  I  read  nothing  but  the 
lines  of  your  ladyship's  countenance;  and  desire 
only  to  kiss  the  tkirts  of  your  garment,  if  vou 
vouchsafe  me  not  the  happiness  of  your  white 
bands. 

Arm,  Come,  give's  your  basket,  and  take  it. 

JVin.  O  sweet !  now  will  I  never  wash  my 
mouth  after,  nor  breathe  but  at  my  nostrils,  lest 
I  bse  the  taste  of  her  fingers.  ArmcUina,  I 
must  tell  you  u  secret,  if  youMl  make  much  on'i. 

Arm.  As  it  deserves.    What  is  it  ? 

Trill.  I  love  you,  dear  morsel  of  modesty,  1 
love ;  and  so  truly,  that  I*il  make  you  mistress 


of  my  thoughts,  lady  of  my  revenues,  and  com- 
mit all  my  moveables  into  your  hands;  that  is, 
ril  give  you  an  earnest  kiss  in  the  highway  of 
matrimony. 

Arm.  Is  this  the  end  of  all  this  business  ? 

IVifi.  This  is  the  end  of  all  business,  most 
beautiful,  and  most  worthy  to  be  most  beautiful 
lady. 

Arm.  Hence,  fool,  hence.  [ExU 

Trim,  Why,  now  she  knows  my  meaning,  let  it 
work.  She  put  up  the  fruit  in  her  lap,  and  threw 
away  the  basket:  'tis  a  plain  sign  she  abhors  tlio 
words,  and  embraces  the  meaning.  O  lips,  no 
lips,^^  but  leaves  besmeared  with  mel>dew!  O 
dew,  no  dew,  but  drops  of  honey-combs!  O 
combs,  no  combs,  but  fountains  full  of  tears !  O 
tears,  no  tears,  but— — 

SCENE  11. 

Enter  Pandolfo,  and  Trincalo. 

Pan.  Cricca  denies  me  t  no  persuasio98, 
Proffers,  rewards,  can  work  him  to  transform. 
Yonder  s  my  country  farmer,  Trincalo  : 
Never  in  fitter  time,  good  Trincalo. 

Trin.  Like  a  lean  horse  t*  a  fresh  and  lusty 

pasture* 
Pan^  What  rent  do'st  pay  me  for  thy  farm  at 
Totnam? 


Thomas  Overbnry,  was  executed  at  Tyburn  Hi  a  lawn  ruff  of  her  favoarite  colour.  <*  With  her,*'  2ays 
Howellf  in  bis  Letters,  p.  19.  edit.  1^64,  **  1  believe  th<)t  yellow  starcli,  which  so  much  disfigured  oar 
nation,  and  rendered  tbem  so  fantastic  aod  ridiculous,  will  receive  its  funeral."  And  of  the  same  opinioQ 
was  Sir  Simon  JTUwtt^  who,  in  the  MS.  account  of  bis  life,  non  in  the  British  Museum,  p.  24.  'sayn 
**  Mrs  Turner  bad  first  broui:ht  upp  that  vaine  and  foolish  use  of  yellow  ttarch,  and  therefore,  when  shee 
was  afterwards  executed  at  Tiburne,  the  hangman  bad  Ais  hande  and  cuffi  of  the  same  coaler,  wbicb  made 
many,  after  that  day,  of  either  sex.  to  forbeare  the  use  of  that  colourod  itarch,  'till  at  last  it  grew  giwerallie 
to  be  detested  and  disused.**  This  execution  bappeaed  in  the  year  I6i5;  hot  the  reformation  predicted 
by  Howell^  and  partly  asserted  by  D'fiwes  to  have  bappeaed,  was  not  the  consequence,  as  will  appear 
from  the  foUowio;;  passaj^,  extracted  from  a  pamphlet  called  Tht  Irish  Hubbub,  or  the  Emgliih  Hue  and 
Crie^  b^  Bamaby  Rich^  4to.  16^,  p.  40.  **  Yet  the  open  exclamation  that  was  made  by  Tamer*s  wife 
at  the  boare  of  her  death,  in  the  place  where  sbee  was  executed,  cannot  be  bidden,  when,  before  the 
whole  multitude  that  were  there  present,  she  so  bitterly  protested  agaimt  the  Vanity  of  those  yelUno 
itarckt  bandgy  that  her  outcries  (as  it  was  thought)  had  taken  such  impression  In  the  hearts  of  her  bear- 
ers, that  yellow  starcht  bands  would  have  been  ashamed,  (for  ever  after  to  have  shewed  themselves  ah^ut 
the  oeckes,  either  of  men  that  were  ^ise,  or  women  tiiat  were  honest,)  hut  we  see  our  expectatibU  have 
failed  us,  for  they  begame  evett  then  to  be  more  generall  than  they  were  before*^  Again,  p.  41  **  Vou 
knowe  tobaeco  is  in  great  trading,  hut  you  shall  t»e  merchants,  and  ooely  for  egges:  for  whereas  one  pipe 
of  tobacco  will  suffice  three  or  four  men,  at  once;  now  fen  t>r  twenty  eggs  will  hardly  suffice  io  starch 
one  of  these  yellow  bands :  a  fashion  that  I  thlnke,  shortly  will  be  as  conversant  amongst  taylors,  tap- 
sters, and  tinkers,  as  now  they  have  brought  tobacco.  But  a  great  magistrate,  td  disgrace  it,  ei\jo>nedl 
the  hangman  of  London  to  become  one  of  that  fratemitie,  and  to  follow  the  fashion ;  and,  the  better  to 
enable  him,  be  bestowed  of  bim  some  benevolence  to  pay  for  bis  laundry :  and  who  was  now  so  brlske, 
witb  a  yellow  feather  in  bis  hat,  and  a  yellow  starcht  band  about  bis  necke,  walking  in  the  streets  of 
London,  as  was  master  Hangman  ?  so  that  you,  my  young  masters,  that  have  sithence  fallen  into  that 
trimme,  they  doe  but  imitate  the  hangman*s  president,  the  which,  bow  ridiculous  a  matter  tt  is,  1  wilt 
leave  to  themselves  to  tbinke  on.'*  And  that  the  fashion  prevailed  some  years  after  Mrs  Turner*s  death, 
may  be  proved  from  Sir  Simon  D^Bwes's  relation  of  the  procession  of  King  James,  from  Whitehall  to  the 
Parliament  Uouse,  Westmittter,  SOth  Jaaaary,  16^.  [i.  e.  \&2l.}  *^  In  tbe  King's  short  progress  from 
Whitehall  to  Westminster,  these  passages  following  were  accounted  somewhat  remarkable.— And  fourth- 
lie,  that,  looking  upp  to  one  window,  as  be  passed,  full  uf  gentlewomen  or  ladies,  all  la  ydhw  bands,  be 
cried  out  aloud,  A  pox  take  yee,  are  yee  ther  ?  at  which  being  much  ashamed,  they  all  witbdrew  them- 
selves suddenlie  from  tbe  window.*' 

^  For  the  progras<— When  tbe  King  visited  tbe  different  parts  of  the  country. 

*^  0  lips,  no  lipSf  i^e* — A  bui>ksque  on  tbe  speech  of  Hieronymo  in  The  Spanish  Tragedy, 
YCL.  II.  4  E 
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2Vi».  ten  pound;  and  find  it  too  dew  a  pen- 

DTWorth.  ^       ^ 

Fan.  M?  hand,  here.    Take  it  tcnt-frce  for 
three  lives, 
To  serve  me  in  a  bwuness  ril  employ  thee. 
Trin.  Serve  you !  Ill  serve,  reserve,  conserve, 
preserve. 
Deserve  yon  for  th*  one  half.    O,  Armellina ; 
A  jointure,  ha,  a  jomture !  What's  your  eroploj- 
ment  ? 
Poll.  Here's  an  astrologer  has  a  wood  rous  se- 
cret. 
To  transform  men  to  other  shapes  and  P«r^D«; 
Trin,  How!   transform  things  to  menf  ill 
bring  nine  tailors, 
Refused  last  muster,  shall  give  five  marks  a-pieoe 
To  shape  three  men  of  service  out  of  ^iH  ,    , 
And  grant  him  tlie  remnant  shreds  above  the  bar- 
gain. 
Fm.  Now,  if  thou'lt  let  him  change  thee,  take 
thb  lease. 
Drawn  ready ;  put  what  lives  thou  pleasest. 

Trin.  Stay,  sir.  . 

Say  1  am  transformed ;  who  shall  enjoy  toe  lease, 
I,  or  the  person  I  must  turn  to  ? 

Pan.  Thou,  ,  ,    ,    . 

Thou.  The  resemblance  lasts  but  one  whole  day : 
Then  home  true  farme^  as  thou  wort  hcforo. 
Trin.  Where  shall  poor  Trincalo  be?  Hows 
tliisl  transform'd! 
Transmuted,  how  ?  not  I.    I  love  myself 
Better  than  so :  there's  your  lease,    fd  not  ven- 
ture 
For  the  whole  fee-simple. 

Fan.  Tell  me  the  difference 
Betwixt  a  ibol  and  a  wise  man. 

Trin.  Faith  as  much, 
As  *twixt  your  worsliipand  myself. 

Fan.  A  wise  man 
Accepts  all  fair  occasions  of  advancement; 
Flies  no  commodity  for  fear  of  danger. 
Ventures  and  gains,  lives  easily,  drinks  good  wme. 
Fares  neatly,  is  richly  clothed,  in  worthiest  com- 

pany  {  i.     /•        r      •! 

Wliile  your  poor  fool  and  clown,  for  fear  of  penl, 
Sweats  hourly  for  a  dry  brown  crust  to  bed- 
ward,** 
And  wakes  all  night  for  want  of  moisture 

2W«.  Well,Mr, 
Fd  rather  surve  in  this  my  loved  image, 
Than  hazard  thus  my  life  for  others'  looks. 
Change  is  a  kind  of  death;  I  dare  not  try  it. 


Pan,  ^lis  B«t«a  daDgerous  as  thou  taheit  il; 
we'll  only 
Alter  thy  count'naoce  for  a  day.    Imsgine 
rby  (UM  mask'd  oaly;  or  that  thoa  dream'ttsll 

night 
Thottwer't  appareN  in  Antonio's  form; 
And,  waking,  find*8t  thyself  true  Trmcaki 
IVtfs.  r  Antonio's  fonn!  was  not  Antsoioa 

gentleman  ? 
Fan.  Yt9S,  and  my  neigliboor ;  tliat'shisboaie. 
Trin.  O  bo ! 
Now  do  I  sineU  th*  astrologer'a  trick:  he'U  steep 

me 
la  soldiers  blood,  or  boil  me  in  a  caldron 
Of  barbamus  law  French;  or  anoint  aie  orer 
With  supple  oil  of  great  men's  services; 
For  these  three  means  raise  yeomen  to  ihe  gpatrj. 
Pardon  me,  sir;  I  hate  those medidoes.    Fiel 
All  my  posterity  will  smell  and  taste  on't, 
Long  as  the  hfiuae  of  Trincalo  endures. 
Fan.  There's  no  such  business;  tboo  sbslt  on- 
ly seem  so, 
And  thus  deceive  Antonio's  family. 

Trin.  Are  you  assured  ?  'twould  grieve  m  to 
bebray'd»» 
In  a  huge  mortar,  wrought  to  paste,  and  moiuded 
To  this  Antonio's  mould.    Grant  1  be  tsiad: 
what  then  ? 
Fan.  Enter  his  house,  be  reverenced  bj  us 
servants,  _.__ 

And  give  his  daughter  Flavin  to  me  in  msrriage. 
The  dreumstaDcesL'il  instruct  thee  after. 
Trin.  Pray  give  me  leave :  this  side  says,  dot; 
this,  do  not. 
Before  I  leave  you,  Tom  Trincalo^  take  id? 

counsel : 
Thy  mistress  Armellina  is  Antonio's  maid, 
And  thou,  in  his  thape,  ma/st  possess  her:  tum. 
But,  if  I  be  Antonio,  then  Antonio 
Enjoys  that  happiness,  not  Trincalo. 
A  pretty  trick,  to  make  myself  a  cackoki . 
No,  no;  there,  take  your  lease.    TU  btog  ont 

Soft, 
Be  not  so  cholerick,  Thomas.    If  I  become  An- 
tonio, 
Then  all  his  riches  follow.    This  fair  occsawo 
Once  vanished,  hope  not  the  like;  of  a  w 

clown,  ^ 

I  shall  appear  speck  and  span  gentlemeo*^^ 
A  pox  or  ploughs  and  carts^nnd  whips  and  howes. 
Then  Armellina  shall  begjiven  to  TriocakN 
Threehondredcrowos  her  portion.  We*Ugetaboj 


»»  Bedieerd^-^.  e.  Towards  bed-tine.    So  in  Coriolanta : 

**  And  tapeis  bnniM /a  Mbeanl.**  9* 

w  Brov'a.— I.  e.  Fcundtd.    See  note  1(»4.  to  The  Ordinary. 

so  SpJk  0nd  tpan  gentteman.Sp€ck  and  tpan  new,  is  a  phrase  not  yet  out  of  nsei  tpan 
Chancer,  Triolui  and  Crenide,  B.  ^.  L.  167 1. 

<<  This  tale  was -ale  ipcii  tMwe  to  beginae, 
**  Til  that  the  night  departid  'hem  at  wione.** 
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And  call  him  Transformation  Tnttoab': 
ni  do  it,  sir. 
Pan*  Art  resohred? 
TVifi.  Resohred!  "tisdone; 
With  this  condition:  after  I  have  given  jour 

woribip 
Mj  daughter  Flavia,  you  shall  then  move  my  wor- 
ship, 
And  much  intreat  me,  to  bestow  my  maid 
Upon  myself;  I  should  say  IVincalo. 
Pen.  Content;  and^  for  diy  sake,  will  make 
her  portion 
Two  hundred  crowns. 

Trin.  Now  are  you  much  deceived : 
I  never  meant  it. 
Fan.  How! 
Trin.  I  did  hot  jest; 
Alkd  yet,  my  hand,  I'll  do  it:  for  I  am  muti^e, 
Aia6  therefore  apt  to  change.    Come^  come,  sir, 

quickly, 
let's  to  th^Rstrologef,  and  there  transform, 
Keform,  conform,  deform  me  at  your  pleasure. 
I  loath  this  country  countenance^   Dispatch:  my 

skin 
Itche^  like  snakes  in  April,  to  be  strij^  aXL 
Quickly,  O,  quickly ;  as  you  love  Flavia,  quickly. 

[Extunt. 

SCENE  IIL 
Enier  Albumaeab,  Panpolfo,  Ronca,  mnd 

.     TaiMCALO. 

Alb.  Signior  Pandolfb,  y*  arrive  in  happiest 
hour: 

If  the  seven  planets  were  your  nearest  kindred^ 

And  all  the  coustellations  your  allies; 

Were  the  twelve  houses,  and  the  inns  o*  the  zo- 
diac, 

Yoor  own  fee-simple,  they  could  ne*er  have  cho- 
sen 

A  fitter  place  to  favour  your  designs. 

For  the  great  luminaries  look  rrom  Hilech, " 

And  midst  of  heaven,  in  angles,  conjunctions^ 

And  fortunate  aspects  of  tri'ie  and  sextile, 

lleady  to  pour  propitious  infiuencest 
Pan,  Thanks  to  your  power  and  courtesy,  that 
80  phu^ed  them. 

This  is  the  man  that's  ready  for  the  business. 
Alb,  Of  a  most  happy  countenance,  and  timber 
fit 

To  square  to  th'  gentry :  his  looks  as  apt  for 
changing. 

As  he  were  cover*d  with  cameleons^  skins. 
2Viii.  £xcept  my  hands  $  and  'twill  be  trouble- 
some 

To  fit  these  fingers  to  Antonio's  gloves. 


Pan,  Pray  let*!  about  the  'work  as  soon  as  may 

be. 
Alk  First,  chdse  a  largtf  low  room,  whoeetloor't 
full  east, 
Or  near  tndimag :  for  th'  oriental  quarter's 
Biost  bountiful  of  favours. 

Pan.  I  have  a  parlour 
Of  a  great  square,  and  height  as  yon  deairts  it 
Aib,  Southward  must  look  a  wide  and  spacious 
window; 
For  howsoever  Omar,  Alchabitius,       .     . 
Hali,  Abenezra,  seem  something  to  dissent; 
Yet  Zoroastres,  son  of  Oromasus, 
Hiarcha,  Brachman,  Thespion,  Gymnosophist^ 
Gebir,  sind  Budda  Babyionicus, 
With  all  the  subtile  Cabalists  and  Chaldees, 
Swear  the  best  influence  for  oiir  metamorphosis, 
Stoops  firom  the  south,  or,  as  some  say,  south* 
east. 
Pan.  This  room'^s  as  fit  as  you  had  mado  it  of 

purpose. 
IWii.  Now  do  I  tel  the  calf  of  my  right  leg 
Tingle,  and  dwindle  to  th*  smallness  of  a  hA* 

staff: 
Such  a  speech  more,  turns  my  high  shoes  strait 
booU.'* 
Ron,  Ne'er  were  those  authors  cited  to  better 
purpose, 
For,  through  that  window,  all  Pandolfo's  treasures 
Must  take  their  flight,  and  fall  upon  my  shoul- 
ders. 
Alb.  Now  if  this  light  meridional  had  a  krge 
casement. 
That  over-look*d  some  unfrequented  allev, 
Twere  much  more  proper:  tor  th' intelligeflees 
Are  nice  and  coy,  scorning  to  mix  their  essence 
With  throngM  duturbance  of  cross  mulMtudas. 
Ban,  Spoken  by  art,  Albnmaaar;  a  provident 
setter; 
For  so  shall  we  receive  what  thou  haqd'st  out, 
Free  from  discovery.    But,  in  my  conscience^ 
All  windows  point  full  south  for  such  a  business^ 
Pan.  Go  to  my  house,  satisfy  your  puiious 
choice : 
But,  credit  me,  this  parlour's  fit;  it  nei|hbou|rs 
To  a  blind  alley,  that,  in  bunest  term-umei 
Feels  not  the  footing  of  one  passenger, 

'  Alb*  Now  then,  declining  from  Theourgi% 
Artenosaria,  Pharmacia,  rejecting 
Necro-puro-geo-hydro-oheiro-coscinomancy,  ^' 
With  other  vain  and  superstitious  sciences^ 
We'll  anchor  at  the  ^rt  prestigiatorv. 
That  represents  onp  figure  for  another, 
With  smooth  deceit  abusing  the  eyes  of  mortals. 
2Vii8.  O  my  right  arm !  'tis  alter'd  ;  and  me- 
tbimu^ 


s*  H/(edL— We  thoald  read  HaUe,    The  name  of  Ursa  Major  in  Greek*       S.  P« 

3^  Turn  boon  —See  note  to  the  Prologue  to  The  O^blifU. 

^^  C^lclnojRanr^,--CoslLhioinattcy  Is  the  art  of  divinbg  by  a  sieve.    S.  P* 
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Lon^  for  a  sword.    These  words  have  slain  a 
plowman. 
A&.  And,  since  the  moon's  the  only  planet 
changing, 
Tor  from  tfic  Neomenia,  in  seren  days. 
To  the  Dicotima,  iu  seven  more  Co  th*  Paoseli- 

nuro,  '♦ 
And  in  as  much  from  Plenilunium 
Thofow  Dicodma  to  Neomenia, 
'ils  she  roust  help  us  in  this  operation. 

IViii.  What  (owns  are  these?  The  strangeness 
of  these  names 
Ilath  scaled  the  murks  of  many  a  painful  harvest, 
And  made  my  new-piled  finger  itch  for  dice. 
Fan.  Deeply  considered,  wood*rous  Alhuma- 
tar! 
O,  let  me  kiss  those  lips  that  flow  with  science. 
Alb.  For,  by  her  various  looks,  she  intimates 
To  understanding  souls,  that  only  site 
Hath  power  t'  effect  a  true  formation. 
Cause  then  ^our  parlour  to  be  swept  carefully, 
Wash*d,  rubb'd«  perfumed,  hang'a  round,  from 

top  to  bottom, 
With  pure  white  lunary  tap'stry,  or  needle-work ; 
But  if  'twere  doth  of  silver,  *twere  much  better. 
Roru  Good,  good !   a  rich  begmniiig:   good ! 

what's  next? 
Jib.  Spread  all  the  floor  with  finest  Holland 
sheets. 
And  over  them,  fair  damask  table-cloths; 
Above  all  these,  draw  me  chaste  virgins'  aprons : 
The  room,  tlie  work,  and  workman,  must  be  pure. 
Trin,  With  virgins*  aprons  I  tlie  whole  compass 
of  thb  city 
Cannot  afibrd  a  dozen. 

Ron.  So,  there's  shirts 
And  l)ands  to  furnish  all  on^  for  a  twelvemonth. 

Alb,  Ap  altar  in  the  midst,  loaded  with  plate 
Of  ulver  basons,  ewers,  cups,  candlesticks, 
.Fiaggons,  and  beakers;  salts,  chargers,  casting* 

bottles.  3^ 
Twere  not  amiss  to  mix  some  bowls  of  gold, 
So  they  Imb  massy,  the  better  to  resemble 
The  lovely  brotherhood  of  Sol  and  Luna : 
-AIm>  some  diamonds  for  Jupiter. 
Fqr,by  the  whiteness,  and  bright  sparkling  lustres, 
We  allure  th*  in^liigences  to  descend. 

Ren.  Furbo  and  1  are  those  in;eiligencef, 
That  must  attend  upon  the  magistery. 
'   Alb.  Now,  for  the  ceremonious  sacrifice, 
Provide  such  creatures  as  the  moon  delights  in ; 
Two  sucking  lambs,  white  as  the  Alpine  snow : 
Yet  if  they  have  a  mole  or  two,  *twill  pass; 
The  moon  herself  wants  not  her  spots. 


Pan.  Tis  true. 

Ron.  Were  they  hell-black,  we*d  make  a  aikift 

to  eat  tdem. 
Alb.  White  capons,  pheasants,  pige<Mis:    one 
little  blackbird 
Would  stain  and  spoil  the  work«    Get  several 

wines 
To  (|uench  die  holy  embers :  rhenish,  Greek  i 
White  muskadel,  sherry,  and  rich  canarj, 
So't  be  not  grown  too  yellow ;  for  the  quicke 
Brisker,  and  older,  the  better  for  these  < 

nies : 

The  more  abundance,  sooner  shall  we  fioiab. 
For  'tis  our  rule,  in  such  like  businesses 
Who  spares  most,  spends  most.    Either  this  dajr 

roust  do'i. 
Or  th'  revolution  of  five  hundred  years 
Cannot :  so  fit  are  all  the  heavens  to  hdp  us. 
Ran.  A  thousiMMl  thanks !  thou'it  make  a  com- 
plete cheat. 
Thus,  loaided  with  this  treasure,  che^'d  with 

wine, 
Strengthened  with  meat,  well  carry  thee  in  tri- 
umph. 
As  the  great  pneral  of  onr  atchievement. 
Fan*  Sir,  tor  rich  plate  and  jewels,  I 
store; 
But  know  not  how  to  furnish  you  with  haneii  ^ 
Alb.  Cannot  you  borrow  from  the  shopai  four 
hours 
Shall  render  all  as  fair  as  you  received  it. 
Pan.  That  can  I  easily  do. 
Alb.  And  hear  you,  sir : 
If  you  chance  meet  with  boxes  of  white  confia^ 
Alurchpane,  dry  sucket,  macaroooa,  and  ^e(- 

bread. 
Twin  help  on  well. 

Ron.  To  furnish  out  our  banquet. 
Alb.  I  had  clean  forgot;  we  must  hare  ambei^ 
gri8e,36 

The  greyest  can  be  fotmd,  some  dozen  ounces; 
Ml  use  but  half  a  dram;  but  'tis  our  fisahioQ 
To  offer  a  little  from  a  greater  lump. 
Pan.  Ail  shall  be  done  with  expedition. 
Alb.  And,  when  your  man's  titmsfonn'd,  the 

chain  you  promised. 
Pan.  My  luiod ;  my  deeds  shall  wait  upon  ny 

promise. 
AUf.  Lead  then,  with  happy  foot,  to  view  the 

chamber. 
Pan.  I  go,  sir.    Trincalo,  attend  os  here. 
And  not  a  word,  on  peril  of  thy  life. 

Trin.  Sir,  if  thev  kill  roe,  ril  not  stir  a  fooit ; 
And,  if  mj  tongup  s  puU'd  out,  not  speak  a  word, 


5*  P|i«i«e<Mt(ifu— The  Greek  word  for  PUnilmiunu        8.  P. 

s^  dutiag'h'ottUs.-^  e.  Bottles  out  of  which  liquid  perftuies  were  anciently  cast  or  thmwa,    S. 

They  are  mentioned  io  Littgua. 

f^  4mbersrite.*m,Sct  note  38.  to  The  Antiquary. 
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SCENE  IV. 

Enter  Tbihcalo  and  Cbicca. 
Trin.  O  what  n  bawnew  *tit  to  be  transfonn'd ! 
My  master  taiks  of  four-and-lwenty  hours : 
But,  if  I  mew  these  flag^  of  yeomanry, 
Gild  io  the  sear,  and  shine  in  bloom  of  gentry, 
Tis  not  their  'strology,  nor  sacrifice^ 
Shall   force  roe  cast  that  coat.    I'll  neer  part 

witht,  .   . 

Till  I  bo  sheriff  or  th'  county,  and  in  commission 
Of  peace  and  quorum.  Then  will  I  get  m'  a  clerk, 
A  practised  fellow,  wiser  than  mv  worship. 
And  domineer  amongst  my  fearful  neighbours. 
And  feast  them  bountifully  with  their  c»wn  bribes. 
Cric  Trincalo  ! 

Trhu  Wear  a    gold  chain  at  every  quarter 
sesnons. 
Look  big,  and  grave,  and  speak  not  one  wise 
word. 
Cric.  Trincalo ! 

Trin,  Exiimiiie  wendies  got  with  child,  and 
curiously 
Search  all  the  circumstances  $  have  blank  mitr 

timusses 
Printed  in  readiness;  breathe  nought  but, Sirrah, 
Rogue,  ha  ?  how  ?  hum  ?  Constable,  look  to  your 

charge; 
Then  vouch  a  statute,  and  a  Latin  sentence, 
Wide  from  the  matter. 
Cric.  Trincalo ! 
Trin*  Licence  all  ale-houses, 
|datch  my  sun  Tfansformation    t'  a    knight's 

oaughter. 
And  buy  a  bouncing  pedigree  of  a  Welch  herald : 

and  then 

Cric  )yhat !  in  such  serious  meditations? 
!ZV«f»c.  Faith  no ;    but  bmldiiig  castles  in  the 
air, 
While  th'  weather's  fit:  O  Cricca,  such  a  business! 
Cric  What  is't  ? 

2W».  Nay,  soft;  they're  secret^  of  my  master, 
Lock'd  in  my  breast;  he  has  the  key  at's  purse- 
strings* 
Cric  My  master's  secret !   keep  it,  good  far- 
mer, keep  it; 
I  would  not  lend  an  ear  to't,  if  thou'dst  hire  me. 
Farewell. 
2VtJi.  O,  how  it  boils  and  swells  !  if  I  keep't 
longer, 
'y  will  grow  t'  impostume  in  my  breast|  and  choke 
iiie.— Cricca ! 


Cric  Adieu,  good  Trincalo;  the  secrets  of  our 
betters 
Are  dangers;  I  dare  not  know't. 

Trtn.  But,  hear'st  thou  ; 
Say,  I  should  tell,  can'st  keep't  as  close  as  I  do? 
Cric  Yes :  but  I  had  rather  want  it.  Adieu, 
Trin.  Albumazar— 
Cric  Farewell 
Trin.  AlbumafiMtf— 
Cric  Pr'ythee. 
Irin.  Albumazar, 
Th'  aslioloeer,  hath  undertook  to  change  me 
V  Antonio  »  shape :  this  done,  must  I  give  Flavis 
To  my  old  master,  and  his  maid  to  Tnucaio. 
Cric.  But  Where's  Pandolfo  and  Albumazar  ? 
Trin.  Gone  newly  home  to  chuse  a  chamber 
htiing 
For  transmutation. — So,  now  my  heart's  at  ease. 
Cric  I  fear  the  skill  and  cunning  of  Albumazar 
With  tiis  black  art,  by  whom  Pandelfb  seeks 
To  a>mpass  Flavia,  spite  of  her  brother  Lelio, 
And  his  own  son  Eugenio,  that  loves  her  dearly. 
I'll  lo«e  no  time,  but  find  them,  and  reveal 
The  plot,  and  work  to  cross  tliis  accident 
But,  Trincalo,  art  thou  so  rash  and  vent*rous 
To  be  transform'd  with  hazard  of  thy  life  ? 

Trin,  What  care  I  for  a  life,  that  have  a  lease 
For  three?  but  I  am  certain  there's  no  danger  in*t. 
Crtc.  No  dang^ !  cut  thy  finger,  and  that  paint 
thee; 
Then  what  will't  do  to  shred  and  rninoe  thy  car- 
case, 
Bury't  10  horse-dung,  mould  it  new,  and  turn  it 
T*  Antonio  ?  and,  when  th'  art  changed,  if  Lelia 
Smell  out  your  plot,  what  worlds  of  punishment 
Thou  must  endure !  Poor  Trincalo !  the  desire 
Of  gains  abuses  thee :  be  not  transform'd. 

Trill.   Cncca,    thou  understandest  not:    for 
Antonio, 
Whom  I  resemble,  suffers  all,  not  L 
Cric*  Yonder  they  come;  I'll  hence, and  haste 
to  Lelio.  [Exit. 

SCENE  V. 

Enter  Albumazar,  Pandolfo  and  TRmcALq. 

Alb.  The  chamber's  fit :  provide  the  plate  and^ 

hangings. 
And  other  neccssariM :  give  strict  order 
The  room  be  dean^tl,  perfum'd,  and  hang'd  ^ 

mean  while. 
With  astrolabe  ^^  and  meteoroscope,  3* 
rU  find  the  cusp  ^^  and  alfridaria  ^. 


V  Atiroia^^AM  iMtnnneDt  chiefly  used  for  taking  the  aUitade  of  the  pole^  the  spn,  or  stars,  at  sea. 

38  Mttatracopc^A  name  given  to  soch  instroioenu  as  are  wed  for  observiog  and  determiniog  the  dist* 
aoces,  magnltades,  and  places  of  the  heavenly  bodies.  ...     ,     , 

»MJ«ip]--A  term  to  express  the  points  or  horns  of  the  moon,  oc  other  luminary. 

40  J(/iaarta,«-Witb  a6trolo|^rs^  is  a  temporary  power  they  Imagine  the  planets  have  9ipr  thr  life  of 
py  person. 
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And  know  whftt  planet  n  10  catiml^ 
Fan,  All  shall  be  ready,  sir,  as  yon  oommand 

it 
Trin.  Doctor  Albumanr,  I  have  a  irein  of 
drinking, 
And  arterf  of  lechery,  runs  thrMigh  my  body : 
Pray,  when  you  turn  me  gentleman,  presenre 
Those  two,  ift  mav  be  done  with  reputation. 
Alb.  Fearnot;  I'll  only  call  the  first,  gpod 
fellowship, 
And  th*  other,  civil  recreation.  * 

Trtn.  And  when  you  come  to  th*  heaH^  spoil 
not  the  love  of  ArtneUUm ; 
And  in  my  brain  leave  as  much  discretion 
As  may  spy  Talsehood  in  a  uvem  reckoning ; 
And  let  roe  alone  for  bounty  to  wink  and  pay't; 
And  if  you  change  me  perfectly, 
m  bring  /  a  doien  knights  fot  customers. 
Alb.  I  warrant  thee.— Sir,  are  yoUwell  in- 
structed 
In  all  these  necessaries? 
Pun.  They'fe  in  my  table-book. 
Alb.  Forget  not  clothes  for  th'  new  transf^Mm'd, 
and  robes 
For  me  to  sacrifioe,  you  know  the  fashion. 
rU  rather  change  five,  than  apparel  onet 
For  men  have  living  souls,  clothes  are  unanimate. 
Fan,  Here,  take  this  riug,  dehver  it  to  ray 
brother, 
An  officer  in  the  wardrobe;  he'll  furnish  you 
With  robes  and  clothes  of  any  stuff  or  fashion. 
Alb.  Almuten  Alchochoden  ^*  of  the  stars  at- 
tend you. 
P«}|.  I  kiss  your  hands,  divine  astrologer. 

SCENE  VI. 

Enter  Pandolfo  and  Trincalo. 

Pan.  Up  quickly,  Trincalo,  to  my  child  Sulpitia; 
Bid  her  lay  out  my  fairest  damask  table-cloths. 
The  fairest  Holland  sheets,  all  the  silver  plate, 
Two  gossips  cups  of  gold,  my  greatest  diamonds : 
Make  haste. 

Trtn,  As  fast  as  Alchochoden  and  Almuten 
Pan  carry  me:  for  sure  these  two  are  devils. 

Fan.  This  is  that  blessed  day  I  so  much  long*d 
fur: 


Four  hours  attendance,  till  my  man  be  ehangodp 
Fast  locks  me  in  the  lovely  arms  of  Flavia.  Away, 

Trincalo. 
How  slow  the  day  slides  on  ^  when  we  desire 
Time's  haste,  it  seems  to  lose  a  match  witb  IoIh 

sters; 
And,  when  we  wish  him  stay,  be  imps  His  winp 
With  leathers  plum'd  with   thmttiht.^^      W&. 
Trincalo !  ' 

2Via.  Here,  sir. 

Pan.  Come,  let's  away  for  dotli  of  silver, 
Wine,  and  materiak  for  the  sacrifice.    [FaiMir 

9CENEVU. 

Enter  Lslio,  Eugevio,  and  Caicc4. 

Lelia,  Eugenioi  these  words  are  wendeis  pagt 
belief. 
Is  your  old  father  of  so  poor  a  jadpusumt. 
To  think  it  in  the  power  of  man,  to  torn 
One  person  to  another  ? 

Eu0,  Leiio,  his  desire 
T  enjoy  your  sister  Flavia,  begets  hope^ 
Which,  like  a  waking  dream,  mafaos  false  ap> 

pearance 
Lively  as  truth  itself. 

LeL  But  who's  the  man 
That  works  these  miracles  ? 

Eug,  An  astrologer. 

Lu.  How  deals  astrology  widi  tranmMitatioB  ? 

Cric.  Under  tlie  vail  and  ci >loor  of  astrology. 
He  clouds  his  hellish  skill  in  necroowno^ 
Believe  it,  by  some  art,  or  false  impoitat«^ 
Hell  much  disturb  your  love,  and  yoilr\  FiiLcaao 

Lei.  Eugenie,  'tis  h kh  time  for  ui  t'  awake ; 
And,  as  you  love  oar  Ftefia,  and  I 
Your  sister,  fair  Sulpitia ;  let's  do  semetlitng 
Worthy  their  beauties.    Who  fislls  into  a  ieil 
Swoh)  big  with  tempest  but  ha  boldly  betta 
The  waves,  with  arms  and  legs,  to  save  bis  lite  ? 
So  let  us  strive  'gainst  troubloos  stnrms  of  lov^ 
With  our  best  power,  lest  after  we  ascribe 
'The  loss  to  onr  dull  negligence,  not  fbrmoe. 

Eug.  Lelio^  had  I  no  interast  in  yonr  sister. 
The  holy  league  of  friendship  sboeld  oominaiid 

me^ 
Besides  the  seconding  Sulpitia's  love. 
Who  to  your  nobleness  commends  ber  Kfe. 


♦'  Casji-mf.— The  ceotre  of  the  son  —A  planet  is  said  to  be  in  fau^mi,  when  it  is  not  above  tO  decrees 
distant  from  the  body  of  the  sun.  «^a»w=» 

♦*  Almuen  Alchochod9n.'^Almwten^  with  astroneroers,  is  the  lord  of  a  flgare,or  thestroncett  plaaet  ia 
a  nativity  ^Alchochoden  is  the  giver  of  life  or  years,  the  planet  which  bean  rule  in  the  pHncipallUaca 
of  an  astrological  flgore,  when  a  person  is  bom  j  so  that  his  life  may  be  expected  loueer  or  shoiterae- 
cordlDg  to  the  station,  Ac.  of  fh'is  planet.  .r  r-  -»  ^>^^  m^ 

^— *e  imps  hit  wing$ 
With  feaihcn  ptum'd  mith  thought.^"'  To  Jmpe,-  (iays  Blount)  «  Is  a  term  most  usaal  amonc  b|. 
coners,   and  is,  when  a  feather  in  a  hawke's  wing  b  broken,  and  another  piece  imped  or  wnSd  oa 

the  stamp  of  the  oW." "  Himr  or  imp,  in  the  British  Uoguage,  Is  itiiv»ilii<  a  yoa^  giafff  oTtwiri 

thei.ce  iiwpW,  the  verb  to  ioocniate,  or  graff.  Hence  the  word  to  imp  b  borrowed  bv  the  luiallS  I 
flfU,  sorely,  to  groff  trees,  and  thence  translated  to  imping  featheist"  See  also  Mr.  Steereas^  Mteos 
i^wg  IfiChara  zd,  A.  Z|  8.  I. 
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IaL  Sb«ciuDiioloiit-lof«me,aorjooeiitrfrieiMl 

For  tk*  aactea  naiM  whertof,  I  liaiire  r^ected 

Your  fotber^s  o8m»  iroportumtie% 

Letters,  conditioiiSy  aerrants,  friends^  and,  lastfy» 

His  tender  of  Solpitia  in  exchange 

For  Flavia.    But,  though  I  love  your  siafetr 

Like  mine  own  soul ;  yet  did  the  laws  of  friend? 

ship 
Master  that  strong  affection,  and  denied  htuL 
Eug,  Thanks  ever,  and  as  long  shall  my  best 


Wait  on  your  wiiL    Cricca,  oor  hope*s  in  thee; 
ThoQ  must  instruct  us. 

Crtr.  You  most  trust  in  fortune, 
That  makes  or  mars  the  wisest  parposes. 

Ltl  Whatsay'st?  whatthiiik*sl? 

Cric  Here's  no  great  need  of  thinking 
Nor  speech;  the  oil  of  scorpions  cures  tfaetr  poison. 
The  thin^  itself  that's  bent  to  hurt  and  hinder  yoo, 
Ofiers  a  remedy :  *tis  no  sooner  known> 
But  th'  worst  on*t  is  prevented. 

Ettf.  How,  good  Cricca  ? 

Cric  Soon  as  you  see  this  false  Antonio 
Come  near  your  doors»  with  speeches  made  of 

pttrp<Me, 
Full  of  humility  and  eompassion, 
With  long  narrationB^  how  be  *8cap*d  from- ship- 
wreck, 
And  other  feign'd  inventions  of  his  dangers. 
Bid  him  begone;  and  if  he  press  to  enterv 
Fear  not  the  reverence  of  your  fadier's  looks; 
Cudgel  him  thence* 

Xe/.  But  were't  not  better,  Cricca, 
Keep  hhn  fast  lockt,  till  his  own  shape  return  ; 
And  so  by  open  course  of  law  correct  him. 

Cric   No.    For  my  master  would  conceive 
that  counsel 
Sprung  from  my  brains;  and  so  should  I  repent  it. 
Advise  DO  more,  but  home,  and  charee  your 

people,  • 

That  if  Antonio  come,  they  drive  him  thenofr 
With  threatening  words,  and  blows,  if  iiee^  be. 

Ld,  'Tis  done. 
I  kiss  your  hands,  Eugento. 

Eug,  Your  servant,  sir.  [Exit  Lelio. 


SCENE  VUL 

Enter  Euoenio,  Cricca,  and  Flavia. 

Emg.  Cricca,   commend    my  service  to  my 

mistress. 
Crio,  Commend  it  to  heryotn^f.  Mark'd  yoo 
nocv  while 
We  talk'd,  how  through  the  window  she  attended, 
And  fed  her  eyes  on  you  ?  there  she  is. 

Eug.  Tis  true. 
And,  as  from  nights  of  storms  the  glorioos  sun 


Breaks  from  die  aast,  a^d  cbasetii  tliMQe  the 

clouds 
Tl|at  eboak't  th^  air  with  hQrsor»  so  her  beantj 
Dispels  sad  darkness  from  my  troubled  thoo^USi 
And  dears  my  hearr. 

Flav*  LiPs  of  my  soul,  well  met. 

£ti^.  How  is%  my  dearest  Flavia  I 

Flav.  Eugeoio, 
As  best  becomes  a  woman  most  nnforttinate; 
That,  having  lov'd  so  long,  and  been  persuaded 
Her  chaste  affi*ctioo  was  by  your^s  requited, 
I  Have  by  delays  boon  famish  d.    Had  I  concealed 
Those  flames  your  virtue  kindled,  then  v'adsued, 
Intreated,  sworn,  and  vow'd,  and,  long  ere  this. 
Wrought  all  means  possible  to  effect  our  marriage. 
But  now-—** 

JSi^.  Sweet  soul,  despair  not;  weep  not  thus. 
Unless  you  wish  mv  heart  should  life-blood  drop» 
Fast  as  your  eyes  da  tears.    Wha;  is't  you  foar  ? 

Flav.  First,  that  you  love  me  not. 

E¥g,  Not  love  my  Flavia ! 
Wrong  not  your  judgment:  rip  up  this  amofous 

bneast, 
And  in  that  temple  see  a  heart  that  boms 
I'  th'  vestal  sacrifice  of  chastest  lov^ 
Before  your  beauty'^  deity. 

r/ar.Ifso^ 
Whence  grows  this  coldness  ior  soliciting 
My  bsother  to  the  match  ? 

Eug,  Consider,  ssreclcnt,. 
I  have  a  father^  rtval<in  my  love  ; 
Aud,  though  no  duty,  reverenc  enor  respect,. 
Have  power  to  change  my  thoughts;  yet  'tis  not 

comely 
With  open  violence  to  withstand  his  will ; 
But  by  fair  courses  try  to  divert  his  mind  ^ 
From  disproportiooed  affections. 
And  if  I  cannot,  thea  nor  fear  of  anger, 
Nur  life,  nor  lands,  shall  cdoss  oar  purposes; 
Comfort  yourself,  sweet  Flavia :  for  ^ur  brother 
Seconds  oor  hopes  with  his  best  servioes. 

JP/av.  But  other  fears  oppress  me;  methinks  X 
sea. 
Antonio,  my  old  father,  now  returned. 
Whom  all  intelligence  have  drown'd  this  three 

months, 
Enforcing  me  to  marry  the  fool  Pandolfo^ 
Thus  to  obtain  Sulpitia  for  himself; 
And  so  last  night  I  dream*d, ,  and  ever  since 
Have  been  so  scared,-  that,  if  yon  haste  not. 
Expect  my  death. 

Eugm  Dreams  fl6w  from  thoughts  of  things  we 
most  desire 
Or  fear,  and  seldom  prove  tme  prophets;  would 

they  did! 
Then  were  I  now  in  full  possession 
Of  my  best  Flaria;  as  I  hope  I  shall  be. 

Cric  Sir,  pray  take  your  ie^ve  :  this  is  to  qo 
end. 


^  But  hpfair  courses  try  to  divert  his  mind.— 7o,  the  sicn  of  the  infioitive.  It  often  omitted,  and  the 
tene  rrquires  it  should  be  exponged  here,  8.  P.    Both  the  4ios  rend  as  in  the  text. 
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Twill  bot  incrcue  jour  gri^f  and  her's. 

Bug.  FvewtAlf 
Sweet  Flavim;  rest  contented  with  assurance 
Of  mj  best  love  and  seirioe. 

Flav.  Farewell,  Eugenio. 

lEseunt  Eucbnio  and  Ckicca.. 


.      SCENE  K. 

Enter  Sulpitia.  and  Flavia.. 

SuL  FlaTia,  I  kiss  jour  hands. 

Fhv,  Sulpitia,  I  pnij  jou  pardon  me,  I  saw 
you  not. 

SuL  V  faith,  you  have  some  fiit  thoughts  draw 
TOur  eyes  inward,  when  you  see  not  your  friends 
before  you* 

Flav*  True;  and  I  think  the  same  that  trouble 
you. 

SuL  Then  'tis  the  lore  of  a  young  gentleman, 
and  bitter  hatred  of  an  old  dotard. 

Fiav.  Tisso;  witness  your  brother  Eugenio. 
and  the  rotten  carcase  of  Pandolfo.  Htul  I  a 
hundred  hearts,  I  should  want  room  to  entertain 
his  love,  and  the  other's  hate. 

SuL  I  could  say  as  much,  were*t  not  sin  to 
slander  the  dead,  Mi>^erable  wenches!  how 
have  we  offended  our  fathers,  that  they  should 
make  us  the  price  of  their  dotage,  the  medicines 
of  their  griefs,  that  have  more  need  of  physic 
ourselves  ?  I  roust  be  frost-bitten  with  the  cold 
of  your  dad*s  winter,  that  mine  may  thaw  his  old 
ice  with  the  spring  of  your  siiteen.  I  thank  my 
dead  mother,  that  \e(t  me  a  woman's  will  in  her 
last  testament :  that's  all  the  weapons  we  poor 
giris  can  use,  and  with  that  will  I  light  'gainst 
father,  friends,  and  kindred,  and  either  enjoy 
Leiia,  or  die  in  the  field  in's  quarrel. 

Fiav.  Sulpitia,  you  are  happy  that  can  with- 
stand your  foitune  with  so  tsMarry  a  resolution. 

SuL  Why  should  I  twine  mine  arms  to  cables,^' 
and  ugh  my  soul  to  air  ?  Sit  up  all  night  like  a 


watdiine  candle,  ^  and  distil  my  tn^dns  tfaroo^ 
my  eye-lids  ?  Your  brother  loves  me,  and  I  love 
your  brother;  and,  where  these  two  consent,  I 
would  fain  see  a  third  could  hinder  us. 

Fta;v.  Alas !  our  sex  is  most  wretched,  nnrsed 
up  from  infancy  in  continual  slavery.  No  soon* 
er  able  to  prejr  for  ourselves,  but  they  brail  and 
hud  us^^  so  With  sour  awe  of  parents,  that  we 
dare  not  offer  to  bate^  at  our  desires.  And 
whereas  it  becomes  men  to  vent  their  aoiorcMia 
pasAons  at  their  pleasure,  we  poor  souls  most 
rake  up  our  aflfections  in  the  ashes  of  a  bomt 
heart,  not  daring  to  sigh,  withont  excoae  of  the 
spleen,  or  fit  of  the  mother. 

SuL  I  plainly  will  profess  my  love  ofLelio; 
'tis  hones^  chaste,  and  stains  not  modesty.  Sbadl 
I  be  married  to  Antonio,  that  hath  been  a  sooi^d 
sea-fish  these  three  months  i  and,  if  be  be  alive, 
comes  home  with  as  many  impairs  as  a  huDt- 
ing  geldioff  or  a  fairn  pack-horse  ?    No,  no ;  HI 
see  him  fieese  to  crysuJ  first  In  other  things, 
good  father,  1  am  your  most  obedient  daughter, 
but  in  this,  a  pore  woman.    Tis  yoor   part  to 
offer,  mine  to  refuse,  if  I  like  not.    Lelio*s  m 
handsome  gentleman,  young,    ^^^   "^    ^"^ 
well-fashion*d ;  and  him  will  Sulpitia  have,  or  die 
a  maid  :  And  i'  faith,  the  temper  of  mj  l»lood 
tells  me,  I  never  was  born  to  so  cold  a  misfor* 
tune.    Fie,  Flavia !  fie,  wench !  no  more   with 
tears  and  sighs,  cheer  up;  Eugenio  to  mj  know- 
ledge loves  yon,  and  yon  shall  have  him  ;  I  ta/ 
you  shall  have  him, 

Flav,  I  doubt  not  of  his  love,  bat  know  no 
means  how  he  dares  work  against  so  great  a  rival: 
your  father,  in  a  spleen,  may  disinherit  him. 

SuL  And  give*t  to  whom  ?  H'  as  none  bat  bin 
and  me :  what  though  he  doat  a  while  upon  your 
beauty,  he  will  not  prove  unnatural  to  his  son. 
Go  to  your  chamber :  my  genius  whispen  in  mj 
ear,  and  swears,  tliis  night  we  shall  enjoy  oar 
loves;  and,  with  that  hope,  farewell. 

Flav.  Farewell,  Sulpitia.  [Ereuui. 


*i  Wkjf  ihould  I  tfgin§  mine  arms  to  cablet,  &c.— >Tbe  same  thought  occurs  In  Shakespeare*s  Latere 
tabeur't  Lost,  A.  4,  S.  S. 

«  O  me!  with  what  strict  patience  have  I  sat, 
**  To  tee  a  king  tnu»fom'd  to  a  knot  / 

^  Watehing  candle, — Mr,  Steevent,  in  bto  note  to  King  Richard  the  Thirds  A.  5,  9.  S*  observes  there 
was  anciently  a  particular  kind  of  candle,  called  a  watch,  because,  being  marked  out  into  sections,  each 
of  which  was  a  certain  portion  of  time  in  burning,  it  supplied  the  place  of  the  more  modem  Instrument 
by  which  we  measure  the  hours.  He  also  says,  these  candles  are  represented  with  great  akety  in  some 
of  the  pictures  of  Albert  Durer. 

^7  But  thejf  brail  and  hnd  «<•— These  words,  as  here  printed,  may  be  the  pure  language  of  fiUconry, 
like  hate,  which  follows,  and  signifies  to  flutter.  Yet  1  suspect  that  for  brail  #e  should  read  be^rail^  and 
for  hud  us,  k9od  us. 

^  Bate^-^Laiham  calls  it  bat,  and  explains  it  to  be  '^  Srhen  a  hawke  Ihittereth  with  her  wings,  either 
**  from  the  peorcb,  or  the  man's  fist,  strivibg,  as  it  were,  to  file  away  or  get  liberties" 
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Cric  Delhrer  it  me, 
And  ril  present  ii  to  him  in  your  name. 
Pam  *rha(s  been  an  heiMoom  ^  to  our  house 
four  hundred  years; 
And,  should  1  leave  it  now,  I  fear  good  fortune 
Would  fty  from  us,  and  follow  it. 

CrU,  Then  give  him 
The  price  in  gold. 

Pan,  It  comes  to  a  hundred  pounds ; 
And  how  would  that^  well   husbanded,  grow  in 

time! 
I  was  a  fool  to  promise,  I  confess  it; 
I  was  too  hot  and  forward  in  the  busine^ 
Cric,  Indeed  1  wonder*d  that  your  wary  thrif- 
tiness, 
Not  wont  to  drop  one  penny  in  a  quarter 
Idly,  would  part  with  such  a  sum  so  easily. 

.  Pan.  My  covetouH  thrift  aims  at  no  other  nmrk 
Thau  in  fit  time  and  place  to  shew  my  bounty. 
Who  gives  continual ly,  may  want  at  lei^ch 
Wherewith  to  feed  his  liberality. 
But,  for  the  love  of  my  dear  Flavia, 
]  would  not  spare  my  life,  much  less  my  tresisure. 
Yet,  if  with  honour  I  can  win  Iter  cheaper. 
Why  ^ould  [  cast  away  so  great  a  sum  ? 

Cric,  True :  I  have  a  trick  now  hatching  in  my 
brain, 
liow  you  may  handsomely  preserve  your  predit, 
And  save  the  cliain. 

Pan.  I  would  gladly  do  it. 
But  fear  be  understands  us  what  we  say. 

Crk.  What  can  you  lose  to  trv't  ?  If  it  take. 
There's  so  much  sav*d,  if  otherwise,  nothing  lost* 
Pan.  What  is' t»  good^Cricca? 
CrUt  Soon  as  Albumaiar  comes,  loaded  with 
news  . 
Of  th*  transmutation  of  your  servant  Trincalo, 
ni  entertain  him  here ;  mean  while,  steal  you 
Closely  into  the  room,  and  quickly  hide 
Some  special  piece  of  plate :  then  run  out  amaz*d ; 
Roaring*  that  all  the  street  may  know  y*are 

robb*d. 
Next,  threaten  to  attach  him,  and  accuse  bim 
Before  a  justice ;  and  in  th*  end  agree, 
If  he  restore  the  plate,  you'U  give  the  chain, 
Otherwise  not.    ' 

Pan,  But  if  we  be  discovered ! 
For,  by  his  instroments  and  familiars, 
He  can  do  much. 

Cric*  Lay  all  the  fault  on  Trincalo. 
But  here's  the  main  poinL    If  you  can  dissemble 
Cunningly,  and  frame  your  countenance  to  ev 

press 
Pity  and  anger,  that  so  learn'd  a  man 
Should  use  his  friend  ^  basely ;  if  you  can  call 
An  out-cry  well,  roar  high  ami  terrible^— 


Pan.  ril  fetch  a  cry  from'  the  bottom  of  my 
heels 
But  I'll  roar  loud  enough ;  and  thou  must  second 

roe 
With  wonder  at  the  sudden  accident. 

Cric.  But  your's  is  the  main  part ;  for,  as  you 
play't. 
You  win  or  lose  the  chain. 
Pan.    No  more,  no  more,  he  coraesi 

SCEMEII. 
Enter  Albuua^ar,  Paxoolfo,  and  Cricca. 
Alif*  Signior  Pandolfo,   three  quarters  of  an 
hour 
Renders  your  -servant  perfectly  transform'd. 
Cric,  Is  he  not  wholly  changed?  What  parts 

are  wanting? 
Alb.  Antonio's  shape  hath  cloath*d  liis  bulk  ^^ 
and  visage ; 
Only  bis  hands  and  feet,  so  large  and  callous, 
Require  more  time  to  supple* 

Cric,  Pray  you,  sir. 
How  long  shall  he  retain  this  metamorphosis? 
.  Alb,  The  compleat  circle  of  a  natural  day. 
Cric.  A  natural  day  !  are  any  days  unnatural  ? 
Alb.  I  mean  the  revolution  of  ili'  first  mover, 
Just  twice  twelve  hours,  in  which  period,  tbe 

rapt  motibn 
Rolls  all  the  orbs  from  east  to  Occident. 

Pan.  Help,  help,  thieves,  thieves;  neighbours, 

I  am  robbed ;  thieves,  thieves ! 
Cric.  What  a  uoise  make  you,  sir  ? 
Pan.  Have  I  not  reason, 
That  thus  am  robb*d  ?  Tliicves,  thieves !   call 

constables, 
The  watch  and  Serjeants,  friends  and  constables; 
Neighbours,  I  am  undone. 
O'ic.  This  is  well  begun, 
Sp  he  hold  out  still  with  a  higher  strain. 
What  ails  you,  sir  ? 

Pan.  Cricca,  my  chamber's  spoiPd 
Of  all  my  hanging,  cloaths,  and  silver  plote^  • 
Cric,  Why,  this  is  bravely  feign'd ;  continue, 

sir. 
Pan.  Lay  all  the  goldsmiths,  keepers,  mar- 
shals, bailiflfs. 
Cric,  Fie,  sir,  your  passion  falls;  cry  louder, 
roar 
That  all  the  street  may  hear^ 

Pan.  Thieves,  thieves,  thieves! 
All  that  I  had  is  gone,  and  more  than  alL 

Cric  Ha»  ba,  ba,  hold  out;  lay  out  a  lion's 
throat; 
A  little  louder. 
fan^  I  can  cfy  no  longer. 


^  Heir4oom,f^**  Heir'loom$  ore  such  goads  aad  personal  chattelfl#  at,  contrary  to  the  natare  of  rliat* 
'  teb,  shall  go  by: special  costom  to  the  beir,  along  with  the  inheritance,  and  not  to  tbe  executor  of  (lie 
'  last  proprietor.    The  teroiinatMio,  lOQm^  is  of  Saxoo  original,  In  which  longaage  it  signifies  a  limb  ar 
"  member  of  tbe  loherit&ncer— fi/ac^fone*«  Comrnentariety  vol.  2.  p.  4^7. 
5^  Btta^— I.  e.  Body.    See  note  3,  to  Thefnt  fori  ofJercnimo,  vol.  I.  p.46l, 
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My  throat's  sore  i  I  am  robb'd,  I  am  robb*d,  all's 

gone. 
Both  mj  own  treasare,  and  the  things  I  boirow'dU 
Make  thou  an  outcry,  I  hare  lost  my  voice  ; 
Cry  fire,  and  then  they*!!  hear  thee* 

Crtc.  Good,  good.^Thieves ! 
What  have  you  lost? 

Pan.  Wine,  jewels,  table-doths, 
A  cupboard  of  rich  plate. 

Crie.  Fie,  yuu'l!  sooil  all. 
Now  you  outdo  it.    Say  but  a  bowl  or  two. 
Fan.  Villain,  I  say  all's  gone;  the  room's  as 
clean 
As  a  wip'd  looking-glass :  oh  me,  oh  me ! 
Cric  What,  in  good  earnest  ? 
Pan,  Fool,  in  accursed  earnest. 
Cric,  You  gull  me,  sure. 
Pan.  The  window  towards  the  south  stands 
ope,  from  whence 
Went  all  my  treasure.    Where's  the  astrologer  ? 
Aib.  Here,  sir;  and  hardly  can  abstain  from 
laughing, 
To  see  you  vex  yourself  in  vain. 

Pan.  In  vaiii,  Albuniazar ! 
,1  left  my  plate  with  you,  and  'tis  all  vanished. 
And  YOU  shall  answer  it. 

Alb.  O!  were  it  possible, 
By  power  of  art  to  check  what  art  hath  done. 
Your  man  should  ne'er  be  changed :  to  wrong 

me  thus 
With  foul  suspicion  of  flat  felony ! 
Your  plate,  your  cloth  of  silver,  wine,  and  jewels^ 
Linen,  and  all  the  rest,  I  gave  to  Trincalo, 
And,  for  more  safety,  lock'd  them  in  the  lobby. 
He'll  keep  them  carefully.     But,  as  you  love 

your  mistress. 
Disturb  hmi  not  this  half  honr,  lest  you'll  have 

him 
Like  to  a  centaur,  half  clown,  half  gentleman ; 
Suffer  his  foot  and  hand,  that's  yet  untouch'd, 
To  he  innobled  like  liis  other  members. 

Pan.  Albumazar,  I  pray  you  pardon  me, 
Th'  nnlook'd  for  bareness  of  the  room  amai'd 
me. 
Alb.  How !   think  you  me  so  negligent,  to 
commit 
So  ridi  a  mass  of  treasure  to  th'  open  danger 
Of  a  large  casement,  and  sospicious  alley  ? 
No,  sir ;  my  sacrifice  no  sooner  done. 
But  I  wrapp'd  all  up  safe,  and  gave  it  Trincalo. 
I  could  be  angry,  but  that  your  sudden  fear 
Excuses  you.    Fie;  such  a  noise  as  this 
Half  an  hour  past,  had  scar'd  the  intelligences. 
And  spoil'd  the  work ;  but  no  harm  done :  go 

walk 
Westward,  directly- westward,  one  half  hour; 


Then  turn  back,  and  take  yoor  servant  tum'd  ^ 

Antonio, 
And,  as  yoo  like  my  skill,  perform  your  prombe, 
I  mean  the  chain. 

Pan.  Content,  let's  still  fp  westward ; 
Westward,  good  Cricca,  stiU  directly  westwavd. 

[Exatmt% 

SCENE  nL 
Enter  Albumazar,  Rohca,  Hajipax,  mmd 

FVRBO. 

Alb.  Harpaz,  Forb6,  and  Roaca,  cooie  oat, 

all^  clear. 
Why,  here's  a  noble  prize,  worth  venlfring  for. 
Is  not  this  braver  than  sneak  all  nig^t  in  danser. 
Picking  of  locks,  or  booking  dotbs  at  wtndowa  I 
Here's  plate,  and  gold,  ami  docfa,  and  meftt^ 

and  wine. 
All  rich  and  easily  got.    Booca,  stay  hereaboat. 
And  wait  till  Trii^o  come  fortfi:    then  call 

him. 
With  a  low  reverence,  Antonio; 
Give  him  this  gold,  with  thanks;  tdl  him  he 

lent  it 
Before  he  went  to  Barbaij. 
Ron.  How !  lose  ten  pieces? 
Alb.   There's  a  necessity  in't,  devise  tome 

course  *  • 

To  get't  again :  if  not,  our  gain's  sufl&cient 
To  bear  that  loss.    Furbo,  find  oat  Bevilona 
The  courtezan,  let  her  feign  herself  a  gentle- 
woman, 
Inamonr^d  of  Antonio ;  bid  her  invite  him 
To  banquet  with  her,  and,  by  all  means  possble. 
Force  him  stay  there  two  hours. 
Har.  Why  two  hours  ? 
Alb.  That  in  that  time  thoa  mavest  convey 
Our  treasure  to  the  inn,  and  speak  a  boat 
Ready  for  Graveseod,  and  provide  a  sapper : 
Where,  with  those  precious  liquors,  and  good 

meats, 
We'n  cheer  ourselves;  and  thus  well  fcd,  and 

merrjr, 
Take  boat  by  night. 

Fur.  And  what  will  yon  do  ? 

Alb.  First  in,  and  usher  oat  oar  diaiweling, 

Trincalo. 
Then  finish  up  a  business  of  great  profit. 
Begun  with  a  rich  merchant,  that  admires 
My  skill  in  alchymy.    I  must  not  lose  it.^ 
JRon.  Harpax,  bestow  the  plate;  Farbo^  onr 

beards, 
Black  patches  for  our  eyes,  and  other  proper- 

tie^" 
And  al  the  time  and  place  roeel  all  at  mipper. 


Pro/»eftte»>-.Properties  are  whatever  IHtle  articles  are  wanted  for  the  actors,  accoidiiw  to  their  te- 
spectWc  parts,  drcsws  and  sceaes  excepted.  The  penon  who  deliven  tbcm  out,  is  to  tMs  day  called  the 
prof^rtym^    See  Mr  Mecvcns's  note  to  iftd^wniacr'f  JVt^W'i  Prtam,  A.  1.  8. «. 
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SCENE  IV. 
EnUr  Albumazar  and  Trincalo. 

Alb,  Stand  forth,  transformM  Antonio,  fully 
niued 
From  brown  soar  fealhem  ^*  of  dull  yeomanry. 
To  th'  glorious  bloom  of  gentry  :  prune  yourself 

sleek;" 
Swear  boldly  y'  are  the  man  you  represent, 
To  all  that  dare  deny  it. 

2W/I.  I  find  my  thoughts 
Most  strangely  alter'd,  but  mclhinks  my  face 
Feels  stUMike  Trincalo. 

Aib,  You  imagine  so. 
Sendcs  are  oft  deceived.    As  an  attentive  angler, 
Piking  his  steady  eyes  on  the  swif^  streams 
Of  a  steep  tumbling  torrent,  no  sooner  turns 
His  sight  to  land,  but  giddy,  thinks  the  firm 

banks 
And  constant  trees,  more  like  the  running  wa- 
ters: 
So  yon,  that  thirty  years  have  lived  in  Trincalo, 
Changed  suddenly,  thiuk  y'arc  so  still ;  but  in- 
stantly 
These  thoughts  will  vanish. 

Trin,  Give  me  a  looking-glass 
To  read  vour  skill  in  these  new  lineaments. 

Alb.  I  d  rather  give  you 'poison ;  for  a  glassy 
By  secret  power  of  cross  reflections, 
And  optick  virtue,  spoils  the  wond'rous  work 
Of  transformation ;  and,  in  a  moment,  turns  you, 
Spight  of  my  skill,  to  Trincalo  as  before. 
We  read  that  Apuleius  ^^  was  by  a  rose 
Changed  from  an  ass  to  man  :  so,  by  a  mirror. 
You'll  lose  this  noble  lustre,  and  turn  ass. 
I  humbly  take  my  leave;  but  still  remember 
T*  avoid  ihe  devn  and  a  looking-glass. 
New  born  Antonio,  I  kiss  your  hands. 

Trin*  Divine  Aibamazar,  I  kiss  yoor  hands. 

[Exeunt 


SCENE  V. 
£ji^«r  Trincalo  and  Rove  a, 

Trin.  Now  am  I  grown  a  gentleman,  and  a 

fine  one, 
I  know*c  by  th'  kissing  of  my  hands  so  courtly. 
My  courteous  knees  bend  in  so  true  a  distance, 
As  if  my  foot  tvalk'd  in  a  frame  on  purpose. 
Thos  I  accost  you ;  or  thus,  sweet  sir,  your  ser^ 

vant: 
Nay,  more,  your  servant's  servant :  that's  your 

grand-servant. 
I  could  descend  fram  the  top  of  Paul's  to  th' 

bottom. 
And  on  each  step  strew  parting  compliments; 
Strive  for  a  door,  whie  a  good  carpenter 
Might  make  a  new  one.    I  am  your  shadow,  sir. 
And  bound  to  wait  opon  3'ou;  i  faith  I  will  not : 

pray,  sir,  &c. 

0  brave  Albumazar ! 

Ron,  Just  ^^p*scix)w,  prink'd  up  in  borrow'd 

feathers. 
Trin.  My  veius  are  fill'd  with  newness :  O,  for 
a  surgeon 
To  ope  this  arm,  and  view  my  gentle  blood. 
To  try  iPt  run  two  thousand  pounds  a  year. 

1  feel  my  understanding  is  enlai^ed 

With  the  rare  knowledge  of  this  latter  age : 

A  sacred  fury  over-sways  me.    Prime, 

Deal  quickly,  play,  discard,  I  set  tea  shillings 

and  sixpence. 
You  see't?  my  rest,  five  and  fifty.'*    Boy,  more 

cards, 
And  as  thou  go'st,  lay  out  some  roaring  oaths 
For  roe;  I'll  pay  thee  again  with  interest. 
O  brave  Albumazar ! 

Ron*  Hotv  his  imagination  boils,  and  works  in 

ail  things 
He  ever  saw  or  heard ! 
ZVtit.  Atgleek?  content/ 


'^  Broipn  ioarfeathen.'^The  late  ingenioas  Mr  Robert  Dodtley,  whose  iDodest''merit  is  well  known  to 
thoie  who  were  acquainted  with  blm,  had  little  skill  in  oar  ancient  laogaage>  and  therefore  permitted 
many  ancoromon  terms  to  l>e  exchai^^  for  others,  to  the  no  small  detriment  of  the  scenes  which  he 
undertook  to  poblisb.  We  had  here  a  proof  of  this  unpardonable  licence,  where  a  word  of  no  meanlug, 
99ah^  was  given  instead  ofa  technical  term  belonging  to  falconry-,  in  the  langvage  of  which  the  preseut 
metaphor  is  carried  on  A  yoong  hawk,  like  a  young  deer,  was  called  a  soar  or  scare :  so  that  the  brown 
soar  featben  are  the  remains  of  its  first  ploniage>  or  such  feathers  as  resemble  it  in  colour.  These  birds 
were  alwajs  mew*d  while  they  were  rooolting,  to  facilitate  the  growth  of  fresh  pimnes,  more  strong  and 
beaatiful  than  those  which  dropped  off.  Without  this  restoration  and  explanation,  the  passage  before 
OS  is  unintelligible  8. 

Latham^  in  hto  book  of  fslconry  sayft,  **  a  Sort  Aovkr,  is  from  the  first  taking  of  her  from  the  eiry,  till 
she  have  mewed  her  feathers.*'  The  error  introduced  into  the  play  by  Mr  Dodsley,  is  continued  by  Mr 
Garrick,  who,  in  his  alteration,  reads  brown  soak  feathers. 

*3  FruMe  yourself  sUelu — The  metaphor  b  taken  from  a  cock,  who  in  hb  pride  prunes  himself^  that  b, 
picks  off  tRe  loose  finsthers  to  smooth  the  rest.  See  notes  by  Dr  Johnson  and  Mr  Steevens,  to  King 
Henry  Ath^  isipart^  A.  1.  S.  I. 

'^  JjNf/etftts.— See  a  transhition  of  Apultha's  Golden  Asse^  by  William  Adiington,  4to,  1666. 

^'  I  set  Un  shillings  and  sixpence^ 
Tcu  seeH  my  rest,^  and  afifiy. — Thb  appean  to  be  the  same,  as  If,  in  modem  language,  be  had  said 
J  stand  at  so  many,  a  term  still  used  at  the  game  of  eommercey  and  once  perhaps  current  at  many  others, 
for  it  b  not  very  certahi  at  what  particular  game  the  deluded  Trincalo  supposes  himself  to  be  playing.  9* 
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A  mourneral  of  aces,  glcek  of  knares. 
Just  nine  a-piece.    Sir,  my  grey  Barbary 
'Gainst  your  dim  oow«  three  train  scents  ami  th* 

course. 
For  fifty  pound.    As  T  am  a  gentleman, 
I'll  meet  next  cocking,  and  bring  a  haggard'^ 

with  me 
That  stoops  an  free  as  lightning,'^  strikes  like 

thunder. 
I  \vef  my  reputation  you  shall  hear  on't 

0  brave  Albumazor ! 

Ron,  He'll  grow  stark  mad,  I  fear  me. 
Trin.  Now  I  know 

1  am  perfectly  transform*d,  my  mind  incite?  me 
To  challenge  mme  brave  fellow  for  my  credit ; 
And,  for  more  safety,  get  some  friend  in  private 
To  take  the  business  up  in  peace  and  quiet. 

Ron.  Signior  Antonio ! 
Trin.  There's  not  H  crumb  of  Trincalo 
In  all  this  frame,  but  the  love  of  Armellina : 
Wcre't  not  for  thee  I'd  travil,  and  home  again, 
As  wise  as  I  went  over. 

Ron.  Signlor  Antonio  !  welcome  ten  thousand 
times : 
Blest  be  the  heavens  and  seas  for  your  return. 
Trin.  I  thank  you,  sir :  Antopio  is  your  ser- 
vant, 
I  am  glad  to  see  ynq  well.    Fie !  I  kiss  your 
hands,  and  thus  accost  you. 
Ron,  This   three   months  all   your  kinclred, 
friends,  and  children, 
Mourn'd  for  your  death. 

IVin,  And  so  they  well  might  do. 
For  five  days  I  was  under  water;  and,  at  length, 
Got  up  and  spread  myself  upon  a  chest. 
Bowing  with  arms,  and  steering  with  my  feet  j 
And  thus  in  five  day»  more,  got  land  :  believe  it, 
I  made  a  most  incredible  escape. 
And  safe  return  from  Barbary,  at  your  service. 
Ron.  Welcome  ten  thousand  times  from  Bar- 
bary ; 
No  friend  more  glad  to  see  Antonio 
Than  I :  nor  am  I  thus  for  hope  of  gain ; 


Bnt  that  I  fiod  occasion  to  be  grateful 
By  yonr  return.    Do  you  remember,  sir. 
Before  you  went,  as  I  was  once  arreftted. 
And  could  not  put  in  bail ;  you,  passing  by. 
Lent  me  ten  pounds,  and  so  discharged  the  debt? 
Trin.  Yfs,  yes,  as  well  as 'twere  but  yesterdaj. 
Ron.  Oft  have  I  waited  at  yuur  house  wiUi 
money, 
And  many  thanks;  bat  you  were  still  beyodd 

seas. 
Now  am  I  happy  of  this  fair  occasion 
To  testify  my  honest  care  to  pay  you ; 
For  you  may  need  it. 

Trin.  Sir,  I  doinde^. 
Witness  my  treasure  cast  away  by  shipwreck. 
Ron.  Here,  sir. 
Trin.  Is  the  gold  good }  for  mine  was  good  I 

lent  you. 
Ron.  It  was,  and  so  it  this.    Signior  AntODio, 
for  this  courtesy. 
Call  me  your  servant.  [Ent. 

Trin.  Farewel,  good  servant;  ha,  ha,  ha,  ha, 
ha.  I  know  not  so  much  as  his  name !  ten 
pounds!  t\u%  change  is  better  than  my  birth; 
for,  in  all  the  years  of  my  yeomanry,  I  couJd 
never  yoak  two  cniwns,  and  now  I  have  boarded 
ten  fair  twenty-shilling  pieces.  Now  will  I  go 
to  thii  astrologer,  and  hire  him  to  turn  my  cart 
to  a  caroch,  my  four  jades  to  two  pair  of  Dutch 
mare9,  my  mistress  Armellina  to  a  lady,  bit 
plough-boy  Dick  to  tw«»  guarded  fooiraeD : " 
then  will  1  hurry  myself  to  the  mercer's  bonks, 
wear  rich  clothes,  be  called  Tony  by  a  great 
man,  sell  my  lauds,  pay  no  debu,  hate  citizens, 
and  beat  Serjeants:  and,  when  all  fails,  sneak 
out  of  Aptonio  with  a  two- penny  looking-glass, 
and  turn  as  true  Trincalo  as  evpr.  [JSlrif 

SCENE  VI. 
Enter  Harpax,  and  Trincalo. 
Har,  Signior  Antonio,  welcome. 


The  terms  In  the  text  appear  tp  hfiv^  been  used  at  priypero.  I  believe,  therefore,  Trincalo  imagines 
himself  to  he  playing  at  that  game.  It  appears  from  the  panage  extracted  from  Nugx  Antiqtut,  th-U 
fifU-five  was  esteemed  a  nuipber  which  mifsht  safely  be  relied  op. 

""//a^jfarrf.— bee  note  to  Mach  ado  about  Nothings  \.  if.  S.  I.  aqd  to  Othelto,  A.  S.  S.  S. 

'7  Thai  $toopt  at  free  as  lightning  — *"  Stooping/"  says  Latham,  **  if  when  a  haw  He,  beiog  upon  ber  wings 
pit  the  height  of  her  pitch,  bendeth  violently  dpwne  to  strike  the  fowle,  or  aqy  other  prey."  So  in  The 
jiichymittf  A.  0.  8.  5. 

*'  Here  stands  my  dove :  ttoop  at  her  if  you  dare.*' 

Again,  Milton  in  Paradite  Lo$U  B.  xi.  L.  185. 

<•  The  bird  of  Jove,  ttoop^d  from  bis  aery  tour, 
'<  I'wo  birds  of  gayest  plume  before  biro  drove." 

'S  Tm  guarded  fiotmen*^i'  •»  two  footmen  in  guarded  or  laced  liver ies.    So  in  Tke  Merchant  of  Fenka^ 

*« give  him  a  livery 

f*  More  guarded  than  his  fellows. 
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Trin,  My  life,  here*8  ten  pound  more. 
1  ihank  you  heartily. 

flar.  Never  in  fitter  season  could  1  find  you. 
If  you  remember,  sir,  before  you  went 
ToBarbary,  I  lent  you  ten  pound  in  gold. 
Trin.  Faith,  I  remember  no  such  thing,  excuse 
me. 
What  may  I  call  your  name  ? 
-    Har,  My  name  is  Harpax, 
Your  friend  and  neighbour,  of  your  old  acquaint- 
ance. 
jyifu  What,  Harpax!  I  am  your  servant,  I 
kiss  your  hands. 
You  must  excuse  me ;  you  never  lent  me  money. 
Har.  Sir,  as  I  live,  ten  twenty-shilling  pieces. 
Trin,  Dangers  at  sea,  I  find,  have  hurt  my 

mempry. 
Har.  Why,  here's  your  own  bfUid-writing,  seal'd 
and  sign*d 
In  presence  of  your  cousin  Julio. 

Trin.  Tn  true,  *tis  true;  but  I  sustained  great 
losses 
By  reason  ef  the  shipwreck.  Here's  five  pieces. 
Will  that  content  you?  and  to-morrow  morning 
Come  to*my  house  and  take  the  rest. 

Har.  Well,  sir. 
Though  my  necessity  would  importune  you 
For  all,  yet,  on  vour  worship's  word,  the  rest 
ril  call  for  in  the  morning.    Farewel,  Antonio. 

[Exit. 
Trin,  I  see  we  gentlemen  can  sometimes  bor- 
row 
As  well  as  lend ;  and  are  as  loth  to  pay 
As  meaner  men.    I'll  home,  lest  other  creditors 
Call  for  the  rest. 


SCENE  VII. 

Enter  Ronca.  andTRivcAX.o.  . 

Ron,  Signior  Antonio !    I  saw  you  as  you 
landed, 
And  in  great  haste  follow'd,  to  congratulate 
Your  safe  return  with  these  most  wish'd  em- 
braces. 
Trin.  And  I  accept  your  joy  with  like  a£fec- 
tion. 
How  do  you  call  yourself? 

Rofi.  Have  you  forgot 
Your  dear  friend  Ronca,  whom  you  loved  so  well? 
Trin.  O,  I  remember  now,  my  dear  friend 

Ronca. 
P^n.  Thanks  to  the  fortune  of  the  seas  that 

saved  you. 

Trin.  1  fear  I  owe  him  money :  how  shall  I 

shift  him  ? 

)Jow  does  your  body,  Ronca  ? 

Ron.  My  dear  Antonio, 


Never  so  well  as*  how  I  have  the  power 
Thus  to  embrace  my  friend,  whom  all  th'  Ex- 
change 
Gave  drown'd  for  three  whole  months.  My  dear 
Antonio! 

Trin.  I  thank  you,  sir. 

Ron.  I  thank  you. 

Trin.  While  my  dear  Ronca 
Clipt  me,*'  mjT  purse  shook  dangerously;  yet 

both  his  arms 
And  hands  embraced  my  neck :  here's  none  be- 
hind me. 
How  can  this  be  ? 

Ron.  Most  dear  Antonio, 
Was  not  your  passage  dangerous  from  Barbary  ? 
We  had  great  winds  and  tempests ;  and  I  fear 

me. 
You  felt  the  force  at  sea.^ 

Trin.  Yes,  dearest  Ronca. 
Ho«v's  this  ?  I  see  his  hands,  and  yet  my  piirse  is 
gone. 

Ron.  Signior  Antonio,  I  see  yout  mind's  much 
;     troubled 
About  affairs  of  worth ;  I  take  my  leave. 
And  kiss  your  hands  of  liberality. 

Trin.  And  kiss  my  hands  of  liberality ! 
I  gave  him  nothing :  Oh,  my  purse,  my  purse ! 
Dear  Master  Ronca. 

Ron.  What's  your  pleasure, sir? 

Trin.  Shew  me  your  hand. 

Ron.  Here  it  is. 

IWn,  But  Where's  the  other  ? 

Ron.  Why  here. 

2>t>i.'  But  I  mean  wherc's  your  other  hand  ? 

Ron;  Think  you  me  the  giant  with  a  hundred 
hands  ? 

Trin.  Give  me  your  right. 

Ron.  My  right? 

Trin.  Yoorleft. 

Ron.  My  left? 

jfWn.  Now  both. 

Ron.  There's  both,  mv  dear  Antonio. 
Keep  yourself  dark,  eat  oroth :  your  fearful  pas- 

And  want  of  natural  rest,  hath  made  you  fran- 
tic. [Esfit. 
IVin^  Villain,  rogue,  cut-parse,  thief:  dear 
Ronca,  stay. 

He's  gone— 

I'the  devil's  name,  bow  could  this  fellow  do  it? 

I  felt  his  hands  fast  loick*d  about  my  neck; 

And  still  he  spoke.    It  could  nut  be  his  mouth: 

For  that  was  full  of  dear  Antonio: 

My  life,  he  stole't  with  bis  feet.  Suck  a  trick 
more 

Will  work  worse  with  me  than  a  looking-glass : 

To  lose  five  pound  in  court'sy,  and  the  rest^ 

In  salutation ! 


Clipt  me, — i.  e*  embraced  me* 
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Mf^nter  Rohca. 

Ron*  Sigoior  Antonio, 
What  ails  you  ? 

7Vm.  Ronca,  a  rogne^  a  cut-purse, 
Hath  robb'd  me  of  five  twentj-shilling  pieces. 
Ron,  What  kind  of  man  was  be,  something  like 

me? 
Trin.  H*ad  such  a  thievish  countenance  as 
your  own, 
But  that  be  wore  a  black  patch  o'er  his  eye* 
Ron.  Met  you  with  ttonca?  'tis  the  cuaning'st 
ninimer 
Of  the  whole  company  of  ait-pnrse  hall : 
J  am  lorry  I  was  not  here  to  warn  you  of  him. 

[Exit, 

SCENE  VUL 

Enter  Furbo,  Bevilona,  and  Trincalo. 

Bev.  Furbo,  no  more,  unless  thy  words  were 

charms 
Of  power  to  revive  him.    Antonio's  dead ; 
He's  dead,  and  in  his  death  hath  buried 
All  my  delights  s  my  ears  are  deaf  to  music 
That  sounds  of  pleasure :  sing  then  tbe  dolefnirst 

notes 
That  e'er  were  set  by  melancholy:  O,  Antonio ! 

FuRBo  nngt  thU  tong. 

Flow  streams  (fUquid  salt  from  my  sad  eyes, 
To  celebrate  hu  mournful  exequies, 
Antonio*s  dead,  he's  dead,  and  I  remain 
To  draw  my  poor  life  in  continual  pain, 
Till  it  have  paid  to  his  sad  memory 
I^^iy  ofloroe :  0  then  most  willingly. 
Drown" d  with  my  tears,  as  he  with  waves,  I  die* 

Bev,  Break  thy  sad  striogsy  and  instrument: 
O  strange !  he's  here. 
Signior  Antonio !  my  heart's  sweet  content  1 
My  life,  and  better  portion  of  my  soul ! 
Art  you  retum'd  and  safe  I  for  whose  sad  death 
I  spent  such  streams  of  tears,  and  gusts  of  sighs  ? 
Or  is't  my  love,  that  to  my  longing  fancy 
Frames  your  desired  shape,  and  mocks  my  senses  ? 

'Trin.  Whom  do  you  talk  withal,  fair  gentle- 
woman? 

Bev,  With  my  best  friend,  commander  of  my 
life. 
My  most  beloved  Antonio. 

Trin.  With  me ! 
What's  jour  desire  with  roe,  sweet  lady  ? 

Bev.  Sir,  to  command  me,  as  you  have  done 
ever, 
To  what  you  please :  for  all  my  liberty 
Lies  in  your  service. 

Trin,  Now  I  smell  the  business. 
This  is  some  gentlewoman  enamour'd 
With  him  whose  shape  I  bear.   Fie !  what  an  ass 
Was  I  to  strange  myself,  and  lose  the  occasion 


Of  a  good  banouet,  and  her  oompanv  ? 
1*11  mend  it  as  1  can.— Madam,  I  did  but  jest, 
To  try  if  absence  caused  you  to  forget 
A  friend  that  loved  you  ever. 

Bev.  Forget  Antonio^ 
Whose  dear  remembrance  doth  inform  the  soul 
Of  your  poor  servant  Bevilona  1  no, 
No ;  had  you  died,  it  had  not  quendi'd  one  spark 
Of  th'  sweet  aflection.  which  your  love  bath  kin* 

died 
In  this  warm  breast. 

Trin.  Madam,  the  waves  had  drowned  me^ 
But  that  your  love  held  up  my  chin. 

Bev,  Will't  please  you 
Enter,  and  rest  yourself,  refresh  the  wcariaess 
Of  your  hard  travel;  X  have  good  wine  and 

fruits, 
My  husband's  out  of  town :  you  shall  command 
My  house,  and  all  that's  in  it. 

IVifi.  Why,  are  you  married  ? 

Bev.  Have  you  foi^ot  my  husband,  an  angry 
roarer? 

TVm.  O,  I  remember  him :  but  if  he  come? 

Bev,  Whence  grows  this  fear?  how  come  you 
so  respectful  ? 
You  were  not  wont  be  numb*d  with  such  a  cold- 


Bar- 


€ro  in,  sweet  life,  go  in. 

IViii.  O,  I  remember,  while  I  lived  in 
Ury, 
A  pretty  seng  the  Moors  sing  to  a  gndiroa : 
Sweet  madam,  by  your  favour,  Fll  sing*t  to  this. 

Alcoch  dolash^  &c.  Thus  'tis  in  English. 

My  heart  inflamet  doth  fry, 
Wthy  beauty. 

Die. 

liet 

And  why 

ShouUfst  thou  deny 

Me  thy  sweet  company  ?j 

My  brains  to  tears 

While  aU  below 

Doth  glow, 

01 

Foe, 

Ifso, 

How  canst  thou  go 

About  to  say  me  no! 

This  the  Moors  call  two  wim^  upon  a  gridiron. 
But  it  goes  sweeter  far  o'  Uriron  instrument. 
Ron.  There's  one  within  my  kitchen,  ready 

strung:  go  in. 
TWii.  Sweet  lady,  pardon  me,  Fll  follow  yoo. 
Happy  Antonio  in  so  rare  a  mistress  1 
But  happier  I,  that  in  his  place  enjoy  her: 
I  say  still,  there's  no  pleasure  Hke  transfonning. 

lExeant. 
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SCENE  IX, 

Enier  Rovca,  Bevilona,  and  Tbincalo. 

Ron.  Now  is  the  ass  expecting  of  a  banquet. 
Ready  to  court,  embract,  and  kiss  his  mistress. 
But  t\\  soon  suve  him.    What  ho ! 

[Knocks  at  the  door, 
Bev.  Who's  that  so  boldlj  knocks  ?  I  am  not 
within ; 
Or  busy;  why  so  importunate?  who  is  it? 
Ron.  Tis  L 
Bev.  Your  name? 

Ban.  Thomas  ap  William,  ap  Morgan,  ap  Da- 
vy, ap  Roger,  &c. 
IWn.  Spinola's  camp*s  ^^  broke  loose :  a  troop 

of  soldiers ! 
Bev,  O  me!  my  husband !  O  me,  wretch,  'tis 

my  hosliand. 
TWfi.  One  man,  and  wear  so  many  names  1 
Bev.  O,  sir, 
H'as  more  ontrag^ns  derils  in  his  rage 
Than  names.    As  you  respect  your  life,  avoid 

him. 
Down  at  that  window* 

TWA.  n^s  as  high  as  St  Ptol*s. 
Open  the  garden  door. 

Bra.  He  has  the  keys. 
Down  at  some  window,  as  yon  love  your4ife. 
Tender  my  honour,  and  your  safety. 

Ron,  Bevilona! 
Down,  or  I'll  break  the  doors^  and  with  the  splin- 
ters 
Beat  all  thy  bones  to  pieces;  down,  you  whore ! 
Bev.  Be  patient  but  a  little ;  I  come  instantly. 
2Vtfi.  Ha*  you  no  trunk  nor  chest  to  hide  me  ? 
Bev.  None,  sir. 
Alas,  I  am  dean  undone !  it  is  my  husband. 
Ron.  Doubtless  this  whore  haith  some  of  her 
oompaniontf 
That  wrong  me  thus.    But  if  I  catch  the  villain, 
111  bathe  ray  hungry  sword,  and  sharp  revenge. 
In  hu  heart  blood.    Come  down. 

Bev.  I  cannot;  stay. 
There  stands  an  empty  hogshead  with  a  false  bot- 
tom 
To  ope  and  shut  at  pleasure ;  come  hither,  in, 
In,  as  you  love  your  Hfe. 

lYin.  But  hear  vou,  madam, 
Is  there  no  looldng-glass  within't?  for  I  bate 

glasses 
As  naturally  as  some  do  cats^  or  cheese. 
Bev.  In,  in,  there's  none. 
Ron.  Who  now  ?  is. the  ass  pass'd  ? 
Bev*  1  tunn'd  him  up,  ha,  ha,  ha !  I  fear  hell 

fall  a  wotkioj^ 
Ron.  Second  me  handsomely,  well  entertain 
him 
An  hour  or  two^  and  Uuig^  and  get  his  doaths 


To  make  our  sport  up.    Wife,  where's  the  empty 

hogshead 
That  wont  to  stand  under  the  stairs  ? 

Bev.    There  still. 

Ron.  Out  with  it  quicklv  :  I  must  have  it  filf  d. 

Bev.  Not  to-day,  good  sir;  to-morrow  will 
serve  as  weli. 

Ron.  I  must  ha*t  now. 

Bev.  'Tis  more  than  I  can  carry. 

Ron.  ni  help  thee:  so,  so.    Fob!  this  vet 
sePs  musty. 
Fetch  out  some  water. 

Bew,  Felcb't  yourself. 

TVm,  Pox  of  all  transmutation,  I  am  smothered* 
Lady,  as  you  love  me,  give  the  hogshead  vent. 
The  beer  that's  in't  wHl  work  and  break  the  ves- 
sel. 

Bev.  Signior  Antonio,  as  you  love  your  life, 
lie  still  and  dose,  for  if  you  stir  you  die. 

Ron.  So,  so;  now  shake  it;  so,  so. 

Trin.  Oh !  I  am  drown'd  !  I  drown ! 

Ron.  Whence  comes  this  hollow  sound? 

Trin.  I  drown  !  I  smother ! 

Ron.  My  life,  'tis  Trincalo;  for  I  have  heard 
that  coxcomb. 
That  ass,  that  clown,  seeks  to  corrupt  my  wife. 
Sending  his  fruit  and  dainties  from  the  country. 
O,  that  'twere  he !  how  would  I  use  the  villain ! 
First  crop  his  ears,  then  slit  his  nose,  and  geld 

him, 
And  with  a  red  hot  iron  sear  his  raw  wounds ; 
Then  barrel  him  again,  and  send  the  eunuch^ 
To  the  great  Turk  to  keep  his  concubines. 
Who's  within  here  ?  [Knocks  on  the  tub^ 

Bev.  One  that  yon  dare  not  touch. 

Ron.  One  that  I  dare  not  ?  [Trincalo  comes  out* 

Out  villain,  out Signior  Antonio ! 

Had  it  been  any  but  yourself,  he  had  died. 
But,  as  you  saved  m^  life  before  you  went. 
So  now  command  nune  in  your  services. 
I  would  have  sworn  y'  had  been  drown'd  in  Bar- 
bary.  « 

2Vin.  Twas  a  hard  passage ;  but  not  so  dan- 
gerous 
As  was  this  vessd.    Pray  you  concdve  no  ill ; 
I  meant  no  harm,  but  calPd  of  your  wife  to  know 
How  my  son  Lelio  did,  and  daughter  Fkvia. 

Ron.  Sir;  I  believe  you. 

Trin.  But  I  must  teU  yon  one  thing. 
You  must  not  be  so  jealous;  on  my  honour 
She's  very  lionest. 

Ron.  For  you,  I  make  no  (|uestion; 
But  there's  a  rogue  call'd  Tnucalo,  whom  if  I 

catch, 
1*11  teach  him. 

Trin.  Who?  you  mean  Pandolfo's  farmer. 
Alas,  poor  fool,  he's  a  stark  ass,  but  harmless. 
And  though  she  talk  with  him,  'tis  but  to  laugh, 


»  BfinMs  camp.'-See  note  6S  to  The  Eonett  Whore^  Vol.  I,  p.  513. 
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As  all  the  world  does  at  him :  come,  be  friends 
At  my  entreaty. 

Ron,  Sir,  for  your  sake. 
Bev,  I  thank  you. 

Trin,  Let's  have  a  fire ;  and,  while  I  dry  my- 
self, 
Provide  good  wine  and  meat.     Tli  dine  with  you, 
I  must  not  home  thas  wet.    I  am  something 
bold  with  you. 


Ron.  My  house  and  self  are  at  your  service. 

Trin.  Lead  in. 
Alas*'  poor  Trincalo,  had'st  thou  been  taken. 
Thou  had*st  been  tunn*d  for  Turkey. 
Ha,  ha,  ha,  ha,  fair  fall  Antonio's  shape. 
What  a  notorious  wittalt*s  this !  ha,  ha,  ha. 

[Ema/. 


ACT  IV. 


SCENE  L 
Enter  Amtokio. 

Jnt.  Thus,  by  great  favour  of  propitious  stars, 
From  fearful  storms,  shipwreck,  ana  raging  bil- 
lows. 
Merciless  jaws  of  death,  am  I  return'd 
To  th'  sale  and  quiet  bosom  of  my  country, 
And  wished  erabracements  of  my  friends  and 

kindred. 
The  memory  of  these  misfortunes  pass'd. 
Seasons  the  welcome,  and  augmcnib  the  pleasure 
I  shall  receive  of  my  son  Leiio, 
And  dauiihter  Flavia.    So  doth  alloy 
Make  gold,  that  else  were  useless,  serviceable; 
So  the  rugged  forehead  of  a  thrcai'ning  moun- 
tain. 
Threatens  the  smoothness  of  a  smiling  valley. 

SCENE  IL 

Dn^erCaiccA.  and  Aktonio. 

Cric.  What  do  I  see  ?  Is  this  not  Trincalo, 
Transform'd  t'  Antonio  ?  'lis :  and  so  perfectly. 
That,  did  the  rij^ht  Antonio  now  confront  him, 
I'd  swear  they  both  were  true,  or  both  were 
false. 
Ant.  This  man  admires  the  unexpectedness 
Of  my  return. 

Cric.  O,  wond'rous  power  of  stars. 
And  skill  of  art  t'  apply*t !  You  that  are  marry'd 
May  justly  fear,  lest  this  astrologer 
Cloath  yoor  wives*  servants  in  your  shape,  and 

use  you 
As  Jupiter  did  Amp!iitryo.    You  that  are  rich. 
In  your  own  form  may  lose  your  gold. 
Ant.  'Tis  Cricca. 

Cric,  He  seems  so  just  the  man  he  represents, 
That  I  dare  hardly  use  him  ns  I  purposed. 
Ant,  Criccn,  well  met;  how  fares  my  friend 

Pandolft>? 
Crif.    Your  friend  Pandolfo !  how  arc  your 
means  improved, 
To  stile  familiarly  your  master  friend  ? 
Ant,  What  !>nySt  thou  ? 
Cric.   That  I  rejoice  your  worship's  safe  re- 
turn'd 
From  your  late  drowning.    Th'  Exchange  hath 
given  you  lost, 
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And  all  your  friends  worn  mourning  thi^  roQ»(Ei» 
past. 

Ant.  The  danger  of  the  sfiipwreck  I  escaped. 
So  desperate  was,  that  I  may  truly  say 
I  am  new  born,  not  saved. 

Cric.  Ha,  ha,  ha !  through  what  a  grace. 
And  goodly  countenance,  the  rascal  speaks! 
What  a  grave  portance  !  could  Antonio 
Himself  outdo  him  ?  O,  you  notorious  villain  ! 
Who  would  have  thought  thou  couid'st  have  thne 
dissembled  ? 

Ant.  How  now  !  a  servant  thus  familiar  ?  Sir- 
rah, 
Use  your  companions  to :  more  re\'ercnce 
Becom^  you  better. 

Cric.  As  though  I  understood  not 
The  end  of  all  this  plot,  and  goodly  business. 
Come,  I  know  all.    See !  this  uutill'd  clod  of 

earth 
Conceits  his  mind  transform'd  as  well  as  bodv. 
He  wrings  and  bites  his  lips  for  fear  of  laogfatng. 
Ha,  ha,  ha! 

Ant.  Why  laugh  you»  sirrah? 

Cric.  Sirrah,  to  see  thee  changed 
So  strangely,  that  I  cannot  spy  an  inch 
Of  thy  old  clownish  carcase:  ha,  ha! 

Ant'  Laughter  proceeds 
From  abaurd  actions  that  arc  harmless* 

Cr*c.  Ha,  ha,  ha ! 
Sententious  blockhead  .* 

Ant   And  y'are  ill  advised 
To  jest  instead  of  pity.    Alas !  my  miseries, 
Dangers  of  death,  slav'r^  of  cruel  Moors, 
And  tedious  journies,  might  have  easily  alterVI 
A  stronger  body,  much  more  this  decav'd  veneJf 
Outworn  with  age,  and  broken  by  misfortones. 

Cric.  I^ave  your  set  speeches.    Go  to  An- 
tonio's house, 
Effect  your  business ;  for,  upon  my  credit, 
Th'  art  so  well  turu'd,  they  dare  not  but  accept 
thee. 

Ant.  Where  should  I  hope  for   welcome^  if 
not  there, 
From  my  own  house,  children,  and  family  ? 

Cric,  Is't  pos&ible  this  coxcomb  should  conceive 
His  mind  transform'd  ?  How  gravely  he  continaes 
The  countenance  lie  began  !    hi|,   ha»      Why, 

blockhead, 
Thmk'st  to  deceive  me  too  ?  WJ)y,  Trincalo ! 
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Ant.  I  uridentkod  yoa  Dot.    Hands  off. 

Cric.  Art  not  thou  Trincalo, 
Pandolfo's  man  ? 

Ant.  I  not  so  much  as  know  him. 

Cric.  Dar*8t  thou  deny  t  to  me  ? 

Ani,  I  dare,  and  must 
To  all  the  world,  long  as  Antonio  lives. 

Cric.  You  arrant  ass  !  have  I  not  known  thee 
serve 
My  master  in  his  farm  this  thirteen  years  ? 

Ant.  By  all  the  oaths  that  bind  men's  con- 
sciences • 
To  truth,  I  am  Antonio^.aod  no  other. 

SCENE  III. 

Enter  Pandolfo,  Cricca,  and  Antonio. 

Pan*     What  means  this  noise?  O,  Cricca! 

what's  the  matter? 
Cric.  Sir,  here's  your  farmer,  Trincalo,  trans- 
formed 
So  just,  as  he  were  melted,  and  new  cast 
in  che  true  mould  of  old  Antonio. 

Fan.  Th*  right  eye's  no  liker  to  the  left,  than 
he 
To  my  good  neighbour.    Divine  Albumazar ! 
How  1  admire  thy  skill !  Just  so  he  Iciok'd, 
And  thus  he  walked  :  this  is  his  face,  his  hair. 
His  eyes,  and  countenance.    If  his  voice  be  like, 
Then  is  th'  astrologer  a  wonder-worker. 

Ant.  Signior  Pandolfo,  I  thank  the  heavens  as 
'much 
To  find  you  well,  as  for  my  own  return. 
How  does  yuUT  daughter,  and  my  love,  Sulpitia  ? 
Fan.  Well,  well,  sir. 
Cric.  This  Is  a  good  beginning : 
How  naturally  the  rogue  dissembles  it .' 
With  what  a  gentle  garb,  and  civil  grace. 
He  speaks  and  looks  I  How  cunningly  Albumazar 
Hath   for  our  purpose  suited  him  in  Rarbary 

clothes  !  IMI  try  him  further :  Sir, 
We  heard  you  were  drown'd;  pray  you,  how 
'scap'd  you  shipwreck  ? 
Ant.  No  sooner  was  I  ship'd  for  Darbary, 
But  fair  wind  followed,  and  fair  weather  led  us. 
When,  enter'd  in  the  streightsof  Gibralter, 
The  heavens,  and   seas,    and  earth  conspired 

against  us ; 
The  tempest  tore  t)ur  helm,  and  rent  our  tackles. 
Broke  the  main-mast,  while  all  the  sea  about  us 
Stood  up  in  watry  mountains  to  overwhelm  us. 
And  struck's  against  a  rock,  splitting  the  vessel 
T*  a  thousand  splinters.    1,  with  two  mariners. 
Swam  to  the  coast,  where,   by  the  barbarous 

Moors, 
We  were  surpriz'd,  fettered,  and  sold  for  slaves. 
Cric.  This  tale   th*  astrologer  pen'd,  and  be 

hath  conn'd  it 
Ant*  But  by  a  gentleman  of  Italy, 
Whom  I  had  known  before 

Pan.  No  more;  this  taste 
Proves  thou  can'st  play  the  rest.    For  this  fair 
story, 

VOL.  !!•  4  O 


My  hand,  I  make  thy  ten  pounds  twenty  mark^ 
Thou  look*st  and  spoak'st  so  like  Antonio. 
Ant.  Whom  should  I  look  and  speak  like,  but 

myself? 
Cric,  Good,  still! 

Pan.  But  now,  my  honest  Trincalo, 
Tell  me  where's  all   the   plate,  the  gold,  and 

jewels,  . ,    . 

That  the  astrologer,  when  be  had  transfonn*d 

thee,- 
Committed  to  thy  charge  ?  are  they  safe  lock'd  ? 
Ant^  I  understand  you  not. 
Pan.  The  jewels,  man; 
The  plate  and  gold  th'  astrologer  that  changed 

thee 
Bade  thee  lay  up. 

Ant.  What  plate?  What^old? 
What  jewels?  What  transformation  ?  What  astro- 
loger ? 
Cric.  Leave  off  Antonio  now,  and  speak  like 

Trincalo. 
Ant.  Leave  off  your  jesting.    It  neitlier  fits 
your  place 
Nor  age,  Pandolfo,  to  scoff  your  andent  friend. 
I  know  not  what  you  mean  by  gold  and  jewels, 
Nor  by  th'  astrologer,  nor  Trincalo. 

Cric.  Iktter  and  l»etter  still.     Believe  me,  sir. 
He  think**  hitnseif  Antonio,  and  ever  shall  be, 
And  so  possess  your  plate,— Art  thou  not  Trin- 
calo, 
My  master's  larmer  ? 

Ant.  I  am  Antonio, 
Your  master*s  friend,  if  he  teach  yon  more  man- 
ners. 
Pan.    Humour  of  wiviug's  gone.     Farewel, 
good  Flavia. 
Three  thousand  pounds  must  not  be  lost  so  slightly. 
Come,  sir ;  we'll  drag  you  to  the  astrologer. 
And  turn  you  to  your  ragged  bark  of  yeomanry^ 
•  Ant.  To  me  these  terms  ? 
Pan.  Come,  I'll  not  lose  my  plate. 
Cric.    Stay,  sir,  and  take  my  counsel.     Let 
hiDi  still 
Firmly  conceit  himself  the  man  he  seems : 
Thus  he,  himself  deceived,  will  far  more  ear- 
nestly 
Effect  your  business,  and  deceive  the  rest. 
There's  a  main  difference  'twizt  a  self-br«<i  action. 
And  a  forced  carriage.    SuSer  him,  then,  to 

enter 
Antonio's  house,  and  wait  th'  event :  for  him, 
He  cannot  'scape :  what  you  intend  to  do, 
Do't  when  he  'as  served  your  turn.    I  see  the 

maid; 
Let's  hence,  lest  they  suspect  our  consultations* 
Pan.  Thy  counsel  s  good :  away* 
Cric.  Look,  Trincalo, 
Yonder^s  your  beauteous  mistress*  AnoelUna, 
And  daughter  Flavia.    Courage,  1  warrant  thee. 
[E:eeunt  Pandolfo  and  Cricca. 
Ant.  Blest.be  theJieav'ns  that  rid  me  of. this 
trouble ; 
For,  witb  their  farmer  and  astrology, 
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Plate>  and  gold,  they've  alinoit  madded  roe. 

[ExU. 

SCENE  IV. 

Ent^  Flavia,  Arm£LliiiA|  and  Avtohio. 

Fla.  Arroelliita. 
Amu  Mistress. 
Jf'iu.  Is  the  door  fast? 
Arm*  Yen,  as  an  usurer's  purse* 
Fia.  Come  hiiher,  nench. 
Look  here;  thereV  TriucHlo,  Pando1fo*s  farmer, 
Wrapt  in  my  father's  shape:   pr'ythee   come 

quiL-klVy 
And  help  me  to  ahuse  him. 
Arm    NotoriiUh  clown ! 
Ani.  riif  St  are  my  gates,  and  that's  the  ca- 
binet 
That  keeps  niv  jewels,  Leiio  and  his  sister. 

Fla,  Never  was  vilininv  mi  personate 
In  seemljf  properties  of  gravitv. 

{  Anton  ID  htockt. 
Fiof  Who's  he  that  knocks  so  boldly  ? 
Arm.  What  want  you,  MT^ 
Ant»  O,  my  fair  daughter  Flavia !  let  all  the 
stars 
pour  down  full  blessing  on  thee.  Ope  the  doors. 
Fia.  Mark  !  his  fair  daughter  Flavia,  ha,  ha, 
ha! 
Most  shameless  villain,  how  he  counterfeits ! 
Ant,  Kiiow'^i  not  thy  father,  old  Autonio? 
Is  all  die  world  grown  fraimck? 
Fia.  What,  Aiitr.nio? 
Ant,  Thy  loving  lather,  Flavia. 
Fla.  Myfatlier! 
Would  thou  wert  in  his  place.    Antonio's  dead. 
Dead,  under  water,  dmwn'd. 

Ant,  That  dead  and  drown'd 
Am  I. 

Fla,  I  love  not  to  converse  with  dead  men. 
Am,  Open  the  door,  sweet  Flavia* 
Fla,  81  r,  I  am  afraid ; 
Horror  incloses  me,  my  haiis  stand  up, 
I  sweat  to  hear  a  dead  man  speak  '■  you  smell 
Of  putrelaction ;  fy  !  I  feel't  hither. 
Ant.    TW  art  much   abused ;  I  live.    Come 

down,  and  know  me. 
Arm^  Mistress,  let  me  have  some  sport  too. 

Who's  there? 
Ant,  Let  me  come  in. 
Arm,  Soft,  soft,  sir;  y*  are  too  hasty. 
Ant    Quickly,  or  else 

Arm   Gofid  words,  good  words,  I  pray,  sir. 
In  sti angers'  hou^>es:  were  the  doors  your  own, 
You  mi)2ht  be  bolder. 

Ant,  V\i  l^eat  the  doors  and  windows 
About  your  ears. 

Arm.  Are  you  so  hot  ?  we'll  cool  yon. 


Since  your  late  drowning  yoar  fftj  and 

rend  head 

Is  smea/d  with  ouxe,  and  stuck  withoockle-aliella: 
This  is  to  wash  it. 

Ant.  Impudent  whore ! 

Arm.  Out,  carter: 
Hence,  dirty  wbipstock;  ^  hence,  yoa  foul  cIowd. 

Begone, 
Or  all  the  water  1  can  make  or  borrow. 
Shall  once  more  drown  yon. 

SCENE  V. 

Enter  Lelio,  Antovio^  and  AurELLurju 

Let  Annellina,  whom  do  you  draw  your  toi^giic 

upon  so  sharply  f 
Arm,  Sir,  'tis  your  lather's  gliost,  that  «tnve» 
by  force 
To  break  the  doors,  and  enter. 
LeL  This !  his  grave  looks ! 
In  every  lineament  himself  no  Iiker« 
Had  1  not  happily  been  advertised. 
What  could  have  forced  me  think  'twere  Trinealo  ? 
Doubtless  th'  astrologer  bath  rais'd  a  ghost. 
That  walks  in  th*  reverend  shape  of  my  dead 
father. 
Ant.  These  ghosts,  these Trincalos^  andastn>> 

Strike  me  beside  myself.    Who  will  receive  me, 
When  mine  own  son  refuseth?  Oh,  Antonio  ! 

LeL  Infinite  oower  of  art !  who  would  beJiete 
The  planets*  influence  could  transform  a  man 
To  several  shapes  ?  I  could  now  beat  him  soundly. 
But  that  he  wears  the  awful  countenance 
Of  my  dead  father,  whose  memory  I  reverence. 

Ant.  If  I  be  changed  beyond  tnj  knowledge, 
son. 
Consider  that  th'  excess  of  heat  in  Barbary, 
The  fear  of  shipwreck,  and  long  tedious  joumies^ 
Have  tann*d  my  skin,  and  shrunk  my  eyes  and 

cheeks; 
Yet  still  this  face,  though  alter'd,  may  be  known : 
This  scar  bears  witness;  'twas  the  wound  tboa 

cur*dst 
With  thine  own  hands. 

LeL  He  that  changed  Trincalo 
T'  Antonio's  figure,  omitted  not  the  scar. 
As  a  main  character. 

Ant.  I  have  no  other  marks. 
Or  reasons  to  persuade  thee:   methinks  these 

words,  ^' 
f  am  thy  father,  were  argument  suflident 
To  bend  thy  knees,  and  creep  to  my  embrace- 
ments, 

LeL  A  sudden  coldness  strikes  me :  my  ten- 
der heart 
Beats  with  compasyon  of  I  know  not  what. 
Sirrah,  begone;  truss  up  your  goodly  speeches 


•■  Wh'pstnck  — ^ee  note  176  to  The  SpamUh  Tragedy y  vol.  I,  p«  49(K, 
**  :< /<«*e  »tfrd<.— Ibe  quartos  read  this  word. 
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Sad  Bhipwrecki,  aod  ttrange  tnuMformauoos; 
Your  plot's  disoorer'd,  'twill  not  take :  tbj  im- 

pudeooe, 
For  once,  I  pardon.    The  pious  reverence 
I  owe  to  th'  grave  resemblance  of  my  father. 
Holds  back  my  angry  bands.    Hence ;  if  I  catch 

yon 
Haunting  my  doors  again,  Til  bastinado  you 
Out  of  Antonio*s  skin.    Away. 

Ant.  I  go,  sir; 
And  yield  to  such  cross  fortune  as  thus  drives 

me.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  VI. 
Enter  TviivckLOf  and  Bevilona  dresiing  him. 
IWn.  When  this  transformed  substance  ^^  of 


my 

Did  live  iniprison'd  in  a  wanton  hogshead. 
My  name  was  Don  Antonio,  and  that  title 
Preserved  my  life,  and  changed  my  suit  of  clothes. 
How  kindly  the  good  gentlewoman  us'd  me! 
With  what  respect,  and  careful  tenderness ! 

Your  worship,  sir,  had  ever  a  sickly  constitu- 
tion, and  I  fear  much  mure  now,  since  your 
long  travel.  As  you  love  me,  off  with  these  wet 
things,  and  put  on  the  suit  you  left  with  me  be- 
fore you  went  to  Barbary.  Good  sir,  neglect 
not  your  health ;  for,  upon  my  experience,  there 
is  nothing  worse  for  the  rheum  than  to  be  drench- 
ed in  a  musty  hogshead. 

Pretty  soul !  such  another  speech  would  have 
drawn  off  my  legs  and  arms,  as  easily  as  hose 
and  dpuhlet  Had  I  been  Trincalo,  I'd  have 
sworn  th'  had  cheated :  but,  fy !  *tis  base  and 
clownish  to  suspect,  and  a  gentleman's  freeness 
to  part  with  a  cast  suit.  Now  to  the  business : 
rU  into  my  own  house,  and  first  bestow  Armel- 
lina  upon  Trincalo ;  then  try  what  can  be  done 
?or  Pandolfo :  for  'tis  a  rule  I  wont  t'  observe, 
first  do  your  own  affiurt,  and  next  your  master's. 
Thb  word  master  makes  me  doubt  I  am  not 
changed  as  I  should  be.  But  alPs  one,  111  ven- 
ture, and  do  something  worthy  Antonio's  name 
while  I  have  it.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE  VII. 
Enter  Aktonio  oii<i  Trincalo. 

Ant.  Wretched  Antonio !  hast  been  preserved 

so  strangely 
From  foreign  miseries,  to  be  wrong'd  at  home  ? 
Barred  from  thy  house  by  the  scorn  of  thine 

own  children?         [Trincalo /caocA». 
But  stay,  there's  one  knocks  boldly;  't  may  be 

some  friend.  [Trincalo  knocfu  again. 
Dwell  you  here,  gentleman  ? 


Trin.  He  calls  me  gentleman  s 
See  th*  virtue  of  good  deaths !  All  men  salute. 
Honour,  respect,  and  reverence  us. 

Ant.  Young  gentleman, 
Let  me,  without  offence,  intreat  your  name^ 
And  why  you  knock  ? 

Trin.  How,  sirrah,  sauce-box,  my  name ! 
Or  thou  some  stranger  art,  or  jn'ossly  ignorant. 
That  know'st  not  me.    Ha  I  what  art  thou  that 
ask'st  it  ? 
Ant.  Be  not  in  choler,  dir. 
Trin.  Befiu  it  me, 
A  gentleman  of  public  reputation, 
To  stoop  so  low  as  satisfy  the  questions 
Of  base  and  earthly  pieces  like  thyself? 
What  art  thou  ?  ha  ? 
Ant.  Th*  unfortunate  possessor  of  this  house. 
IVifi.    Thou  lyest,  ba«e  sycophant,  my  wor. 

ship  owes*'  it. 
Ant.  May  be  my  son  hath  sold  it  in  my  ab« 
sence. 
Thinking  me  dead. — How  long  has't  call'd  yon 
master? 
TViJi.  'Long  as  Antonio  possest  it. 
Ant.  Which  Antonio  ? 
TVin.  Antonio  Anastasio. 
Ant.  That  Anastasio, 
That  was  drown'd  in  Barbary  ? 

Trin.  That  Anastasio, 
That  self  same  man  am  I :  I  'scap'd  by  swimmtngi 
And  now  return  to  keep  my  former  promise. 
Of  Flavia  to  Pandolfo ;  and,  in  exchange, 
To  take  Sulpitia  to  my  wife. 

Ant.  All  this 
[  intended  'fore  I  went :  but,  sir,  if  I 
Can  be  no  other  than  my«elf,  and  yon 
Are  that  Antonio,  you  and  I  are  one. 

2Vifi.  How?  one  with  thee?  speak  sudi  ano- 
ther syllable. 
And,  by  the  terror  of  this  deadly  steel. 
That  ne'er  saw  light,  but  sent  io  endless  dark* 

ness 
All  that  durst  stand  before't,  thou  diest. 

Ant.  Alas ! 
My  weakness  grown  by  age,  and  pains  of  travel. 
Disarms  my  courage  to  defend  myself; 
I  have  no  streuKth,  but  patience. 
Trin.  What  art  now  ? 
Ant.  Peter  and  Thomas,  William,  what  yoa 

please. 
IVt'iB.  w  hat  boldness  madded  thee  to  steal  my 

name? 
Ant.  Sir,  heat  of  wine.  ' 
Trin.  And,  sirrah,  when  y'  are  drunk. 
Is  there  no  person  to  put  on  but  mine. 
To  cover  your  intended  villanies  ? 

Ant.  But,  good  sir,  if  I  be  not  I,  who  am  I? 


•^When  tkh  liaw/smud  mhstmiee^  &c.— A  parody  on  the  speech  ef  the  Ghost  of  Aairea,  In  T%e 
SpoiHthTregedsf. 
«3  Ow««— <. «.  ewas.    SeeaoteST  toComs/fa. 


604 


ALBUMAZAR. 


[Toiciu. 


Trin.  An  ox,  an  ass,  a  dog. 

Ant.  Stranee  negligence. 
To  lose  myself !  roethinks  I  iive  and  move, 
Remember.    Could  tlie  fearful  apprehension 
Of  th'  Dgly  fear  of  drowning,  so  iransibrm  me  ? 
Or  Hid  I  die,  and  by  Pythagoras*-  rule. 
My  Soul's  provided  of  anmher  lodging  ? 

TVin,  Be  what  thou  wilt,  except  Antonio ; 
Tis  death  to  touch  that  name. 

Ant.  Dangers  at  sea 
Are  pleasures,  weigh*d  with  these  home-injuries. 
Was  ever  man  thus  scar'd  beside  himself? 
O,  roost  unfortunate  Antonio  I 
At  sea  thou  sufferd'st  shipwreck  of  thy  goods, 
At  land  of  thine  own  self.    Antonio, 
Or  what  name  else  they  plea^ ;  fly,  fly  to  Bar- 

bary. 
And  rather  there  endure  the  foreign  cruelty 
Of  fetters,  whips,  and  Moors,  than  here  at  home 
Be  wrong'd  and  baffled  by  thy  friends  and  chil- 
dren. 

Trill.   How !  prating  still  ?  why,  Timothy,  be 
gone, 
Or  draw,  and  lav  Antonio  down  betwixt  us ; 
Let  fortune  of  the  6ght  decide  riie  question. 
Here*s  a  brave  rogue,  that  in  tlie  king*s  highway 
Offers  to  rob  me  of  my  good  name.    Draw. 

Ant^  These  wrongs  recal  my  strength,  I  am 
resolved : 
Better  die  once,  than  suier  always.    Draw. 

Trin,  Stay:  undersumd'st  thou  well  nice  points 
of  duel? 
Art  bom  of  gentle  blood,  and  pure  descent  ?  <*♦ 
Was  none  of  all  thy  lineage  hanged  or  cuckold  ? 
Bastard,  or  bastinadoed  ?  Is  thy  pedigree 
As  long,  as  wide  as  min^?  for  otherwise    ' 
Thou  wer'c  most  unworthy;  and  'twere'  loss  of 

honoar  ■     i 

Tn  me  to  fight.   Mure,  1  have  drawn  five  teeth  :^^ 
If  thine  stand  sound,  the  terms  are  much  unequal. 
And,  by  stria  laws  of  duel,.  I  am  excused 
To  fight  on  disadvantage. 

Ant.  This  is  some'ass  1 

Trin»   If  we   concur  in  all,  write  a  formal  | 
challenge,  I 


And  bring  tby  sMOod :  mean  while  I  mab  ^ 

vision 
Of  Calais  sand,^  to  fight  upon  secordy.   Ha! 

SCENE  VHL 

Enter  Lllio,  Cricca,  Trincalo,  and  Avmio. 

IW.  Am  I  awake,  or  do  deceitful  dreams 
Present  to  my  wild  fancy  things  I  see  not? 

Cric.  Sir,  what  amazement's  this:  why  won- 
der you? 

LeL  See'st  thou  not  Trincalo  and  Antonio? 

Cric,  O  strange  !  they're  both  here. 

LeL  Didst  not  thou  inform  roe 
That  Trincalo  was  turned  to  Antonio? 
Which  I  believing,  like  a  cursed  sod, 
With  most  repnMchful  threats,  drove  miiie  old 

father 
From  his  own  doors;  and  jet  rest  doabtfbl  whe- 
ther 
This  be  the  true  Antonio :  may  be  th'  astrologer 
Hath  changed  some  other,  and  not  Trincalo. 

Cric,  No,  fear  it  not,  *t]s  plain :  Albumaiar 
Hath  cheated  tay  old  master  of  his  plate. 
For  here's  the  farmer,  as  'lika  hnnself  as  ever; 
Only  his  clothes  excepted.    Trincdo  I 

7Wa.  Cricca,  where's-  Trincalo  ?  dost  see  bin 
here? 

Cric,  Yes,  and  as  rank  an  ass  as  e*erbewas. 

2>m,   Tbou*rt  much  litceiv'd,  dioo  ceithcr 
see'sl,  nor  know'st  mc; 
I  am  transformed,  transform'd. 

Cric,  Th' art  still  thyself. 
Leiio,  thisfnrmer^s  half  a  fool,  half  knsff; 
And  as  Pandolfodid  with  OHich  tntreoty 
Persuade  him  to  transform,  so  as  moch'ltlioor 
Will  hardly  bring  the  coxcomb  to  himsdf, 
That  ne'er  was  out  on'c     Who  art,  if  not  he  ? 

TVin,  My  name  is  Don  Antonio;  I  am  o^ 
going 
To  my  own  house,  to  give  Pandolfb  Flaria, 
And  Armeliina  to  his  farmer  Trincalo. 
How  dar'^st'thou,  Crioca,.bot  a  meaner  servas^ 
Resemble  me,  a  man  of  v^ortb  and  worship, 
To  such  a  clown  as  Trincalo,  a  bnaided  fool, 


^Art  born  of  gentle  hiood^  and  pure  deteent  f-^it  appe&rs  from  Segar  ort  Honor  ^  Militanf  and  CknifM. 
lOOi,  p.  \2i.  that  a  person  of  superior  birth  might  not  be  challeof^  by  an  inferior,  or,  if  chaUeifflli 
snighl  refuse  the  combat    Allading  to  this  circumstance,  Cleopatra  says, 

These  hands  do  lack  nobility,  that  they  strike 
A  meaner  than  myself.  A.  12.  h.  &. 

^'  Moret  I  have  drawn  five  teetky  &c  — This  seems  intended  to  ridicule  seme  of  the  pnnrtillos  of  dBtnis^i 
and  probably  the  author  had  w  his  mind  the  following  passage  in  Fim*M  Blazon  ofuentrie^  ^h^,  P'^'^* 
**  But  If  it  so  happen  that  the  defenrioiu-  is  lame  of  a  legge  or  of  an  arme,  or  that  bee  bee  Wiode  oftf 
eye,  he  may  take  such  a^mes  and  weapons,  as  be  most  fitte  for  bis  owne  bodye ;  and  he  shall  o|«riiKS 
to  the  approover  as  shall  impeache  the  like  member,  or  part  of  the  approover's  bodye  from  bis  datjc 
nnd  office, in  the  combatr,  so-that  he  shall  be  deprived  of  the  use  of  that  member  ia  the  soabate,  erea 
as  wcl  as  the  dcfcndor  is  through  his  infirmity  of  lamenes,  or  other  defect  of  nature." 

^  Of  Calaii  land.***  UaellistS  being  punished  by  law  in  England,  it  has  beea  usual  ^.tbfia  to  go^^* 
Calais,  as  one  of  the  nearest  ports  of  J^'rance,  to  decide  their  quarrel  out  of  the  reach  of  instil  1'^'** 
calo  is  pleasant  on  this  subject*  S* 
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An  ait,  a  laogbing-stock  to  town  and  country; 
Art  not  asham'd.  to  name  bim  wttfa  Antoob  ? 

LtL  Do -not  tl^  actions,  with,  thy  rode  beba- 
vioary- 
Froclaim  thee  what  thoo  art? 

Cric.  Notorious  down  1 

Trin.  Villahi^  thT  hast  broke  my  ahoolders. 

LtL  O^dida'cieelbim? 

Trtiu  Aye,  with  apoz. 

LeL  Then  th*  art  still  Trincahs 
For,  had*tt  thoa  been  Antonio,  he  had  smarted. 

Trin.  I  feel  it,  as  I  am  Antoniol 

Cric»  Fool !  who  lores  Armellina  ? 

Trin.  Tislj'tisl. 

Cric  Antonio  never  lov'd  his  kitchen  maid. 

Tritu  Well,  I  was  taken  for  Antonio, 
And  in  his  name  received  ten  pound  in  f^ld, 
Was  by  his  mistress  eatertain'd :  but  thou 
Envy'st  my  happiness ;  if  th*  test  th'  ambition 
To  rise  as  I  have  done,  go  to  AMJUmazar, 
And  let  him  change  thee  to  a  knight  or  lord. 

Crie.  Note  the  Strang  power  of  strong  imagi- 
nation. ' 

Trin.  A  world  of  engines  cannot  wrest  my 
thoughts 
From  being  a  gentleman :  I  am  one,  and  will  be : 
And,  though  I  be  not,  yet  will  think  myself  so. 
And  scorn  thee,  Cnoca,  as  a  stave  and  servant. 

[Exit. 
SCENE  IX. 

^nter  Cbicca,  Lelio,  and  Aittgnio. 

Cric  *T\%  but  lost  labour  to  dissuade  bis  dul- 
ness. 
Believe  me,  that's  your  father. 

LtL  When  I  drove  kirn  hence, 
Spight  of  my  blnod,  Ms  reverend  countenance 
Strook  me  t  a  deep  companion.    To  dear  all, 
ril  ask  one  question.    Signior  Antonio, 
What  money  took  yoa  whep  yon  weat  your  voy- 

Antn  As  I  remember,  fourscore  and  fifteen 
pound 
In  Barbary  gold.    Had  Ludokept  bis  word, 
I  bad  carried  just  a  hondred. 

£e^  Pardon  me,  father; 
'Twas  my  blind  ignorance,  not  want  of  dutv. 
That  wrong*d  you  s  all  "was  intended  for  a  farmer, 
Whom  an  astrologeiv  they  said,  trtunform'd. 

Ant,  How,  an  astroloter  ? 

LeL  When  you  parted  hence. 
It  seems  you  promised  Flavia  to  Pandolfo. 
News  of  your  death  arriving,  th'  old  gentleman 
Importunes  roe  to  second  what  ^ou  pnrpos'd. 
Cons61tiug  therefore  with  my  fnends  and  kindred, 
Loth  my  yoong'sister  sh«Hil^  be  buried  |(]uick 
Tth'  grave  of  threescoie  years;  h^j  their  advice 
I  fully  did  deny  him     He  chates  and  storms. 
And  finds  at  length  a  cunning  man,  that  promised 
To  turn  his  farmer  to  your  shape ;  and  thus 
Possess  your  house,  and  give  him  Fiavia : 
Whereof  I  waro'd,  wrong'd  you,  instead  of  Trin- 
calo. 


Ant.  Then  hence  it  came  they  call*d  me  Trin« 
calo. 
And  taik'd  of  an  astrologer:  which  names 
Almost  enrag'd  me  past  myself  and  senses.  ^. 
'lis  true  I  promised,  but  have  oft  repented  it; 
And  much  more  since  he  goes  about  to  cheat  mtf* 
He  must  not  have  her,  sir. 

LeL  I  am  glad  y*  are  so  resolved. 
And,  since  with  us  you  find  that  match  unequal, 
Let's  all  intreat  you  to  bestow  your  daughter 
Upon  his  son  Eugenio. 

Ant*  Son,  at  your  pleasure 
Dispose  of  Fiavia,  with  my  full  consent 

LeL  And,  as   you  judge  him  worthy  your 
daughter  Fiavia, 
Think  me  no  less  of  his  Sulpitia. 

Antm  I  do :  and  ever  had  desire  to  match 
Into  that  family;  and,  now  I  find  myself 
Old,  weak,  unfit  for  marriage,  you  shall  enjoy  her. 
If  I  can  work  Pandolfo  by  intreaty. 

'Cric.  To  deal  with  him  with  reasoiL  and  -  in« 
treaties, 
Is  to  persuade  a  madman:  for  his  love 
Makes  him  no  less.    All  speeches  opposite 
T  his  fixt  desire,  and  love-corrupted  judgment 
Seem  extreme  fooleries.    Will  he  consent 
To  give  his  daughter  to  your  son,  and  you 
Deny  him  Fiavia  ?  Shall  Eugenio 
Expect,  or  land,  or  love,  from  old  Pandblfo^ 
Being  his  open  rival  ?  Tis  impossible. 
He  sought  to  cozen  you ;  therefore  resolve 
To  pay  him  in's  own  money.    Be  but  advised 
By  my  poor  counsel,  and  one  stroke  shall  cut 
The  root  of  his  designs,  and  with  his  arrows 
Strike  bis  own  plot  so  dead,  that  even  iUbama* 

zar, 
With  all  his  stars  and  instruments,  shall  never 
Give  it  fresh  motion. 

Ant.  Cricca,  to  thy  direction 
We  yield  ourselves,  manage  us  at  thy  pie  Mure. 

LeL  Speak  quickly,  Cricca. 

Cric.  The  ground  of  all  this  business 
Is  to  catch  Trincalo,  and  look  him  fast 
Till  [  release  him :  next,  that  no  man  whi  iper 
Th*  least  word  of  vour  return.  Then  will  I  bome^ 
And  with  a  cheerful  look,  tell  my  old  mastier, 
That  Trincalo — ^but  stay,  look  where  he  <x>mes  t 
Let  s  in,  and  there  at  leisure  IMl  inform  yo^s 
From  point  to  point.    Lelio,  detain  him  ht  )fe. 
Till  I  send  Armellina  down  to  second  you« 
Cross  him  in  nothing,  call  him  Antonio, 
And  good  enough* 

LeL  Fear  not;  let  me  alone. 

[Kxeunt  Cbicca  andAvt  ^NIO» 

SCENE  X. 

Enter  Trincalo  and  Li^Lio, 

Trim.  This  rascal,  Cricca,  with  his  arguoac  ints 
Of  malice^  so  disturbs  my  gentle  thoughts. 
That  I  half  doubt  1  am  not  what  I  seem  : 
But  that  will  boon  be  clear 'd ;  if  they  rcceiv  t  me 
In  at  Antonio's  house,  I  am  Antonio. 
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LeL  Sigtiior  Antonio,  my  most  loving  father ! 
Blest  be  the  day  and  hour  of  your  return. 

TVin.  Son  Leiio  I  a  bleMing  on  my  child :  I 
pray  thee  tell  me, 
IIow  fares  my  servant  Armellina?  well? 

LeL  Have  you  forgot  my  sister  Flavia? 

TVifi.  What,  ray  dear  daughter  Flavia?  no  : 
but  first 
Call  Armellina ;  for  this  day  well  celebrate 
A  gieek  of  roarrifuses  ^' ;  Pandolfo  and  Flavia, 
Sulpitia  and  myself,  and  Trincalo 
With  Armellina.    Call  her,  good  Lelio,  quickly. 

l>tlwill,sir.  [ExU. 

Trim,  So :  this  is  well  that  Lelio 
Confesseth  me  his  father.    Now  I  am  perfect. 
Perfect  Antonio. 

SCENE  XL 
Enter  Armellina  ami  Trincalo. 

Jlrm,  Signior  Antonio! 
My  long-expected  master ! 

IVin.  O  Armellina! 
Come,  let  me  kiss  thy  brow««  like  my  own 
daughter. 

Arm*  Sir,  'tis  too  great  m  favour.    I  kiss  your 
foot. 
What,  fall'n  ?  alas !  how  feeble  you  are  grown 
With  your  long  travel  I 

Trin.  True,  and  being  drown'd, 
Nothing  "SO  griev'd  me,  as  to  lose  thy  company. 
But,  since  I  am  safe  retum'd,  for  thy  good  sei^ 

vice 
ni  help  thee  to  a  husband. 

Arm,  A  husband,  sir? 
Some  young  and  lusty  youth,  or  else  I'll  none. 

Trin,  To  one  that  loves  thee  dearly,  dearly, 
wench: 
A  goodly  man,  like  me  in  limbs  and  fashion. 

ilrm.  Fie,  an  old  man !  how  !  cast  myself  away. 
And  be  no  nurse  but  bis  ? 

Trin.  He's  not  like  me 
In  years  and  gravity,  but  fair  proportion ; 
A  handsome  well-set  man  as  I. 

Arm,  His  name  ? 

Trm.  *ris  Tom  Trincalo  of  Totnani. 

Arm,    Signior  Pandolfo's  lusty  farmer  ? 

TrL  That's  be. 

Arm,    Most  unexpected  happiness  1   'tis  the 


I  more  esteem  than  my  own  life: 
Procure  that  match,  and  think  me  satisfied 
For  all  my  former  service,  without  waieea. 
But  ah,  I  fear  you  je»t.     My  poor  uoworthioetf 
Hopes  not  so  great  a  fortune  as  sweet  TriaoJo. 
No,  wretched  Armellina,  in  and  despair: 
Back  to  thy  mournful  dresser :  there  lament 
fhy  flesh  to  kitchen-stuff,  and  bones  to  aibei» 
For  love  of  thy  sweet  farmer. 

Trtn,  Alas  1  poor  soul. 
How  prettily  she  weeps  for  me !  Wik  M 

him  ? 

Arm,  My  soul  waits  in  my  eyes,  aiidieives  By 
body 
Senseless. 

TVifi.  Then  swear  to  keep  my  cooaseL 

Arm,  1  swear 
By  th*  beauteous  eyes  of  Trincalo. 

Trin,  Why,  I  am  Trincalo. 

Arm,  Your  worship,  sir !    why  do  you  flout 
your  servant. 
Right  worshipful  Antonio^my  reverend  maiterP 

TrL  Pox  of  Antonio,  I  am  Tom  Trincalo. 
Why  lau^h*st  thou? 

Arm,  *  ris  desire  and  joy. 
To  see  my  sweetest. 

TrtJi.  Look  upon  me,  and  see  him. 

Arm,  I  say,  I  see  Antonio,  and  none  other. 

2Vtii.    I  am   within,  thy  love ;   without,  thy 
master. 
Th'  astrologer  transform'd  me  for  a  day. 

Arm,  Mock  not  your  poor  maid,  pray  you,  lir. 

IVin,  I  do  not. 
Now  would  I  break  this  head  against  the  stooe^ 
To  be  ubchang'd ;  fie  on  this  gentry !  it  stidu 
Like  bird-lime,  or  the  pox.    I  cannot  part  «itk*L 
Within*,  1  am  still  thy  tanner  Trincala 

Arm,  Then  must  I  wait,  till  old  Aotooio 
Be  brought  to  bed  of  a  fair  Trincalo; 
Or  flea  you,  and  strip  you  to  yourself  again. 

Trin,  Carry  me  to  your  chamber.    Try  M 
there. 

Arm,  O,  sir,  by  no  means;  bat  with  my  kmlf 
farmer 
I'd  stay  all  niii^ht,  and  thank  him. 

Trin,  Cmss  mislortune ! 
Accurst  Albumazar !  and  mad  Pandolfo ! 
To  change  me  thus,  that,  when  I  most  deart 
To  be  myself,  I  cannot.    Armellina, 
Fetch  me  a  looking-glass. 


^  A  f(eek  ofmarrtoge*-^  e,  three.  A  metaphor  taken  from  the  game  at  cards  called  (He^t  wbeiet 
mUek  of  knaves  is  three.    8.  P. 

«•  Cmw,  letme  kUithy  ftrw.— It  is  observed  by  Mr  Steeveos,  that  "  it  was  formerly  the  tob»<?JJ 
kiss  the  eyes,  as  a  mark  of  extraordinary  tenderness."  See  note  to  The  Winter'i  TaU^  A.  4.  &  2l*  wheit 
aeveral  instances  are  produced. 

Ag»in  in  Mmtton't  Dutch  Coarfefoa,  A.  9«  8.  L 

•  Your  onely  voice 


fthall  cast  a  slumber  on  my  list'oiog  sense. 

You  with  toft  Up  shall  only  ope  mine  e^u, 

Andtucke  their  lidt  anmder,  only  you 

SbRii  make  me  wish  to  live,  and  not  feare  death." 
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Jrw.  Towbatendf 
Trim.  Fetch  one. 
Lei  luy  old  master's  husinets  sink  or  8wiiD» 
Thib  sweet  occasioii  must  not  be  neglected. 
Now  shfUl  I  know  tb*  astrologer's  skill.    O  won- 
derful ! 
Adinir*d  Alburoazar  in  two  transmutations  I 
Here's  my  old  farmer's  face.    How  in  an  instant 
I  am  unchang'd,  that  was  so  long  a  changing! 

Here's  my  flat  nose  again,  &c 
Now,  Armellina^  take  thy  lov*d  Trmcalo 
To  thy  desired  erobracements,  use  thy  pleasure, 
Kiss  him  thy  bellyful. 

Arm.  Not  here  in  public 
V  enjoy  too  soon  what  pleaseth,  is  unpleasant : 
The  world  would  envy  that  my  happiness. 
Go  m,  ril  follow  you,  and  in  my  bed-chamber 
We'll  consummate  the  match  in  privacy. 

Tritim  Was  not  the  face  I  wore  far  worse  than 

thb? 
But,  for  thy  comfort,  wench,  Albumazar 
Hath  dyed  my  thoughts  so  deep  i*  th*  grain  of 

gentry, 
^is  not  a  glahs  can  rob  me  of  my  good  fashion, 
And  gentlemanly  garb.    Follow,  my  dear. 
Arm.  ril   follow  you.    So,  now  y*  are  fast 

enough. 
2Vtii.  Help,  ArroelUna,  lielp;  I  am  falPn  i'  th' 

cellar: 
Bring  a  fresh  plantane  leaf  ^',  I  have  broke  my 

shin. 
Arm.  Thus  have  I  caught  me  a  husband  in  a 

trap, 
And  in  good  earnest  mean  tq  marry  hnn. 
'1  is  a  tough  clown  and  lusty :  he  works  day  and 

night; 
And  rich  enough  for  me,  that  have  no  portion 
But  my   poor  service.     Well,    he*s  sometliing 

foolish ; 
The  better  can  I  domineer,  and  rule  him 
At  pleasure.    That's  the  mark  and  utmost  height 
We  women  aim  at.  I  am  resolv'd ;  I'll  have  him. 

SCENE  XU. 

Enter  Lelio  and  Cricca. 

Lelio*  In,  Armellina;  lock  up  Trincalo. 
Arm.  I  will,  sir.  [Esit» 

LtU  Cricca,  for  this  thy  counsel,  ift  succeed, 
Fear  iu>t  thy  master's  anger :  I'll  prefer  thee. 
And  count  thee  as  my  genius,  or  good  fortune. 


Cric»  It  cannot  diuso>  but  tilke.    I  know  hit 
humour; 
And  can  at  pleasure  feather  him  with  hopes, 
\laking  liim  fly  what  pitch  I  wish,  ands  toop  '* 
When  I  shew  fowl. 
LtL  But  for  the  suit  of  cloaths? 
Cric*  I'll  throw  them  o'er  your  garden  wall. 
Away. 
Haste  to  Eugenio  and  Sulpitia, 
Acquaint  them  with  the  business. 
LeL  I  go. 

SCENE  XIII. 

Enter  Lelio  and  Sulpitia. 

IaL  The  hopeful  issue  of  thy  counsel,  Cncca, 
Brightens  this  ev*oing,  and  makes  it  more  eiu^ei 
The  clearest  day,  than  a  grey  morning  doth 
The  blindest  midnight,  raising  my  amorous  thoughts 
To  such  a  pitch  of  juy,  that  nches,  honour, 
And  other  pleasures,  to  Sulpicia's  love. 
Appear  like  mole-hills  to  the  moon. 

SuU  Lelio! 

Le/.  O,  there's  the  voice,  that  in  one  note  con* 
tains 
All  chordb  of  music:  how  gladly  she'll  embrace 
The  news  I  give  her,  and  the  messenger ! 

SuL  Soft,  soft,  you're  much  mistaken;  fori« 
earnest, 
I  am  angry,  Lelio ;  and  with  you. 

LeL  Sweetest,  those  flames 
Rise  from  the  fire  of  love,  and  soon  will  qucAck 
r  th'  welcome  news  I  bring  you. 

Sul*  Stand  still,  I  charge  you 
By  th'  virtue  of  my  lips;  speak  not  a  syllable. 
As  you  expect  a  kiss  should  close  my  cboler; 
For  1  must  chide  you* 

LeL  OmySulpiua, 
Were  every  speech  a  pistol  charged  with  death, 
I'd  stand  them  all  in  hope  of  that  condition. 

Sul.  First,  sir,  I  hear  you  teach  Eugenio 
Too  grave  a  wariness  in  your  sister's  love, 
And  kill  his  honest  forwardness  of  affection 
With  your  far  fet  '*  respects,  suspicions,  fears; 
you  have  your  mav-bees;  this  is  dangerous: 
That  course  were*better;  for  if  so,  and  yet 
Who  knows?  the  event  is  doubtful?  be  advi&'d, 
'Tis  a  young  rashness :  your  father  is  your  father; 
Take  leisure  to  consider.   Thus  you've  consider'^ 
Poor  Flavia  almost  to  her  grave.    Fie,  Lelio ; 
Had  this  my  smallness  undertook  the  busmess. 
And  done  no  more  in  four  short  winter  s  days,  - 


^  Bring  aflretk  plantmu  leaf. — Dr  Gray  observes,  from  Tackius,  that  a  toad,  before  she  engages  with 
a  spider,  will  fortify  herself  with  some  of  this  plant ;  and  that  if  she  comes  off  wounded,  she  cores  her- 
self afterwards  with  it.  Mr  Steeveos  says  it  is  a  blood-staoncher,  and  was  formerly  applied  to  gfH% 
wounds,    ^ee  note  on  Romeo  mtd  Juliet^  A.  J.  S.  1?» 

7"^  Stoop.-^Hee  note  M.  p.  MNI. 

7'  Farfetrr^,  e,  flur  fetched.  9e«  note  73,  to  Qammp'  Gnrton*!  N^eedle,  toL  I.  p«  1  If 
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Thmn  you  in  foar  months;  Yd  have  vowed  mj 

maidenhead 
To  the  liviog  tomb  of  a  sad  nuonery ; 
Which  for  your  sake  I  loach. 

Lei.  Sweet,  by  your  favour 

SuL  Peace,  peace ;  now,  y*  are  so  wise,  as  if 
yc  had  eaten 
Nothing  but  brains  and  marrow  of  Machiavel : 
You  tip  your  speeches  with  Italian  mot t if 
Spanish  refranes,  and  Eoglihh  quoth  h^t.  Believe 

me, 
There's  not  a  proverb  salts  your  tongue,  but  plants 
Whole  colonies  of  white  hairs.  O  what  a  business 
These  hands  must  have  when  you  have  married  me, 
To  pick*  out  sentences  that  over-year  you ! 

LeL  Give  me  but  leave. 

SuL  Have  1  a  lip  ?  and  you 
Made  sonnets  on*t?  'tis  your  fault,  for  otherwise 
Your  sister  and  Eugenia  had  been  sure 
Long  time  ere  this. 
,    LeL  But 

SuL  Stay,  your  cue's  not  come  yet 
I  bate  as  perfectly  this  grey-green  of  jjour's, 
As  old  Antonio's  green-grey.    Fy  !  wise  lovers 


Are  most  absurd.    Were  (  nqt  fall  tetolved^ 
I  should  begin  to  cool  mine  own  ajfection.^ 
For  sh|iDle,  cou^der  wfjl  ypur  sister's  temper. 
Her  melancholy  may  much  hurt  l^r.  Retpect  her. 
Or,  spight  oi  mine  own  love,  TU  make  you  stay 
Six  months  before  you  marry  me.^LEup  whispers. 
This  your  so  happy  news?  retufn'd,  and  jiafe? 
Antonio  yet  alive  ?  [L^io  mhtsperu 

And  what  then?  [Lelio  mhUpers^ 

Well ;  all  your  business  must  be  compassed 
With  winding  plots,  apd  OMuoiiig  stratagems. 
Look  to't:  for  if  we  be  uoc  married  ere  next 

morning. 
By  the  great  love  that;'«  hid  in  this  small  compass^ 
Flavia.and  my^Lf  will  steal  you  both  away. 
To  your  eternal  shame,  and  foul  discredit.*  \Kni. 

IaL  How  prettily  ctiis  lovely  httle^^ssy 
In  one  breath  pleads  her  own  cause,  and  my  sistei'st 
Chides  me,  and  loves  !  This  is  that  pleasing  tem- 
per 
I  more  admire,  than  a  coutinued  sweetness 
That  over-satisfies ;  'tis  salt  I  love,  Dot  sugar. 


ACT  V. 


SCENE  I. 

Enter  Albuiibazar,  Ronca,  Fubbo,  and 
Harpax. 

Alb.  How  ?  not  a  single  share  of  this  great  prize, 
That  have  deserv'd  the  whole?  wns't  not  my  plot, 
And  paiu!»,  and  you  mere  instruments  and  porters? 
Shall  I  have  nothing  ? 

JtoTj.  No,  not  a  silver  spoon. 
Fur.  Nor  cover  of  a  trencher  salt. 
Har.  Nor  table-napkin. 
Alb.  Friends,  we  have  kept  an  honest  trust  and 
faith 
Long  time  amongst  us:   break  not  the  sacred 

league, 
By  raising  civil  theft ;  turn  not  your  fury 
'Gainst  your  own  bowels.    Rob  your  careful 

master ! 
Are  you  not  asham'd  ? 

"Ron.  Tis  our  profession, 
As  your's  astroloj:y.    **  And  in  the  days  ofold^ 
"  Good  morrow  thieff  as  wetctmie  was  r€ceiv*d 
«  As  now  Your  worship.**    'Tis  your  own  instruc- 
tion. 
I    Fur,  <*  The  Spartans  held  it  lawful^  and  th' 
Arabians. 

*  So  grew  Arabia  happy^  Sparta  valiant.'' 

Ear.  "  The  worUfs  a  theatre  of  theft ;  great 
rivers 

*  Rob  smaller  brooks;  and  them  the  ocean!' 
Alb.  Have  not  I  wean'd  you  up  from  petty-lar- 
ceny, 

Dangerous  and  poor?   and  nurst  you  to  fall 
strength 


Of  safe  and  gainful  theft ;  by  rules  of  art^ 
And  prmciples  of  cheatiog,  aiade  you  frea 
From  taking,  as  you  went  invisible; 
And  do  ye  thus  requite  me  ?  this  the  reward 
For  all  my  watchful  care? 

Ron.  We  are  your  scholars,    . 
Made,  by  your  help,  and  our  own  spthesa,  able 
To  instruct  others.    'Tis  the  trade  we- live  by. 
You,  that  are  servant  ta  divine  astrologjf:, 
Db  something  worth  her  Hvery;  cast  figues. 
Make  almanacks  for  all  mendians* 

Furbo.  Sell  perspidls.  and  instruments  of  besr* 
ing: 
Turn  clowns  to  gentlemen ;  buzxards  to  falcons. 
Cur-dogs  to  grey-hounds ;  kitchen-maids  to  ladks. 

Har.  Discover  more  new  stars,  and  unkuown 
planets : 
Vent  them  by  dozens,  style  them  by  the  names 
Of  men  that  buy  such  ware.  Take  lawful  coorsn^ 
Rather  than  beg. 

Alb.  Not  keep  your  honest  proasise?. 

Ron.  Believe  none,  credit  none;  for  in  this  city 
No  dwellers  are,  but  cheaters  and  cheatees. 

Alb,  You  promis'd  me  the  greatest  share. 

Ron.  Our  promise! 
If  honest  men,  by  obligations 
And  instruments  of  law  are  hardly  constrsinVl 
T'  observe  their  word;  can  we,  Uiat  makefiro* 

fession 
Of  lawless  courses,  do't  ? 

Alb. .  Amongst  ourselyes ! 
Falcons  that  tyratimze  o'er  weaker  fowl« 
Hold  peace  with  their  own  feathers. 

Har,  But  wheh  they  counter 
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Upon  one  qnarrj  '%  break  that  league,  as  we  dOc 

Alb,  At  least,  restore  the  tea  f^xod  io  gold  I 
lent  jou* 

Han.  Twa[aWDt.tnaaiU.second,wor8er  third, 
And  luckless  fooiak:  ftbloH^AUMttnaaar* 

^ur.  SalMD  was  m  asoeasion,  Merottry 
Waa  then  combust  when  you  delivered  k, 
rTwill  nerer  be  restor'd* ' 

Hon.  Hali,  Abenetra^ . 
Miarcha^  Brachmamy  BuddOf  B0Ajfl(micuip . 
AmdattsbeClMildew,  and  tbd  CabaKsU, 
*  Affirm  that  sad  aspect  threato  loss  of  debts. 

Har.  Frame  by  your  astma^  Almicantarath, 
An  engine  like  a  mace,  whose  quality 
Of  strange  retrac^e  ▼irtiie  ma^  pcoal 
I>eaperate  debts,  ^od  with  that  undo  aefjeantSi 

Ali.  Was  ever  man  thus  baited  by's-own  whelps  ? 
Give  me  a  Mepder  ^^ortoon^  Cor  a  stock 
To  begin  trade,  again^ 

Rotu  Tisfia  lU  course. 
And  iiill  af  fears.  This  treasure  hath  enriched  us, 


And  given  us  meaustP  purchase  and  Uve  quiet 
Of  th^  fruit  of  dansera  past,.    When  I  us'd  rob- 
bing. 
All  blocks  before  me  look'd  like  constables, 
And  posts  appesr'd  in  shape. of  gallowsea; 
Therefore,  good  tutor,  take  your  popiPs  counsel  : 
Tis  better  beg  than  steal;  live  in  poor  dothes 
Than  baoff,  in  latin. 

Alb.  Vulaius,  111  be  reveng'd^ 
And  reveal  alLl  -^.busmtts  to  a  justice. 

Ron,  Do,  if  thou  Jong  St  to  see  thy  own  ana* 

Alb.  This  treachery  persuades  me  to  turn  ho- 


Fur,  Seardi  your  nativity;  see  if  the  fbttu- 
nates 
And  luminaries  be  in  a  good  aspect. 
And  thank  us  for  thy  life.    Had  we  done  well. 
We  had  cot  thy  throat  ere  this. 

Alb.  AJbumazar, 
Trust  not  these. rogues;  hence,  and  revenge. 
Raiu  Fellows,  away,  here's  company.    Let's 
hence.  lEreunU 

SCENE  IL 

Enter  Cricca,  and  Pandolfo. 
Cric,  Now,  Cricca,  mask  thy  countenance  in . 

Speak  welcome  language  of  good  news;  and  nH)ve 
Thy  master,  whose  desires  are  credulous, 
To  beliava  what  thou  giv'st  him.    If  thy  design 
Land  at  the  haven  'tis  bound  for,  then  Lelio, 
Eogeaio^  and  their  mistresses,  are  obliged 
By  oath  to  assure  a  state  of  forty  pounds 
Upon  theeibr  thy  bfe« 

Pan.  1  long  Co  know 
How  my  good  farmer  speeds ;  how  Trincalo 
Hath  been  received  by  Lelio. 

Cric  Where  shaU  I  find  him  ? 
What  we  moat  seek  still  fiies  us ;  what's  avoided. 
Follows  or  meets  us  fulL    I  am  ^iBbost,^^ 
XVith  trotting  aH  the  streets  to  find  Pandolfo, 
And  bless  him  with  good  news. 

Pan.  This  haste  of  Cricca 
Abodes  some  good  :  doubtless  my  Trincalo, 
Keceived  for  Aotonw,  hath  given  me  Flavia. 
Cricca  1 

Cnc  Neither  in  PauVs,^^  at  home,  nor  in  the  . 
Exchange, 


7*  Qtunry.— -A  term  of  falconry.  Laikam  says,  **  it  is  taken  for  the  fowle  which  is  flowoe  at  and 
slalne  at  any  time." 

73  i  am  €«tec— TMs  ife  a  Sona  af  tilt  -ofaace.    Turheville,  In  bis  hook  of  hunting  1 575,  p.  €49,  ename- , 
rates  it  amoog  ^*  olher  geaetall  tenaes  of  the  hart  and  bis  properties.     When  he  (the  hart)  is  foamy  at 
themoatb,  wesaye,  thatJ^^tsemM.*'  So  in  the  Shoemaktr'sHoljfdaif;  or,  The  OentleCraJ},\6iO,  Sign.  C.3. 

Bes Mes  *he  »tl|er*s  boy  toU  me  even  now. 
He  sfMV  him  take  loile,  and  he  hallowed  him, 
Afllrraiqg;  faim  so  emhost. 
That  long  he  could  not  bold." 

See  also  Mr  Steevens's  note  ta  AlVt  Wdl  thai  Smdi  TTe/l,  A.  5.  8.  6. 

7^  Pattli«— 8t  Paurs,  at  jOiisyijme,  was  caaitantly  open,  and  the  resort  equally  of  the  busy  and 
the  idle.,  A  4:aBlem|^«rary  wri^c  thus  describes  Pa^Vi  Walke :  It  **  is  the  land*s  epitome,  or  you  may 
call  it  the  lettef  isle  of  Great  Brittaine.  It  is  more  than  this,  the  whole  world's  map,  which  yon  ojay 
here  disceme  In  it*s  perfect*8t  motion,  justling  and  turning.  It  is  a  heape  of  stones  and  men,  with  a  vast 
coaftision  of  languages  i  and,  were  the  steeple  not  sanctified,  nothiog  liker  Babel.  The  ooyse  io  it  is 
like  that  oir  Ws,  a  strange  hunmlng  or  buzce,  mizt  of  walking,  tongues  and  feet.  It  is  a  kind  of  still 
roare,  or  loud  whisper.  It  is  the  great  exchange  of  all  discourse,  and  no  bnsines  whatsoever  but  is  here 
itirring  aad  a  fbot.  It  h  the  synod  of  all  pates  politlcke,  joynted  and  laid  together  io  the  most  serious 
pMture ;  and  they  a»e  not  balfe  So  %asle  at  m  Padiament.  It  b  the  anticke  of  tailes  to  Ulles,  and  backes 
la  kmtkai,  aad^r  vtaaids,  yisu  need  gae  no  fartber  than  faces.  It  is  the  market  of  y ooog  lecturers,  whom 
yon  nmy  cbea^Ma  tteieat  a}!  ntcs  wid  siae8«  It  is  the  generall  mint  of  all  famous  lies  wbicb  are  here, 
like  the  legends  popery  first  coynM  ^  s^mnt  ki  the  church.  MX  inveatioDS  are  emptyed  here,  and  not 
few  pockets.  ^  The  j^sine  of  A4eiiiple  ia  U  is,  that  it  is  the  theeves sanctuary,  which  robbe  more  safe^ 
\j  Id  the  croud  tbea  a  wUdemesse,  whibt  every  searcher  is  a  bush  to  bide  them.    It  is  the  other  ex- 

Eence  of  the  day,  after  ptayes,  taverne,  and  a  haody  bouse,  and  men  have  still  some  oatbes  left  tosweare 
ere.  It  is  the  eare's  brothelt,  and  satisfies  their  lust  and  ytch.  The  visitants  are  all  men,  without  ex- 
ceptiom;  but  the -principal!  inhabitants  and  possessors  are  stale  knights,  and  captaioes  out  of  service; 
men  of  long  rapiers  and  breeches,  which  after  all  tume  merchants  here,  and  traiice  for  newe».  Some 
make  it  a  preface  to  their  dinner,  and  travel  for  a  stomacke  i  but  thriftier  men  make  it  their  ordinarie, 
and  boord  here  verie  cbeape.  Of  all  ych  places  it  Is  least  haunted  with  hobgoblins,  for  if  a  ghoi>t 
wonld  walke  more,  he  coal«i  n9t.*'    Microeotmographi€f  1098. 
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Nor  where  he  uses  to  conrerse  !  he*8  lost, 
And  must  be  cry*d. 

Pan,  Turn  hither,  Cricca ;  Cricca, 
Seest  me  not? 

Cric,  Sir,  the  news,  and  haste  to  tell  it. 
Had  almost  blinded  me.    Tis  so  fortunate, 
I  dare  not  pour  it  all  at  once  upon  you, 
Leitt  you  should  faint,  and  swoon  away  with  joy: 
Your  transformed  Trincalo— — 

Faru  What  news  of  him  ? 

Cric,  Entered  as  owner  in  Antonio's  house——- 

Pan.  On. 

Cric  Is  acknowledged  by  his  daughter  Flavia, 
And  Lei  to,  fur  their  father. 

Pan,  <^uickly,  good  Cricca! 

Cric.  And  hath  sent  me  in  haste  to  bid  you— 

Pan,  What? 

Cric,  Come?,  with  your  son  Eugenie 

Pan.  And  then? 

Cric    That  he  may  be  witness  of  your  marriage. 
But,  sir,  I  see  no  signs  of  so  large  gladness 
As  I  expected,  and  this  news  deserved. 

Pan.  Tis  here,   'tis  here,  within.    All  out- 
ward symptoms, 
And  characters  of  joy,  are  poor  expressions 
Of  my  great  inward  happiness.    My  hean^s  full, 
And  cannor  vent  the  passions.   Run,  Cricca,  run, 
Hun  as  thou  IcMrlit  me;  call  Eugenio^ 
And  work  him  to  my  purpose :  thou  can'st  do  it, 
Haste,  call  him  instantly. 

Cric.  I  fly,  sir.  [Exit. 

SCENE  ni. 

Pan.  IIow  shall  I  recompence  this  astrologer  ? 
This  great  Alhumazarl  through  whose  learned 

hands 
Fortune  hath  pourM  the  eflPect  of  my  best  wishes, 
And  crownM  my  hopes?  Give  him  this  chain ! 

alas,  i« 

^is  a  poor  thanks,  short  by  a  thousand  links 
Of  his  large  merit.    No,  he  must  live  with  fnc 
And  my  $weet  Flavia,  at  his  ease  and  pleasure. 
Wanting  for  nothing.    And  this  very  night 
IMI  get  a  boy,  and  he  erect  a  figure  ^ 
To  calculate  his  fortunes.    So,  there's  Trincalo 
Autoniatcd,  or  Antonio  Intrinculate. 

SCENE  IV. 
Enter  Antokio,  Pandolfo,  Lelio,  and 

EcGENIOi 

Ant.  Signior  Pandolfo !  welcome. 

LeL  Your  servant,  Mr. 

Pan.    Weil  met,  Antonio;   my  prayers  and 
wishes 
Have  waited  on  you  ever. 
-  Ant.  Thanks,  dearest  friend. 
To  spenk  my  danger  past,  were  to  dis  ourse 
Of  dead  men  at  a  feast.    Such  sad  relations 
Become  not  marriages.    Sir,  I  am  here 
Heiurn'd  to  do  you  service.    Where's  your  son  ? 
i   Pan,  HcMI  wait  upon  you  presently. 


Evg.  Signior  Antonio, 
Happily  welcome. 

Ant.  Thanks,  Eugenio. 
How  think  you,  gentlemen:  were  it  i 
To  call  down  Flavia  and  Sulpitia, 
That  what  we  do,  may  with  a  fall  consent 
Be  entertain'il  of  all? 

Pan.  Tis  well  remembered. 
Eugenio,  call  your  sister. 

Ant*  Lelio,  call  tny  daughter. 

[Exeunt  Leuo  mtd  Euosvio. 

SCENE  V. 
Enter  P^kdolfo  and  Aittoxio. 

Pan.  Wisely  considered,  Trincalo;  'tis  a  fair 
prologue 
To  the  comedy  ensuing.    Now  I  dtufess 
Albumazar  haid  equal  power  to  change 
And  mend  thy  understanding  with  thy  bodr. 
Let  me  embrace  and  hug  thee  for  this  sennoe: 
Tis  a  brave  onset :  ah,  my  sweet  Trincalo ! 

Ant,  How  like  yoo  the  beginning? 

Pan,  Tis  o'  th*  further  side 
All  expectation.' 

Ant.  Was 't  not  right,  and  spoken 
like  old  Antonio? 

Pan.  Tis  most  admirable ! 
Were  't  he  himself  that  mke,  he  oonld   not 

better't 
And,  for  thy  sake,  I  wish  Antonio's  shape 
May  ever  be  thy  house,  and 's  wit  thy  ininate. 
But  whereas  my  plate,  and  cloth  of  silver? 

Ant,  Safe. 

Pan.  The?  come.    Keep  state^  keep  stace^  or 
all  s  disoover'd. 

SCENE  VI. 

Enter  Antonio,  Pandolfo,  Euobnio^  Lkuo, 
Flavia,  ofii/SuLPiTiA. 

Ant,  Eugenio,  Flavia,  Lelio,  Sulpitia, 
Marriages  once  confirmed,  and  coosomnHite^ 
Admit  of  no  repentance.    Therefore,  'tis  fitting 
All  parties,  with  full  freedom,  speak  their  plea- 
sure 
Before  it  be  too  late. 

Pan.  Good!  excellent! 

Ant.  Speak  boldly  therefore.  Do  you  wiBinglv^ 
Give  foil  authority,  that  what  1  decree. 
Touching  these  businesses,  youll  all  perform? 

Eug.  I  rest  as  yon  dispose:  what  yon  deto^ 
mine. 
With  my  best  power  |  ratify;  and  Solpitia, 
I  dare  be  i)old  to  promise,  says  no  less. 

Sul,  Whatever  my  father,  brother,  and  yonndf 
Shall  think  convenient,  pleaseth  me. 

LeL  In  this. 
As  in  all  other  service,  I  commit  myself 
To  your  commands ;  and  so,  I  hope,  my  sister. 

Fla.  With  all  obedience :  sir,  dispose  of  me 
As  of  a  child,  that  judgeth  nothing  good, 
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But  wha^yoa  shall  approve* 

Ant.  4iid  you,  Pandolfo^ 

Pan.  I  OQOSt  of  all    And,  for  I  kn6w7<  the 
minds 
Of  yoath  are  apl  to  promise,  and  as  prone 
To  repent  afler,  'tis  my  advice  they  swear 
T*  observe,  without  exceptionyyour  decree. 

Flo.  Content 

Sui.  Content 

Pan,  By  all  the  powers  that  hear 
Oaths,  and  rain  vengeance  upon  broken  faith, 
I  promise  to  confirm  and  ratify 
Your  sentence. 

LeL  Sir,  I  swear  no  lew* 

Eug,  Nor  I. 

Fla,  The  self-same  oath  binds  me* 

SuL  And  me  the  same. 

Pan,  Now,  dear  Antonio,  all  onr  expectation 
Ilangs  at  your  mouth.  None  of  us  can  appeal 
From  you  to  hiaher  courts. 

Amt,  First,  tor  preparative 
Or  slight  pneludium  to  the  greater  matches, 
I  must  entreat  you,  that  my  Armellina 
Be  match'd  with  Trincalo.    Two  hundred  crowns 
I  give  her  for  her  portion. 

Pan.  Tis  done.    Some  relics 
Of  his  old  clownery,  and  dregs  o'  th'  country, 
Dwell  in  him  still.    How  careful  he  provides 
For  himself  first !  Content    And  more,  I  grant 

him 
A  lease  for  twenty  pounds  a-year. 

Ant,  I  thank  you. 
Crentlemen,  since  I  feel  myself  mudi  broken 
With  age,  and  my  late  miseries,  and  too  cold 
To  entertain  new  heat,  I  freely  yield 
Sulpitia,  whom  I  lov'd,  to  my  son  Lelio. 

Pan,  How  cunningly  hath  the  farmer  provided 
T*  observe  the  'semblance  of  Antonio's  person. 
And  keep  himself  still  free  for  Armellina! 

Ant,  Signior  Pandolfo,  y*  are  wise,  and  under- 
stand 
How  ill  hot  appetites  of  unbridled  youth 
Become  grey  luiirs.    How  grave  and  honourable 
Were  't  for  your  age  to  be  enamour'd 
With  the  fair  shape  of  virtue,  and  the  glory 
Of  our  forefathers!   then  would  you  blush  to 

think. 
How  by  this  dotage,  and  unequal  love^ 
You  stain  their  honour,  and  your  own.    Awake, 
Banish  those  wild  affections,  and,  by  my  example. 
Turn  to  your  reposed  self. 

Pan,  To  what  purpose,  pray  you. 
Serves  this  long  proeme  ?  on  to  th'  sentence. 

Ant,  Sir, 
Conformity  of  years,  likeness  of  nAanners, 
Are  Gordian  knots  tliat  bind  up  matrimony. 


Now,  betwixt  seventy  winters  and  sixteen. 
There's  no  proportion,  n(»r  Icost  hope  t»f  love. 
Fie !  that  a  irentleman  of  >our  discretion. 
Crowned  with  such  reputation  in  your  youth. 
Should,  in  your  western  days  ^^,  lose  th*  good 

opinion 
Of  all  your  friends,  and  run  to  th*  open  danger 
Of  closing  the  weak  remnant  of  your  days 
With  discontent  unrecoverable. 

Pan.  Rack  me  no  more ;  pray  you,  let*s  hear 
the  sentence. 
Note  how  the  ass  i^ould  fright  me,  and  endear 
His  service;  intimating  that  his  pow'r 
May  overthrow  my  hopes.     Proceed  to  th'  sen* 
tenoe. 

Ant,  These  things  considered,  I  bestow  my 
daughter 
Upon  your  son  Eugenio,  whose  constant  love, 
With  his  so  modest  carriage,  hath  deserv'H  her: 
And,  that  you  freeze  not  for  a  bed-fellow, 
I  marry  you  with  patience. 

Pan,  Treacherous  villain  ! 
Aorursed  Trincalo !  ni— But  this  no  place : 
He's  too  well  back'd.    But  shortly,  when  the  date 
Of  his  Antonioship*s  expir'd,  revenge 
Shall  sweeten  this  disgrace. 

Ant,  Signior  Pandolfo, 
When  you  recover  vourself,  lost  desperately 
In  disproportion^  dotage,  then  you'll  thank  me 
For  this  great  favour.    Be  not  obstinate : 
Disquiet  not  yourself. 

Pan,  I  thank  you,  sir. 

[£j«tiii^  o// (lit  Pandolfo. 

SCENE  vir. 

Pan,  And,  that  you  freexe  not  for  a  bed-fellow, 
[  marry  you  with  patience— traiterous  villain  ! 
Is  't  not  enough  to  wrong  me,  and  betray  me. 
But 't  must  be  done  witli  scoflk?  accursed  Trin- 
calo! 
And  me  most  miserable !  that,  when  I  thought 
T*  embrace  young  Flavia,  see  her  before  my  face 
Bestow'd  upon  my  son !  my  son  my  rival !  ^ 
This  is  Eugenio's  pint,  and  his  friend  Lelio*s; 
Who,  with  my  servant  Crioca,  have  amspir^d. 
And  suborn'd  Trincalo  to  betray  his  master. 
Why  do  I  rage  'gainst  any  but  myself, 
That  have  committed  such  a  serious  business 
To  th'  hands  of  a  base  clown,  and  ignorant  ? 
I  see  mine  error,  but  no  means  to  help  it 
Only  the  sweetness  of  revenge  is  left  me. 
Which  I  must  execute :  ih'  hours  ofs  gentry 
Are  now  clean  spent.    FU  home,  and  there  at- 
tend him.  [Exit- 


7^  Far  I  know. — I  e,  became  I  know  ;  a  very  comnion  mode  of  exprefsion. 

^^  la  vour  western  days,  -i.  e,  when  you  are  declining  like  the  sun,  which  sets  in  the  west. 


6n 


ALBUM  AZAR. 


[Covtis. 


SCENE  VIIL 

Enter  Trikcalo  drunky  but  iomething  reoh 
vered. 

Trin.  Welcome  old  trusty  Tnocak>»  good  far- 
mer, welcome !  Give  me  thy  band ;  we  must  not 
part  hereafter.  Fie,  what  a  trouble  tis  to  be  out 
of  a  man's  self!  If  gentlemen  have  no  pleasure 
buc  what  I  felt  to-day,  a  team  of  horics  shall  not 
drag  me  out  of  my  profession.  There's  nothing 
amongst  them  but  iMrrowing,  compounding  for 
half  tlieir  debts,  and  have  their  purse  cut  for  the 
rest,  cozened  by  whores,  frighted  with  husbands, 
wash*d  iu  wet  hogsheads,  chested  of  their  cloaibs, 
and  falling  in  cellars  for  conclusion. 

SCENE  IX. 

Pandolfo  at  the  window,  Trincalo, 

Fan.  O  precious  piece  of  villainy !   are  yon 
unchang'd  ? 
How  confident  the  rogue  dares  walk  the  streets  ! 
TriTi.  And  then  such  ouarrelling !  never  a  suit 
I  wore  to-day,  but  hato  been  soundly  basted; 
only  this  faithful  country-case  'scap'd  fist-free; 
and,  be  it  spoken  in  a  good  hour,  was  never  beaten 
yet  since  it  came  from  fulling. 
Pan,  Base,  treacherous  villain ! 

[Beats  him  rnnth  a  9taf, 
Trin*  Is  this  the  recompence  of  my  day*s  work  ? 
Tan*  You  marry  me  to  patience !  there's  pa- 
tience, 
And  that  you  freeze  not,  there's  warm  patience,  ' 
She*s  a  good  bed-fellow :  have  patience. 

Trin*  You'll  beat  me  out  ou't,  sir.     How  have 

I  wrong*d  you  ? 
Tan*  So  as  deserves  th'  expression  of  ny  fury, 
With  th'  crael'st  tortures  I  can  execute* 
Trin,  You  kill  me,  sir. 
Pan.  Have  patieuce. 
Trin.  Pray  jfou,  sir ! 

Pan.  SeelL  not  by  humble  penitence  f  appease 
me; 
Nothing  can  satisfy* 

Ttin.  Farewel  humility; 
Now  am  I  beaten  sober. 

[  Takes  away  Pandolfo's  staff. 
Shall  age  and  weakness  master  my  youth  and 

strength? 
Now  speak  your  pleasure :  what's  my  fault  ? 

Pan.  Darst  deny 
Thy  own  act,  done  before  so  many  witnesses  ? 
Subom'd  by  others,  and  betray  my  contidence 
With  such  a  stony  impudence? 

Trin*  I  have  been  faithful 
In  ail  you  trusted  me. 

Pan  To  them,  not  me. 
O  what  a  proeme,  stuft  with  grave  advice 
And  learned  counsel,  you  could  showV  upon  me 
Before  the  thunder  of  your  deadly  sentence ! 
And  give  away  my  mistress  with  a  scoff! 
Trin.  I  give  your  mistress! 
Pun.  Didst  not  thou  decreci 


Contrary  t*  our  compact,  afMsit  mf  mum^) 
Trin.  Why,  when  #aa£y«Kir>dgel 
Pan*  Just  now*,  here. 
Trin.  See  your  error ! 
Then  w»s  I  faat  lodL'4i»  Aotonie'sedlar: 
W  here,  making  -virtae  of  necewty, 
I  drank  stark  drank,  and  waking  fond  a^ 
Cloth'd  in  this  fanner^s  suit,  as  in  iktmnasi^  ^ 
Pan*  Didst  not  thou  svrear  to  eMeriMonos 
house. 
And  give  me  Flavia  for  mj  vtife?  and  aftn^ 
Before  my  own  face,  gatv^t  her  to  my  soaf 

Trin.  Ha,ha,ha! 
[TFAOtt  Trincalo  Uu^ha,  md  kUfiilAtH 
Pandolfo  recovers  it,  aik^mm> 
Pan.  Can'st  thba  deny  it? 
IVtii.  Ha,ha,ha!  .  „    ,^  l.i 

Have  yoa got  mistnsaPatseace?  H%oi)»- 
Pan*  Is  oot  this  tme  ? 
TViii.  Ha, ha, ha! 
Pan*  Answer  me. 
!ZVm.'Ha,ha,hal  wao. 
Pan.  Was'tnotthvs? 
Trin*  I  answer. 
First,  I  never  was  tran^erm'd. 
But  gull'd,  as  you  were^  by  the  astrol^geri 
And  tboae  that  call'd  me  Antomo. 
To  prove  this  tt-ue^  . 

The  gentleman.  ]|KNi  spake  with  iim  ^^^"JJJl 
The  right  Antonio,  safely  returned  from  BsrttiJ' 
Pan*  O  me,  whet  a  this  ? 
Trin.  Truth  itself. 

Pmi.  WaS'tnotthentlnfegptv'st  tbti 
Trin.  Believe  me,  no  sech.nsatter: 
I  ne'er  was  gentlemao,  nbr  olberaase^ 
Than  what  I  am^  unless  "tweie  wbsol  wft<w» 
Pan.  How  hate  I  been  deeeiv'd!  good  Tr* 
calo, 
Pardon  me,  I  have  wrong'd  thceb 

Trin.  Pardon  you  ?  ^  -y- 

When  you  have  beaten  me  to  pa«t>^  ^"^ 

eaio. 
Pardon  me* 
Pan.  I  am  sorry  for^ :  e«ose  me.  . 

Trin*  I  am  sorry  I  must  excoie  fi^  ^ 

Pan.  NoW  tell  me  wherc»s  the  plate  snd  cIoA 
of  silver. 
The  gold  and  jewels,  that  the  astrologer 
Committed  to  thy  keeping? 

Trin.    What  plate,  whafc jewels? 
He  gave  me  none.   But,  when  he  w«ol  tt»«»^ 

me. 
After  a  thousand  circles  and  cc'*'"**!!5S«  me 
He  binds  me  fast  upon  a  fonn,  and  b""^"^ 
With  a  thick  table  oapkio.  Notfc)ii§»*«*^. 
Unbinds  my  head  and  feet,  and  gi^e*  »?'«'" 
And  then  I  plainly  saw,  that  I  saw  notlu?^|^ 
The  parlour  was  clean  swept  of  all  wss  10 

Pan.  Oh  me!  Oh  me  I  ..  ,^> 

lYin.  What  ails  you,  sir?  what  ads y«^ 

Pan.  I  am  undone;  I  have  lost  inJ  ^ 

plate, 


ffoUKl^ 


iOAnUAZilLR. 
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My  whole  ctote^  and  with  die  rest  myself. 
IWii.  Lose  not  joor  patience  too.    Leave  this 
lamenting^ 
And  lay  the  town;  yoo  may  recover  it. 
Fan.  'Tie  to  small  purpose.    In,  and  hold  tby 
peace.  [Exit  Trincalo. 

SCENE.  X. 
Enter  Cbicca  and  Pasikxlfo. 

Cric  Where  shall  I  find  nay  master,  to  content' 
him 
With  welcome  news  ?  he's  here :  news,  news  t 
News  ofgood  fortune^  joy,  and  happiness ! 

Pan.  Cricca,  my  sadness  is  incapable 
Of  better  ddines :  I  lim  undone !  most  misetable  f 

Cric  Ofiend  not  your  good  luck,  y*  are  .now 
more  fortunate 
Than  when  you  rose  this  morning :  be  merry,  sir. 
Cheer  up  yourself;  f  have  what  you  wish'd,  fear 
nothing. 

Pan,  May  be  Antonio  newly  repents  himself, 
With  purpose  to  restore  Flavia. 
Cricca,  what  is't?  where'sall  this  happiness  ? 

Cric  Lock'd  in  Antonio's  closet. 

Pan.  All  alone? 
Sure  that's  my  Flavia.    Is  not  Eugenio 
Sufifered  to  enter? 

Cric,  Antonio  keeps  the  key: 
No  creature  enters  but  himself:  all's  safe, 
And  shall  be  soon  restored. 

Pan.  O,  my  sweet  Cricca! 

Cric.  And  tliey  that  wrong'd  you,  most  ex- 
tremely sorry. 
Ready  to  yield  you  any  satisfaction. 

Pan.  Is't  possible  they  should  so  soon  repent 
them. 
That  injur'd  me  sa  lately  ?  tell  me  the  manner 
That  caus'd  them  see  theic  error. 

Cric  I'll  tell  you,  sir. 
•  Being  just  now  at  old  Antonio's  house, 
Onethunden«atthe  back  door,  enters,,  presses 
To  speak  in  private  with  young  Lelio; 
Was  instantly  admitted :  and  think  you  who  ? 
'Twas  vour  astrologer  Albumazar. 
When  he  had  spoke  a  while,  Lelio  and  Antonio 
In  haste  command  me  fetch  a  constable. 

Pan.  How  can  this  story  touch  my  happiness  ? 

Cric,  I  up  and  down  through  slimy  ale-houses, 
Cloudy  tobacco-shops,  and  vapouring  taverns. 
My  mouth  full  of  enouiir,  at  last  found  one. 

Pan.  What  of  all  tnis  f  Is't  possible  a  constable 
Concerns  mv  sood? 

Cric.  And  following  my  directions, 
Went  to  a  tippling-house,  where  we  took  drink- 
Three  handsome  fellows  witba  great  chest,  at- 
tach'dthem, 


And  brought  all  to  Antonio. 

Pan.  Well,  what  then  ? 

Cric  These  were  the  astrologer's  intelligenoes^ 
that 
iRpbb'd  you  through  the  sooth  window. 

J^an.  I  thought  thou  hadst  spoke 
Of  Flavia's  restoring. 
.  Cric.  I  mean  your  plate 
,And  treasure ;  pray  you,  sir,  is't  not  great  happi^ 

ness 
To  re-obtiain  thre^  thousand  pounds  in  value, 
Desperately  lost  ?  and  you  still  doat  and  dream 
Of  Flavia,  who,  by,yojir  own  consent 
And  oath,  is  promised. to  your  son  Eugenio. 

Pan,  Forward. 

CrUc4i.  Within,  (his^  chest  Antonio  found  your 
plate. 
Gold,  iewel^  doth  of  silver,  nothing  perish'd^ 
But  all  safe  lock'd  till  you  acknowledge  it. 
And,  since  Albumazar  of  his  own  accord 
Freelv  confessed,  and  safe  restor'd  your  treasure  ; 
Since  tis  a  a  da;^  of  jubilee  and  marriage, 
Antonio  would  intreat  vou  to  release 
And  pardon  the  astrologer:  thanldng  your  for- 
,  tunc. 

That  hath  restor'd  you  to  vour  wealth  and  self. 
Both  which  were  lost  i'  th'  love  of  Flavia. 

Pan.  Reason  hath  dear'd  my  sight,  and  drawiv 
the  veil 
Of  doatage,  that  so  dark'd  my  understanding. 
I  clearly  see  the  slavery  of  affections; 
And  how  unsuitable  my  declining  years 
Are  for  the  dawning  youth  of  Flavia. 
Let  the  best  joys  of  Hymeu  compass  her, 
And  her  young  husband,  my  Eugenio^ 
With  full  content    And  since  Albumazar 
By  accident  caused  all  this  happiness, 
1  freely  panianfain^  andhit  aofrnfaummp 
And  haste  to  assisethe.  maniagesjand  fbasts* 

Cric.  Whyy  now  you  shew  vyounelf  a  wordiy 
gentleman.  .  .  E£ait  P^^oolfow 


SCENE  xr. 

Enter  Trincalo  and  Cbicca. 

Trin.  Cricca,  I  over-heard^your  news ;  all  par^ 
are  pleas'd 
Except  myself:  Is  there  no  news  for  Trincalo  ? 

Cric.  Know*st  it  not  ?  in  and  see :  Antonio 
Hath  given  thee  Armellina  with  a  portion. 
Two  hundred  crowns;  and  old  Pandolfo  bound- 
By  oath  t'  assure  thee  twenty  pounds  a-year, 
For  three  lives. 

Trtn.  Ua! 

Cric.  Come  in. 

jfrtn.  I'll  follow.  [Exeunt  omnes. 
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Two  hundred  crowns?  and  twenty  poond  a*Tear 

For  three  good  liret?  Cargo /  *  bin  IVincalo  ! 

My  wife*s  extremely  busy,  dressing  the  sapper 

For  these  great  marriages ;  and  I  not  idle. 

So  that  I  cannot  entertain  you  here 

As  I  would  elsewhere.   But  if  you  come  to  Totnam 

Some  four  days  henoe»  and  ask  n>r  Trincalo, 

At  th*  sign  o*  th'  hogshead ;  Fll  raor^me  all  my  lives 

To  bid  you  welcome.   You  that  love  Tnncalou 

And  mean  to  meet,  clap  hands  and  make  ^t  a  bai^gair* 


Cor^o^^A  corruption  of  cofra|g<s  /  Ital.  conage !  a  hortatory  ezclaaialioB.       S, 
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